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Treface. 

?HIS  book  is  a  growth.  When  I  first  began  to  write 
these  sketches  I  had  no  thought  that  they  would 
live  beyond  their  current  publication  in  the  religious 
weekly  paper  for  which  they  were  prepared.  Later, 
as  they  began  to  multiply,  and  when  tidings  from 
many  sources  came  to  me  that  bereaved  and  burdened  hearts 
had  been  helped  and  strengthened  by  them,  I  formed  the 
purpose  to  put  them  in  more  permanent  form.  I  had  no 
thought,  when  they  were  written,  beyond  that  of  helping 
those  who  craved  Christian  sympathy  and  love.  In  sending 
out  this  book  the  same  purpose  is  regnant  in  my  heart.  May 
God's  Spirit  bless  the  words  that  here  appear  to  the  present 
and  eternal  good  of  many  hearts  I 

Soon  the  hand  that  writes  these  words  shall  no  longer 
write.  For  me  and  for  all  lovers  of  our  Lord,  rest  shall  soon 
be  found.  God  grant  that,  when  author  and  reader  sleep 
in  their  silent  graves,  these  Thoughts  may  be  living  still  to 
help  and  comfort  those  who  mourn,  and  strengthen  the 
tempted  aiid  the  weak  I  J.  B.  Craitpill. 

Dallas,  Tex.,  August  10,  1903. 
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Foretavord, 

fHE  successful  man — he  who  leaves  behind  him  an 
impress  for  good,  for  no  other  success  is  worthy 
of  mention — must  have  courage.  In  its  manifes- 
tations, courage  varies  with  the  conditions  surround- 
ing it;  but  its  essence  is  always  the  same — it  takes  the 
risk  of  doing  right.  That  which  takes  the  risk  of  do- 
ing wrong  is  not  courage,  but  desperation.  We  hear  of  moral 
courage  and  physical  courage,  but  they  are  identical — they 
dare.  In  like  manner,  moral. cowardice  and  physical  cow- 
ardice are  also  identical — they  fear.  Physical  cowardice 
fears  for  its  life  or  its  limb — its  "  hide,"  as  often  homely  ex- 
pressed; moral  cowardice  fears  for  its  money,  its  place,  its 
ease,  its  popularity.  Courage  says,  "I  ought  to,  therefore 
I  will;"  cowardice  says,  "I  ought  to,  I'd  like  to,  but  it  is 
dangerous,  therefore  I  won't." 

Courage  is  not  an  occasional  outburst,  an  ebullition,  but  a 
constant  quantity,  a  fixed  principle.  It  is  based  on  self-re- 
spect— call  it  pride,  if  you  will — just  pride,  not  bravado. 
Since  the  world  began  there  has  never  been  a  courageous 
man  who  lacked  in  self-respect.  That  which  seems  an  excep- 
tion is  either  fanaticism  or  dare-devil  disregard  of  life.  A 
great  soldier  says :  "  True  courage  is  not  the  absence  of  fear, 
but  the  conquest  of  it."  No  sensible  man  stands  up  in  the 
battle  line  because  he  feels  safe,  nor  because  he  is  oblivious 
of  fear;  but  because  his  pride  stands  back  of  him,  peeping 
over  his  shoulder  to  see  if  he  is  still  there.  Courage  feels 
the  danger,  but  the  danger  is  smaller  than  duty ;  cowardice 
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also  feels  the  duty,  but  duty  is  smaller  than  danger.  Prince 
Eugene,  the  great  captain  of  Savoy,  reputed  the  bravest  man 
in  Europe,  used  to  declare  that  he  deserved  more  credit  for 
remaining  in  battle  than  any  other  man  in  his  army,  be« 
cause  it  cost  him  more  etfort;  that  at  the  first  rattle  of 
musketry  he  had  to  keep  close  watch  on  his  legs,  lest  they 
carry  him  off  the  field.  The  proudest  people  of  a  proud 
country  were  the  old-time  Virginians,  and  in  the  Civil  War 
they  made  a  record  for  valor  and  fortitude  unequaled  in  mod- 
ern history.  Their  intelligence,  integrity,  and  consequent 
just  pride  held  them  on  the  field,  suffered  losses,  rallied  after 
defeat,  and  renewed  the  conflict,  beyond  all  parallel  in  the 
annals  of  warfare.  Pushed  off  the  battle  ground  to-day  by 
sheer  force  of  numbers,  they  buried  the  dead,  cared  for  the 
wounded,  wrote  letters  home,  revised  the  diminished  roster, 
and  renewed  the  struggle  to-morrow,  as  if  their  recent  fight- 
ing had  been  a  mere  dress  parade. 

Courage  is  grounded  in  conscience.  The  word  is  the  am- 
ple English  for  what  the  Komans  called  virtu — not  a  flash 
light,  not  merely  "  bravery/^  as  we  translated  it  when  school- 
boys; but  a  permanent  quality,  a  staying  force,  always  to  be 
found  at  home,  always  on  guard,  "standing  foursquare  to 
every  wind  that  blows."  In  his  profoundest  poem,  "My 
Soul  and  I,"  Whittier  asks:  "Hast  thou  been  brave,  my 
soul?  "  On  the  other  hand,  every  man's  soul  questions  him: 
"Hast  thou  been  brave,  my  man?"  "  Thus  doth  conscience 
make  cowards  "  of  all  truly  courageous  men  and  women — 
the  cowards  that  Shakespeare  meant — fearful  of  doing  wrong. 

True  courage  is  taking  the  risk,  whatever  that  risk  may  be 
— ^the  risk  of  doing  right.  On  the  frontier  of  civilization  the 
risk  consists  in  braving  the  rifle  of  the  savage.  In  time  of 
war,  when  the  country's  life  or  honor  is  at  stake,  it  consists  in 
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shouldering  the  musket  and  marching  to  the  scene  of  con- 
flict. In  peace,  it  may  consist  in  confronting  death  to  arrest 
the  criminal  and  uphold  the  majesty  of  the  law.  In  indus- 
trial life  it  may  consist  in  wearing  tattered  clothing  in  order 
to  pay  honest  debts,  or  in  eschewing  luxuries  and  social  fas- 
cinations rather  than  lay  violent  hands  on  its  employer's 
money.  In  the  trades  it  may  consist  in  the  shipmaster's  re- 
maining on  the  bridge  of  his  sinking  vessel  until  every  pas- 
senger has  been  rescued,  or  in  the  railway  engineer's  going 
down  to  death  in  his  cab  rather  than  desert  his  post  and  send 
a  train  load  of  souls  to  an  untimely  fate.  In  business  life,  it 
may  consist  in  observing  the  golden  rule  and  in  telling  the 
truth  at  all  hazards,  thus  suflfering  from  competition  based 
on  unblushing  commercial  falsehood.  In  civil  life,  the  risk 
may  lie  in  protesting  against  political  corruption  or  incom- 
petency in  the  face  of  partisan  slander  or  in  denouncing 
evil  practices  of  those  high  in  authority  at  the  risk  of  loss  of 
position  or  social  ostracism.  In  youth,  it  may  consist  in  rev- 
erence for  parents,  old  age,  and  things  sacred,  and  in  the 
practice  of  a  clean  life,  against  the  jeers  and  jests  of  the  fast 
fashionable  set.  That  man  who  cowers  under  the  public's 
frown  or  blushes  under  his  companions'  taunts  more  than 
under  a  condemning  conscience  may  depend  upon  himself, 
and  be  depended  upon  by  others,  to  turn  moral  coward  when 
the  real  test  comes.  He  can  lay  no  just  claim  to  courage 
who  does  not 

**  dare  to  be 
In  the  right  with  two  or  three;" 

or  even  with  himself,  his  conscience,  and  God. 

The  coward  is  more  useless  to-day  for  good  than  ever  be- 
fore, and  courage  was  never  so  badly  needed.  The  higher 
the  order  of  enlightenment,  the  more  dizzy  the  further  as- 
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cent,  and  the  more  steady  must  be  the  nerve  of  the  guide  who 
leads  the  way.  If  forty  centuries  looked  down  from  the 
pyramids  upon  Kapoleon's  army,  more  than  sixty  centuries 
look  up  to  the  ranks  fighting  the  battle  for  future  civiliza- 
tion. People  were  never  so  closely  watched  as  now,  nor  the 
quailing  so  quickly  branded  with  the  pale  badge  of  coward- 
ice. Courage  is  wanted — wanted  for  the  faithful,  honest 
earning  of  humble  daily  wages;  wanted  for  the  performance 
of  the  duties  of  private  citizenship;  wanted  for  the  manage- 
ment of  large  commercial  enterprises;  wanted  for  leadership 
in  great  moral  and  religious  movements;  wanted  for  the  dis- 
charge of  sworn  duties  in  high  public  office;  wanted  to  pro- 
claim fearlessly  the  straight  and  narrow  way  of  civic  and  na- 
tional righteousness. 

True,  there  are  many  places  which  cowardice  can  fill,  but 
each  of  these  is  only  a  hole  that  needs  stopping.  Cowardice 
frequently  gets  along  fairly  well  with  itself  till  the  test  comes 
and  it  finds  itself  out.  Then  the  more  self-respect  it  has, 
the  less  it  thinks  of  itself.  Thenceforward  it  continually 
looks  back  over  its  shoulder  to  see  if  somebody  isn't  throw- 
ing something  at  it;  unless,  pride  and  personality  being 
strong  enough,  it  straightens  itself  up  and  grows  back  into 
the  manly  image.  Ofttimes,  not  daring  to  confront  the  ills 
of  life,  it  finds  rescue  in  suicide — itself  a  cowardly  deed.  Few 
truly  courageous  men  ever  died  by  their  own  hands,  except, 
like  Samson,  to  involve  their  enemies  in  the  same  overthrow. 

One  touch  of  courage,  even  more  than  of  nature,  makes 
the  whole  world  kin.  The  coward  imitates  it,  men  admire 
it,  women  worship  it,  and  children  live  it  in  their  games. 
It  is  the  soul  of  art,  the  inspiration  of  oratory,  the  loftiest 
theme  of  song.  Without  it,  sculpture  would  be  mere  ma- 
sonry, painting  would  fade  into  frescoing,  poetry  waste  away 
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into  ballads,  and  music  become  mute  as  the  harp  that  ^^  hangs 
on  Tara's  walls/' 

Only  a  small  part  of  the  world's  courage  gets  into  the 
glare  of  publicity.  Most  of  it  lives  in  humble  homes,  and 
afterwards  sleeps  in  shaftless  graves.  It  runs  out  its  span 
of  days  unknown  to  the  world,  unsuspected  by  its  intimates, 
undreamed  of  even  by  itself.  It  is  usually  modest  of  its 
merits,  dislikes  to  proclaim  itself,  never  plays  the  braggart. 
The  crisis  calls  it  forth,  lifts  the  veil  of  its  modesty,  points 
the  admiring  gaze  of  the  public,  and  bids  the  world  behold 
a  hero.  It  was  only  by  accident  that  Sam  Davis,  the  most 
chivalrous  hero  of  the  Civil  War — a  strong  tribute,  but  true 
— ever  became  known  to  "  noisy  fame."  When  the  gallant 
Lawton  was  introduced  to  a  Southern  audience  as  one  of  the 
heroes  of  Santiago,  he  modestly  disclaimed  the  title.  "  I  am 
not  a  hero;  only  a  regular'' — meaning  that  danger  and,  if 
need  be,  death  was  merely  a  part  of  his  duty.    . 

Exhibitions  of  courage  on  the  battlefield  are  the  more  spec- 
tacular, but  by  no  means  so  frequent  as  in  the  walks  of  pri- 
vate life.  In  Milton's  stately  phrase,  ^^ Peace  hath  her" 
heroes,  as  well  as  her  "  victories,  no  less  renowned  than  those 
of  war."  A.  boy  bufi^eting  the  waves  of  "  outrageous  for- 
tune "  threatening  to  ingulf  a  widowed  mother,  or  an  urchin 
flagging  a  thundering  train  on  the  brink  of  a  chasm  at  the 
risk  of  his  own  life,  is  no  less  a  hero  than  the  Cardigan  who 
leads  the  cavalry  charge  "into  the  jaws  of  death"  at  the 
head  of  "the  noble  six  hundred." 

But  not  only  must  a  man — not  an  animated  dummy,  but  a 
real  man — ^have  courage;  he  also  needs — nay,  must  have — 
comfort.  In  adversity  we  feel  the  need  of  it;  in  prosperity 
we  need  it  all  the  more,  because  usually  unaware  of  the  fact. 
Prosperity,  especially  uniform  prosperity,  is  a  poor  field  to 
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mine  for  virtues.  Baron  Verulam  spoke  wisely,  as  his  wont 
was,  when  he  declared  that  "  Prosperity  doth  best  discover 
vice,  but  adversity  doth  best  discover  virtue."  To  know 
mankind  is  true  wisdom,  and  no  man  can  be  wise  who  has 
never  experienced  adversity,  for  only  in  adversity  can  he 
know  himself — the  first  step  in  knowing  others.  In  pros- 
perity man  is  too  much  infatuated  with  his  success  to  know 
how  many  weaknesses,  only  another  name  for  vicious  strength, 
lie  hidden  in  his  nature,  ready  to  spring  upon  him  at  an  un- 
guarded moment.  In  adversity  he  discovers  these  "  beasts" 
creeping  through  the  jungles  of  his  soul,  throttles  them,  and 
rescues  his  better  self  from  peril.  Hence  mankind  needs 
comfort  in  prosperity  not  less  than  in  adversity.  On  the 
moral  and  religious  side  we  might,  with  reason,  revise  the 
cynical  prayer,  "  Lord,  deliver  me  from  my  friends,  and  V\l 
manage  to  take  care  of  my  enemies,"  to  read,  "  Lord,  deliver 
me  from  my  successes,  and  I'll  manage  to  take  care  of  my 
failures." 

Every  man,  every  woman,  every  child  needs  comfort.  This 
fact  is  written  large  in  the  history  of  humanity  and  in  its 
social  organization.  This  is  what  we  mean  by  the  oft-told 
saying  that  man  is  a  social  being.  Each  recognizes  the 
truth  for  itself  by  remaining  in  society,  instead  of  separating 
himself  from  his  kind.  Hermits  have  been  few  and  unhappy. 
God  made  special  recognition  of  the  principle,  when  he  saw 
that  it  was  not  good  for  man  to  be  alone,  and  so  created  a 
helpmeet  for  him, 

**A  perfect  woman,  nobly  planned. 
To  warn,  to  comfort,  and  command.' 

In  both  the  Old  and  the  ^ew  Testaments  the  principle  re- 
ceived repeated  divine  sanction,  and  in  Isaiah  God  express- 
ly commands:  "Comfort  ye,  comfort  ye  my  people.'' 
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The  best  of  all  comfort  is  help.  It  may  be  the  help  of 
words,  for  often,  as  Byron  says,  "  Words  are  things; "  it  may 
be  the  help  of  personal  service,  the  giver  giving  himself;  it 
may  be  financial  assistance;  it  may  be  mere  sympathy.  If 
the  sympathy  is  genuine,  a^suffering^with — the  true  meaning 
of  the  term — it  needs  but  few  words  to  express  itself,  its  si- 
lence being  eloquent.  The  best  help  is  self-help;  the  best 
gift  to  worth,  an  opportunity ;  the  best  comfort,  the  sympa- 
thetic interest  of  him  or  her  who  admits  being  a  "  brother's 
keeper.'' 

^N^ow  comfort  varies  in  kind,  though  if  real,  "  solid  com- 
fort" perhaps,  like  courage,  it  is  always  the  same  in  essence. 
There  is  a  comfort  of  words  and  a  comfort  of  active  help. 
"Words  are  said  to  be  cheap,  and  truly  they  are  if  merely  spun 
out  with  lips,  teeth,  and  tongue;  but  nothing  is  dearer  when 
they  are  drawn  from  the  heart.  They  are  hollow,  worse  than 
worthless,  when  spoken  as  a  substitute;  no  one  has  a  right 
to  speak  them  unless  he  would  give  money  if  he  had  it  and 
the  recipient  deserved  it.  But  words  coming  from  a  warm 
place  in  the  heart,  tipped,  not  with  the  venom  of  abuse,  but 
with  the  spirit  of  help,  are  winged  things,  doves  of  peace, 
abroad  on  the  waste  of  waters,  sure  of  finding  a  resting  place 
for  weary  feet,  and  of  returning  with  olive  branches  in  their 
mouths.  Such  are  the  words  daily  found  in  the  pen,  the  plat- 
form, the  pulpit,  and  the  private  conversation  of  the  big- 
bodied,  big-brained,  big-hearted  author  of  this  book;  and  such 
words  the  reader  will  find  constituting  the  warp  and  woof, 
the  subject-matter  and  substance — the  warnings,  chasten- 
ings,  and  promises — of  Courage  and  Comfort. 
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BY  BISHOP  CHARXC8  B.  GALLOWAY. 

[lUl]  design  of  this  valuable  volume  is  worthy  of  all 
commendation,  and  the  important  doctrines  set 
forth  are  sure  to  command  wide  acceptation.  It  is 
in  no  sense  controversial,  but  intensely  and  spirit- 
ually practical.  The  subjects  discussed  deal  with  the 
great  ethical  virtues  that  enter  into  the  construction  of  char- 
acter and  the  building  of  nations.  Based  on  the  words  of 
Christ,  ^^they  are  spirit,  and  they  are  life." 

More  and  more  these  need  iteration  and  emphasis.  The 
secular  spirit  of  our  time  is  subtle  and  aggressive.  Beyond 
question  it  is  the  greatest  menace  to  the  progress  of  pure 
Christianity  to-day.  Anything,  therefore,  that  will  contrib- 
ute to  the  arrest  of  this  dangerous  spirit  and  aid  in  the  re- 
enthronement  of  the  Lord  Christ  in  the  personal  and  home 
life,  and  the  life  of  society,  is  to  be  given  cordial  welcome 
and  generous  hospitality. 

The  discussion  covers  a  wide  range  of  special  subjects, 
but  all  illustrating  and  enforcing  the  great  basic  principles 
of  personal,  domestic,  and  civic  righteousness.  Through 
this  entire  volume  runs  the  scarlet  line  of  the  author's 
virile  faith  in  the  Saviour  of  men  and  the  God  of  nations. 

These  pages  are  not  the  work  of  a  day,  but  the  matured 
product  of  thoughtful  and  laborious  years.  Here,  I  sin- 
cerely hope,  may  be  found  "food  convenient"  for  the  heart- 
hunger  of  multiplied  thousands. 

Charles  B.  Galloway. 

Jackson,  Miss.,  July  4,  1902. 
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/. 

The  Firs-t  Lon^  Trip_from  Home. 

pHE  sweetest  words  that  were  ever  fashioned  into  poesy 
and  song  are  words  that  tell  of  home.  Since  there 
began  to  be  little  children  in  the  earth  the  hearts  of 
men  and  women,  knit  together  in  each  others'  love, 
have  in  their  loving  union  turned  tenderly  to  their  earth- 
ly home.  I  never  shall  forget  the  first  long  trip  I  took 
away  from  home.  I  would  not  count  it  a  long  trip  now,  because 
it  was  only  across  a  Texas  county,  but  it  was  long  to  an  uncouth 
Texas  lad  who  had  never  braved  a  strange  and  unmindful 
world.  I  can  see  my  sweet  mother's  face  as  these  words  are  • 
penned.  She  came  out  to  the  gate  to  give  me  her  parting  kiss. 
In  leaving  those  I  love  I  do  not  often  look  back,  because  my 
heart  swells  with  deep  emotion  of  which  they  had  best  not 
know.  But  that  day  I  once  looked  back  and  mother  was  still 
standing  at  the  gate.  Her  head  was  bare.  In  one  hand  she 
held  the  comer  of  her  gingham  apron,  and  the  other  was  raised 
2  (17) 
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to  shade  her  eyes.  I  see  her  fragile  form  bathed  in  the  golden 
glory  of  the  morning  sun,  and  her  parting  words  ring  in  my 
ears  to-day.  Many,  many  times  since  then  I  have  journeyed 
from  my  home  and  loved  ones,  and  I  never  go  that  I  do  not 
feel  that  old  gnawing  at  my  heart  that  I  felt  on  that  first  day. 
After  days  of  absence  I  was  home  again,  and  the  first  face  I 
saw  was  my  mother's  face  —  this  time  wet  with  tears  of  glad- 
ness that  her  boy  was  safe  at  home. 

The  rest  of  you  know  as  well  as  I  the  trial  that  comes  when 
you  go  on  long  trips  from  home.  Some  of  you  have  spanned 
a  continent  and  have  felt  the  loneliness  of  protracted  separa- 
tion from  those  you  loved.  Oh,  these  separations  1  They 
make  all  our  burdens  heavier  and  more  difficult  to  bear* 
There  come  unutterable  longings  to  feel  once  again  the  touch 
of  a  gentle  hand  and  to  hear  once  more  the  tender  words  that 
tell  of  abiding  love.  The  heart  has  no  rest.  Like  Noah's 
dove,  it  flies  across  a  surging  sea  of  death  and  finds  no  echo 
to  its  plaintive  cry.  And  we  never  know  when  the  train 
that  bears  us  hence  steams  by  whether  there  shall  be  a 
journey  home.  Some  have  died  at  sea;  others  have  been 
wrecked  on  shore,  and  yet  others  have  prolonged  their  jour- 
ney till  the  ones  they  loved  have  been  gathered  home. 

But  when  I  have  journeyed  far  from  those  I  love,  have 
felt  the  worry  and  the  wear  of  travel  and  the  loneliness  of 
separation  from  the  ones  that  I  love  best  of  all  on  earth, 
how  joyful  is  my  heart  when  the  hour  comes  that  speeds 
me  to  my  home  I  I  have  traveled  much,  but  this  feeling 
always  comes.  As  I  step  into  the  train  and  turn  my  face 
toward  home,  every  turn  of  the  car-wheel  reverberates  the 
melody  of  "home,  sweet  home."  And  when  at  last  I  step 
off  the  train  in  my  own  town  and  get  a  glimpse  of  home, 
I  raise  my  eyes  in  speechless  gratitude  to  God.  I  have 
done  it  a  hundred  times,  and  there  comes  into  my  heart  a 
feeling  of  thankfulness  that  no  tongue  could  tell. 
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It  will  be  so  when  we  are  nearing  Heaven,  To  some  who 
read  these  words  every  day  of  life  is  hard.  Some  languish 
on  beds  of  pain.  Others  have  each  day  a  hand-to-hand 
contest  with  poverty.  To  some  old  age  has  come,  and  tot- 
tering stop,  and  the  white-haired  saint  bends  under  the  bur- 
den of  the  passing  years.  Another  has  a  broken  heart,  and 
cries  out  in  the  hours  of  the  endless  night  for  a  touch  of 
sympathy  and  love  that  will  never  come.  Still  another  is  linked 
for  life  with  one  she  does  not  love,  and  must  needs  go  on  in 
silence  to  the  end.  And  there  is  a  mother  whose  son  has 
gone  to  ruin,  and  she  knows  that  here  in  time  the  pain  and 
sorrow  of  it  will  never  end.  To-day  as  I  write  God  looks 
down  into  every  wounded,  paining,  bruised,  and  bleeding 
heart  and  whispers,  ''  Come  unto  me  all  ye  that  labor  and 
are  heavy  laden  and  I  will  give  you  rest."  I  know  the 
preachers  always  preach  that  this  Scripture  means  an  earthly 
rest,  and  so  it  does,  but  I  believe  that  it  means  more. 

There  is  a  rest  that  He  will  give  that  will  be  eternal. 
There  will  come  an  hour  when  all  the  sadness  that  has  be- 
numbed our  weeping  hearts  will  be  swallowed  up  in  the  glory 
of  the  better  land.  The  Word  of  God  is  filled  with  promises 
of  Heaven — of  Heaven  as  home,  whence  there  will  be  no 
more  journeyings  forever. 

As  we  get  nearer  to  that  blest  abode  our  hearts  will 
gladder  grow,  until  at  last  our  feet  shall  press  the  streets  of 
that  heavenly  land  where  there  are  no  tears,  or  pain,  or  woe. 
?fot  long  ago  I  talked  with  an  aged,  suffering  saint  about  the 
/journey  he  so  soon  must  take.  With  a  face  lit  up  with  heav- 
enly joy  he  said  :  "  All  is  well ;  the  way  is  clear ;  I  long  to  go." 
Oh,  how  much  it  means  to  you  and  me !  We  are  in  a  world 
of  disappointment  here.  The  air  is  thick  with  the  foul  breath 
of  death.  Many  of  our  loved  ones  have  already  gone.  There 
has  been  crape  on  our  doors  and  other  crape  in  our  hearts. 
There  are  baby  hands  that  beckon  from  afar,  and  the  voice  of 
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mother  calls  as  it  did  in  days  of  old,  when  we  played  about 
her  knee.  Jesus  has  gone  on,  and  has  prepared  a  place  for 
us.  "We  can  hear  His  gentle  voice  saying  to  our  hearts :  "  I 
go  to  prepare  a  place  for  you,  that  where  I  am  there  ye  may  be 
also.  If  it  were  not  so,  I  would  have  told  you."  Oh,  brother, 
the  train  is  speeding  on.  The  Savior  waits  our  coming. 
The  angels  are  making  Heaven  vocal  with  the  songs  of  the 
redeemed.  When  we  realize  each  day  at  set  of  sun  that  we 
are  one  day  nearer  home ;  when  the  harsh,  discordant  sounds 
of  time  and  earth  grow  duller  to  our  ears,  and  we  begin  to  catch 
the  sound  of  the  songs  beyond  ;  when  we  grow  wearied  when  the 
day  is  done  with  our  heart-breaking  crosses  here,  oh,  let  us 
open  our  hungry  hearts  toward  the  windows  of  the  better  land  I 

In  view  of  that  coming  hour,  when  we  shall  go  home  to 
God,  how  small  are  many  earthly  things  that  have  so  hedged 
us  in  1  What  will  be  the  good  to  us  of  the  paltry  things 
of  earth  when  our  Savior  calls  us  home  ?  These  things  of 
time,  how  fleeting  are  their  days  1  Money,  fashion,  society,, 
politics,  worldly  ambition,  human  greatness  —  they  all  are 
small  when  viewed  in  the  light  of  that  better  time.  May 
God  give  us  to  see  their  smallness  now,  and  may  He  show 
us  the  greatness  of  eternal   things. 

It  seems  to  us  that  one  of  the  saddest  sentences  that  ever 
fell  from  human  lips  is  expressed  in  the  words  of  our  Savior 
given  in  Matthew  8  :  20,  where  He  thus  answers  the  scribe 
that  essayed  to  follow  Him :  "  The  foxes  have  holes,  and  the 
birds  of  the  air  have  nests;  but  the  Son  of  man  hath  not 
where  to  lay  his  head." 

His  was  a  life  of  sacrifices  too  deep  for  our  poor  hearts  to 
fathom,  but  those  of  us  who  have  known  happy  homes  can 
form  some  faint  conception  of  the  sadness  of  that  life  that 
knew   none   of  the   hallowed  pleasures  of   a  loving  family 

circle. 

It  is  no  wonder  that  John  Howard  Payne  sang  so  sweetly 
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of  home.  It  is  no  wonder  that  Paul,  that  early  follower  of 
our  Savior,  said  so  many  tender  words  about  the  home 
beyond.  In  the  letter  to  the  Hebrews  he  sweetly  writes  of 
that  "  city  which  hath  foundations,  whose  builder  and  maker 
is  God." 

Dear  Lord,  as  we  recall  Thy  homeless  wanderings,  may  we 
remember  that  Thou  art  next  of  kin  to  every  sad  and  lonely- 
hearted  soul  betieath  the  canopy  of  the  bending  skies.  May 
we,  every  time  we  see  a  homeless  one  and  hear  the  story  of  its 
wanderings,  may  we  recall  that  Thou  wert  born  in  a  manger 
and  that  in  the  days  of  Thy  deepest  sorrow  there  was  no 
earthly  spot  that  Thou  couldst  call  Thy  home. 

Home  I  How  our  hearts  go  back  to  the  old,  hallowed  home 
of  childhood.  There  is  mother  with  her  face  beaming  with 
maternal  love.  It  was  in  those  ne'er-to-be-forgotten  days 
that  she  wrote  in  that  Bible  now  faded  with  age,  "  Remember 
now  thy  Creator  in  the  days  of  thy  youth.''  And  there  is 
father,  strong,  decisive,  active,  affectionate.  His  hair  is  all 
white  now  and  his  beard,  then  the  color  of  the  autumn  leaves, 
looks  now  like  the  winter's  snow.  The  other  children  that 
romped  and  played  and  with  us  loved  that  happy  country 
home,  are  long  since  grown  and  furrows  have  come  even  to 
the  brow  of  the  one  who  was  the  baby  then. 

Did  you  have  a  happy  home  when  you  were  a  little  child? 
Go  back  to  it  as  you  read  these  lines  and  call  back  from 
memory's  graveyard  the  happy  hours  that  sped  so  swiftly  by 
they  seemed  enchanted.  And  then  on  bended  knees  thank 
God  that  you  had  such  a  home  —  a  home  so  sanctified  by 
love  and  so  brightened  with  childish  joys  —  and  look  ahead. 
Just  a  little  way  beyond  —  so  close  you  could  see  it  if  the 
sky  was  clear  —  is  that  other  home  where  all  we  here  have 
lost  will  be  regained  and  where  that  Jesus  is,  who,  having  no 
place  here  to  lay  His  head,  remembered  us  and  went  on  before 
to  prepare  a  place  for  them  that  love  Him. 
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Arc  you  striving  now  to  make  home  happy?  As  a  mother 
do  you  make  a  bright  and  cheerful  spot  at  home  from  which 
your  boy  will  never  long  to  wander?  As  a  father,  do  you 
honor  God  by  daily  reading  of  His  word  and  prayer?  As  a 
wife  do  you  brush  the  gathering  clouds  from  your  husband's 
aching  brow  —  that  husband  whose  hours  are  passed  in  bat- 
tling with  a  cruel  world  —  or  do  your  hasty  words  or  un- 
wonted frowns  drive  arrows  to  his  heart  and  add  weight  to 
his  crushing  burdens?  As  a  husband  do  you  bring  joy  to 
the  heart  of  your  trusting  wife?  She  stays  in  the  home  all 
day  and  is  often  worried  with  the  ever  recurring  round  of 
drudgery.  Do  you  bring  sunshine  to  her  heart  when  the  day 
is  done? 

Thank  God  for  home  1  In  its  sacred  portals  breaking 
hearts  may  find  surcease  of  sorrow,  and  blasted  lives  may  find 
refuge  from  the  cruel  storms.  That  Jesus  who  never  had  a 
home  in  which  to  abide  while  journeying  here,  abides  now 
in  all  the  real  homes  of  earth,  and  is  near  to  all  who  seek  His 
face. 

May  His  blessed  Spirit  lead  us  to  treasure  more  the  bless- 
ings that  we  find  in  our  happy  homes,  and  may  He  cause  our 
hearts  to  go  out  to  the  homeless  ones  who  wander  here.  In 
a  little  while  we  shall  go  to  meet  Him  in  that  other  home 
^  where  the  wicked  cease  from  troubling  and  the  weary  are  at 
rest." 

The  business  affairs  of  many  men  very  fond  of  home  re- 
quire them  to  spend  most  of  their  time  among  strangers. 
Recently  I  talked  with  one  who  had  been  many  months 
away  from  home.  After  tenderly  referring  to  his  children 
he  began  talking  to  me  about  his  wife.  After  naming  her 
good  qualities,  he  looked  me  straight  in  the  face,  and  as  the 
tears  gathered  in  his  eyes,  he  said :  "  I  have  never  seen  a  mo- 
ment in  all  the  years  of  onr  married  life  that  I  didn't  love 
her  more  than  all  else  in  the  world  combined."     As  I  saw 
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his  deep  emotion  and  remembered  how  many,  many  long, 
long  weeks  he  had  been  separated  from  the  wife  he  so  fondly 
loved,  my  whole  heart  went  out  to  him  in  deepest  sympathy. 

Socrates  preferred  to  die  rather  than  to  be  exiled  from  his 
native  land,  and  I  am  sure  that  Napoleon,  could  he  have 
chosen,  would  have  perished  in  the  hills  of  France  rather  than 
to  have  spent  a  remnant  of  unhappy  years  at  St.  Helena. 
As  I  write  there  are  thousands  of  exiles  who  live  lonely  and 
beclouded  lives  apart  from  the  ones  they  love  best  on  earth. 
There  were  partings  in  days  agone  in  which  they  made  believe 
that  they  were  strong  and  brave,  but  God  knew  that  as  the 
echo  of  their  footsteps  died  on  listening  ears  and  the  swiftly 
moving  form  evanished  from  the  sight  of  loving  eyes,  there 
was  sadness  and  heartlongings  that  were  known  to  none  but 
Him.  Ah  I  these  partings  1  They  sound  every  chamber  of 
the  heart  to  its  deepest  depths  and  leave  wounds  that  only 
heaven  can  heal. 

The  other  day  a  traveling  brother  wrote  me  these  simple 
words:  "I  find  myself  at  the  home  of  your  childhood.'' 
That  was  all.  But  the  memories  they  awakened  are  regnant 
still.  The  home  of  my  childhood  I  Blest  hearthstone  around 
which  all  the  loved  ones  gathered  in  those  bright  but  vanished 
years,  how  my  poor  heart  lingers  near  thee  still !  It  was  a 
bright  May  morning  in  the  long  ago  when  I  saw  the  little 
country  cottage  last.  The  orchard  was  in  bloom  and  the 
bees  and  birds  were  singing  as  they  lingered  near  the  old 
oaken  bucket  that  hung  in  the  well.  The  buds  and  flowers 
mingled  their  fragrance  with  the  honey  dew  that  sweetened 
all  the  forest  leaves  and  the  cattle  on  the  hills  made  melody 
with  all  the  sweet,  entrancing  music  of  the  dell.  I  was  the 
last  one  to  see  the  old  home  as  it  was  —  the  fields  and  pastures, 
hills  and  dales ;  the  garden ;  the  open  gate,  where  full  many  a 
time  I  had  welcomed  father  home ;  the  gallery  posts  where  as 
a  little  child  I  tied  my  swing ;  the  half-open  doors  that  looked 


Digitized  by 


Google 


■^-^^a. 


"I   WAfl   THE    LAST   TO   SEE   THE   OLD    HOME    AS    IT   WAS."       (Page  24.) 


B 


(25) 


Digitized  by 


Google 


26  COURAGE  AND  COMFORT. 

lonely  now  because  the  rest  were  gone;  the  stately  trees 
whose  spreading  branches  oft  had  shaded  us  when  summer 
came  —  these  were  the  scenes  that  on  that  bright  May  day  I 
looked  upon  and  that  my  eyes  shall  drink  in  nevermore. 
More  than  twenty  years  ago  I  left  that  childhood  home  to 
follow  the  old  Texas  beef  trails  and  I  want  to  die  with  the 
picture  of  its  fading  glories  in  my  heart  as  it  was  that  mourn- 
ful day. 

All  over  the  world  are  those  who  can  recall  such  scenes  as 
these — scenes  upon  which  their  eyes  shall  rest  no  more. 
They  are  in  exile  from  the  dear  old  home ;  from  father  and 
mother ;  from  all  they  knew  and  loved  in  other  days.  To 
many  who  left  the  old  folks  well  and  happy  on  that  long 
past  parting  day  there  are  no  home  ties  now.  If  they  should 
go  back  again  and  view  the  scenes  that  there  made  glad  the 
heart  they  would  find  no  loved  ones  there  to  listen  for  their 
returning  footsteps.  The  hearts  that  wept  on  that  sad  day 
of  parting  in  the  long  ago  are  resting  now,  and  all  the  wan- 
dering one  could  find  of  those  who  loved  him  then  would  be 
their  memory  and  their  graves. 

And  then  there  are  hearts  that  love  and  hunger  for  each 
other  as  the  rose  leaf  thirsts  and  hungers  for  the  dew,  that 
are  exiled  from  each  other  and  never  can  be  re-united  here. 
Oceans  roll  between  them  and  great  gulfs  are  fixed  across 
which  they  may  see  and  hear,  but  never  pass.  Not  long  ago 
a  young  man  died  in  Texas  who  had  come  from  Erin  to  find 
here  a  home  for  the  woman  he  had  loved  and  won.  He 
wrought  well,  and  was  almost  ready  to  go  back  to  bring  her 
to  his  home  when  he  was  stricken.  No  one  will  ever  know 
how  true  he  was  to  her,  how  patiently  he  labored,  how  val- 
iantly he  fought ;  but  after  all  his  sacrifice  and  loyal  love,  he 
found  but  a  grave,  and  there  is  across  the  sea  a  widowed 
heart  that  knows  nothing  of  this  alien  land  except  that  in  its 
soil  all  her  love  and  hopes  lie  buried. 
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As  I  have  learned  of  incidents  like  this  and  the  one  with 
iirhich  these  Thoughts  began  I  have  feared  that  I  am  not 
brave,  I  cannot  now  see  how  I  could  be  separated  from  her 
to  whom  I  have  given  all  my  heart,  for  so  many  weary  months, 
nor  how  I  could  seek  a  foreign  land  and,  apart  from  her, 
labor  through  long,  lonely,  and  unhappy  years.  In  other 
days  when  slave  traders  would  steal  the  hopeless  Africans 
and  tear  them  from  their  homes  forever,  some  would  not  live 
to  cross  the  sea.  It  was  not  that  they  were  ill.  The  doctors 
found  no  cause  for  death.  But  they  died,  and  died  of  broken 
hearts.  In  Western  Texas  some  years  ago  a  man  was  way- 
laid and  shot.  His  bereaved  wife  did  not  at  once  fall  sick. 
She  kept  up  bravely  many  weeks.  At  last  she  took  her  bed. 
She  had  no  fever.  But  she  grew  weaker  and  yet  weaker 
still  and  at  last  she  died.  I  talked  to  her  physician  about 
her  and  he  told  me  that  she  died  of  a  broken  heart.  It  is 
brave  to  do  and  bear  and  dare,  but  after  all,  there  is  a  limit 
to  the  strength  even  of  a  human  heart.  I  admire  the  courage 
of  those  who  in  exile  fight  bravely  and  live  on  unscathed 
amid  the  hurtlings  of  the  storm,  but  I  fear  that  I  should  go 
down. 

Our  only  hope,  when  human  ties  are  severed,  and  when 
the  things  we  cherish  most  are  far  away,  is  in  our  God.  To 
him  who  loves  the  Lord  and  hopes  for  Heaven  there  is  hope, 
no  matter  if  the  clouds  are  inky  in  their  blackness  and  no 
star  shines  through  their  plutonian  folds.  The  hopeless  exile 
is  the  one  who  is  exiled  from  God.  To  the  Christian  there 
is  hope  that  for  all  we  suffer  here  God  will  recompense  in 
Heaven,  and  that  if  we  have  to  live  apart  from  those  we  love 
on  earth,  it  will  be  but  a  little  while  until  the  hour  of  our  re- 
union will  come  —  a  re-union  that  shall  not  end,  but  shall 
grow  stronger  as  the  ceaseless  ages  roll.  The  hours  —  the 
bitter  hours — of  parting  will  then  be  swallowed  up  in  the 
love  of  each  other  and  of  God,  and  the  sadness  and  lone- 
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heartedness  we  suffered  here  will  seem  but  the  passing 
shadow  of  a  dream,  so  sweet  will  be  the  love  and  joy  of 
eternal  union  in  the  better  land. 

I  wish  I  might  come  close  to  every  exile  of  the  earth  to-day 
and  whisper  to  them  words  of  hope  and  cheer.  Dear  heart, 
do  not  despair.  The  only  one  for  whom  there  is  no  hope  is 
the  one  who  has  exiled  himself  from  God.  And  there  is  hope 
for  him  if  he  will  now  seek  the  Father's  face  and  ask  for  his 
forgiving  love.  To  all  the  other  exiles  I  would  bring  sweet 
promises  from  God.  We  cannot  tell  why  some  are  happy 
here  while  others  weep,  but  we  can  know  that  angels  round 
our  lives  their  loving  vigils  keep.  We  cannot  fathom  all  the 
depths  of  life's  tempestuous  sea,  but  we  can  know  the  lov- 
ing Savior  feels  for  every  wound  that  touches  you  and  me. 
We  cannot  know  why  wc  are  parted  here  from  those  we  love, 
but  we  can  know  that  soon  our  tears  shall  cease  and  we  shall 
meet  above. 
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the  Revelation,  John  gives  this  counsel  to  the 
^ii  angel  of  the  church  at  Sardis :  "  Be  watchful  and 
^  strengthen  the  things  which  remain."  The  Sar- 
dis church  had  at  one  time  been  a  flourishing  con- 
gregation of  God's  people,  but  there  had  been  a  great 
falling  away,  and  the  church  was  almost  ruined.  It 
was  a  very  sad  condition,  and  yet  even  with  such  a  history 
as  that  the  church  was  not  hopeless,  and  John  gives  the  only 
plan  by  which  this  church  could  be  saved.  That  plan  was  by 
strengthening  what  remained.  Evidently  the  way  was  to 
cut  off  the  unfruitful  branches.  There  are  many  latter-day 
churches  dying  just  like  this  Sardis  church.  They  have 
many  members,  but  these  members  spend  more  time  and 
money  on  worldly  amusements  than  on  the  church.  Dead 
weights  will  kill  the  church  if  not  cut  off.  There  are 
many  churches  that  would  be  far  stronger  if  they  would  ex- 
clude half  their  membership.  There  are  a  good  many  peo- 
ple who  have  the  notion  that  the  strength  of  everything  is 
to  be  counted  by  its  numbers.  There  are  many  generals 
who  would  have  preferred  the  army  of  thousands  with  which 
Gideon  essayed  to  go  up  against  the  Midianites,  to  the  three 
hundred  to  whom  at  last  God  gave  the  victory.  Many  times 
since  the  things  that  remained  have  proven  to  be  more  than 
all  the  things  were  before  the  misfortune. 

There  was  perhaps  not  a  man  in  the  Southern  States  at 
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the  close  of  the  War  of  the  Rebellion  that  did  not  feel  that 
to  the  South  all  was  lost,  but  they  were  a  brave  company  of 
noble-hearted  soldiers,  who,  battle-scarred  and  clothed  in  rags, 
came  back  to  their  devastated  homes  after  Lee's  sad  sur- 
render at  Appomatox.  If  they  had  been  less  brave  and  less 
heroic,  and  if  they  had  loved  their  God  and  country  less,  they 
would  have  sat  them  down  and  covered  themselves  with 
sackcloth  and  ashes.  But  they  were  made  of  better  stuff. 
Instead  of  sitting  down  and  repining  on  account  of  what  they 
had  lost,  they  began  to  strengthen  the  things  that  had 
remained,  and  there  is  not  a  man  in  all  the  South  to-day  of 
common  intelligence  who  does  not  know  that  we  are  a  thous- 
andfold better  off  than  we  ever  could  have  been  with  negro 
slavery  at  its  best. 

The  victory  which  Sam  Houston  won  at  San  Jacinto 
stamped  that  as  one  of  the  world's  greatest  battles,  and  yet 
in  truth,  without  the  murder  of  the  heroes  of  the  Alamo 
and  the  massacre  of  Fannin  and  his  men  at  Goliad,  San 
Jacinto  would  have  been  impossible.  It  was  not  until  these 
disasters  had  burned  their  way  into  the  hearts  of  the  brave 
men  of  Texas,  and  they  had  begun  to  strengthen  the  things 
that  remained,  that  the  dawn  of  victory  began  to  gild  the  sky 
of  the  then  weak  and  obscure  republic.  By  strengthening 
the  things  that  had  remained  the  brave  Houston,  under  the 
blessings  of  God,  went  forth  to  victory,  and  won  to  civiliza- 
tion and  to  God  the  greatest  State  of  the  greatest  country  of 
the  world. 

This  is  not  less  true  in  life's  smaller  things.  I  went  to 
school  when  I  was  a  boy  to  a  school  teacher  who  had  a  with- 
ered arm.  His  right  arm  from  his  youth  had  been  palsied 
and  dead,  but  by  the  very  force  of  circumstances  he  had  begun 
to  strengthen  the  arm  that  remained,  and  I  testify  to  it  to  this 
day  that  the  boys  of  that  school  had  reason  to  know  that  a 
peach  tree  limb  in  the  hand  that  remained  was  a  terror  corn- 
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pared  with  the  milder  punishment  they  had  received  from 
other  teachers  with  two  good  arms.  There  is  not  a  reader  of 
these  lines  who  is  not  a  witness  to  some  such  fact  as  this. 

I  was  in  St.  Louis  after  the  great  cyclone  which  visited  that 
goodly  city.  The  storm  had  come  on  Wednesday.  On  Sat- 
urday I  spent  all  the  afternoon  in  the  storm-swept  district.  It 
seemed  like  everything  was  ruined  —  parks,  church  buildings, 
homes,  factories  and  railway  cars  had  gone  down  in  one  mael- 
strom of  death.  I  met  funeral  processions  on  every  hand, 
and  it  was  indeed  a  sickening  sight  to  see  how  little  had  been 
left  in  the  track  of  the  storm.  But  even  then  the  people  had 
begun  to  strengthen  the  things  that  remained,  and  on  my 
next  visit  to  St.  Louis  no  one  who  had  not  known  of  the 
storm  would  have  been  able  to  tell  where  its  devastating  track 
had  been.  There  were  better  buildings  than  there  were  be- 
fore, and  newer.  By  strengthening  the  things  that  had 
remained  it  really  seemed  that  the  city  was  better  off  for  hav- 
ing had  a  storm.  There  are  storm-swept  lives  like  unto  this 
storm-swept  city.  There  come  times  to  some  hearts  as  they 
journey  when  they  are  so  stricken  and  so  sad,  when  they  so 
hunger  for  love  that  does  not  come  and  so  long  for  gentle 
words  that  never  fall  upon  their  ears,  and  so  yearn  for  blessings 
that  are  always  out  of  reach,  and  so  long  to  press  to  parching 
lips  fruits  that  perish  with  the  touch,  that  it  seems  all  is  lost. 
There  are  many  lives  that  at  times  seem  like  great  Saharas. 
Yast  and  hopeless  and  parching  deserts  stretch  out  on  every 
hand.  Indeed,  a  mirage  may  anon  be  seen,  but  to  chase  it 
is  to  famish  with  thirst  and  to  perish  with  hunger,  for  at  last 
it  vanishes  like  the  foot  of  the  rainbow,  where  in  childhood 
we  always  heard  there  was  a  sack  of  gold. 

Into  some  lives  bereavements  come  that  seem  to  uproot  all 
the  foundations  of  the  heart  and  leave  it  a  bruised,  mangled 
and  unshapely  mass.  IS'ot  long  ago  I  talked  to  a  broken- 
hearted inothcT,  who  under   the    most  trying    circumstances 
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ever  known  to  me,  had*  given  back  to  God  her  sweet  baby 
girl.  Already  a  widow  and  bereft  of  that  love  that  made  her 
young  life  joyous  and  bright,  she  had  lavished  her  heart's  last 
and  best  love  on  this  sweet,  angelic  child.  There  was  despair 
in  every  word  she'  said  to  me,  and  it  seemed  that  no  word  or 
prayer  could  bring  comfort  to  her  stricken  heart.  I  told  her 
there  was  but  one  thing  on  earth  for  her  to  do,  and  that  was 
to  begin  to  strengthen  the  things  that  remained.  One  of  the 
things  that  remained  was  herself,  and  no  Christian  has  a  right, 
as  I  see  it,  to  ruin  his  or  her  usefulness  by  lingering  at  the 
grave  of  the  dead.  As  I  told  her,  if  a  great  sorrow  has  come, 
and  if  the  fountains  of  the  heart  are  broken  up,  and  deeper 
notes  of  suffering  have  been  touched  than  were  ever  touched 
before,  it  only  makes  the  stricken  one  more  powerful  to  gently 
and  lovingly  help  other  wounded  hearts.  And  it  comes 
to  this:  That  the  only  genuine  comfort  bereaved  hearts 
ever  get,  that  does  not  come  from  God  himself,  must  come 
from  those  who  have  also  suffered. 

If  there  is  in  the  life  of  any  one  who  reads  these  lines  a  great 
sorrow  or  a  great  longing,  and  if  there  seems  no  hope,  I 
would  bring  to  that  heart  the  helpful  words  that  were  quoted 
at  the  outset  of  these  Thoughts :  "  Strengthen  the  things  that 
remain.''  You  yourself  remain.  Strengthen  your  own  heart 
by  letting  it  rest  on  God,  who  is  the  source  of  all  our  strength. 
Sinners  remain,  the  great  harvest  fields  of  the  world  yet  re- 
main, and  much  of  them  is  virgin  soil.  Many  other  aching 
hearts  remain,  and  if  you  will  go  and  comfort  them,  be  sure 
that  God  will  bring  comfort  to  you.  Go  out  into  the  high- 
ways and  byways  of  life.  Give  your  time  and  talents  and 
money  to  God,  for  His  cause  remains,  and  always  will  remain, 
and  there  never  will  come  a  time  when  it  does  not  need  the 
help  and  sustenance  of  every  consecrated  heart  that  has 
learned  to  love  our  Lord.  Remember  furthermore,  that  God 
reigns  and  rules  in    our  lives,  nnd  if  we  will    strengthen  the 
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things  that  remain,  it  will  come  to  pass  in  His  own  good  time 
that  more  strength  has  come  to  us  with  the  little  we  had  left 
than  ever  could  have  come  to  us  with  the  great  blessings 
that  we  used  to  have  or  for  which  our  hungering  hearts  had 
longed. 

I  knew  a  man  who  a  few  years  ago  was  wealthy.  He  lost 
his  wealth  and  is  now  poorer  than  I  am.  I  talked  tp  him  not 
long  ago,  and  he  told  me  that  he  had  strengthened  the  things 
that  remained.  He  never  will  care  to  be  rich  again,  for  his 
riches  had  choked  out  his  enjoyment  of  religion,  and  his 
heart,  that  aforetime  was  set  on  God,  had  become  fixed  on 
money.  When  God  took  his  money,  he  cast  about  him,  took 
his  bearings,  and  began  to  strengthen  the  things  that  re- 
mained—  the  things  of  God,  that  forever  remain.  He  is  a 
happier  man  to-day  than  he  was  when  he  was  a  rich  man.  If 
you  have  lost  property,  or  if  you  have  lost  loved  ones,  or 
standing,  or  health,  or  any  of  the  blessings  that  have  been 
precious  to  your  heart,  begin  to-day  and  strengthen  the 
things  that  remain,  remembering  that  God  tempers  the  wind 
to  the  shorn  lamb  and  causes  the  dew  of  His  grace  to  fall 
gently  on  the  stricken  hearts  of  His  children.  I  could  give 
some  personal  experiences  here,  but  I  forbear.  Let  us  linger 
ever  near  the  Cross,  doing  as  best  we  can  the  duties  that  lie 
next  to  us,  living  not  in  graveyards,  wrapped  in  funereal  garbs 
of  mourning,  but  living  out  in  the  great  harvest  field  of  God, 
where  there  is  ever  work  to  do,  and  where  men  and  women 
are  dying  every  day  because  we  have  failed  hitherto  to  carry 
to  their  parched  and  thirsty  lips  the  water  of  eternal  life. 
God  help  us  all  to  learn  whence  cometh  our  strength,  and 
may  He  make  what  seems  to  be  our  greatest  weakness,  our 
greatest  sorrow,  or  our  greatest  bereavement,  the  crowning 
glory  and  joy  of  our  lives. 
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A  Letter  to  My  Father. 

DE AK  FATHER :  Last  night  I  dreamed  of  you 
"JTl  and  mother.  In  my  sleep  I  went  back  to  the 
^^•^  time  when  both  of  you  were  in  your  usual  health. 
I  woke  up  crying  as  I  used  to  cry  when  a  little  child, 
and  then  for  hours  I  lay  wide  awake,  traversing 
again  the  joyous  old  paths.  Mother  has  been  gone 
these  years,  but  by  God's  goodness  you  have  been  spared. 
I  remember  well  when  you  were  the  age  that  I  am  now. 
I  can  see  you  now,  as  you  come  riding  home  from  your  visit 
to  some  stricken  home.  I  can  see  your  favorite  horse,  "  Old 
Sam,"  as  with  firm  step  he  bears  you  home.  I  can  see  your 
flowing,  dark-brown  beard,  that  in  those  old  years  had  not  a 
silver  thread.  I  can  see  your  strong,  erect,  manly  bearing, 
and  hear  your  commanding  voice  as  I  heard  it  then.  I  was 
not  too  big  then  to  sit  on  your  knee,  and  many  were  the 
nights  that  you  talked  to  us  about  the  Indians,  the  war,  and 
things  that  stir  the  childish  heart.  I  still  slept  down  at  the 
"  foot,'*  and  many  were  the  nights,  when  you  were  called  to 
see  the  sick,  that  I  crept  in  with  mother. 

The  other  day,  when  that  great  woman,  Frances  Willard, 
lay  dying,  she  pulled  the  ear  of  Anna  Gordon  down  close  to 
her  pallid  lips  and  whispered :  "I've  crept  in  with  mother." 
I  knew  what  she  meant.  Her  dear  mother  had  not  long  been 
dead,  and  as  she  herself  was  nearing  that  better  world,  she 
remembered   her  childish  way  of  creeping  in  with    mother. 
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It  was  thus  she  swept  through  Heaven's  gates  and  nestled 
once  more  m  her  waiting  mother^ s  arms. 

On  those  nights  when  you  would  go,  I  would  creep  up 
beside  my  mother  and  lay  my  head  upon  her  arm.  Poor, 
frail,  little  mother  t  I  was  almost  as  big  as  she  was  then,  but 
she  would  clasp  me  to  her  heart  and  stroke  my  hair  till  I  was 
fast  asleep. 

How  well  do  I  remember,  dear,  dear  father,  when  storms 
would  come.  If  you  were  with  us,  there  was  one  little  boy 
that  never  had  a  fear.  No  matter  how  loud  the  thunder  nor 
how  terrible  the  tempest,  if  father  was  at  home  I  had  no 
more  fear  than  the  disciples  had  when  they  saw  the  winds  and 
waves  obey  the  voice  of  their  Redeemer.  I  believed  that  you 
could  do  anything,  and  there  was  never  a  doubt  about  our 
safety  when  you  were  near.  If  I  could  have  had  ray  way, 
you  would  never  have  grown  old,  and  I  would  this  blessed 
night  creep  in  with  you  and  mother  and  sleep  a  sweeter  sleep 
than  has  touched  my  eyes  these  many  toilsome  years.  From 
my  heart  there  wells  up  the  heartsounding  words  of  another : 

"  Backward,  turn  backward. 

Oh,  Time,  in  your  flight ; 
Make  me  a  child  again. 

Just  for  to-night ; 
Mother,  come  back  from  the  echoless  shore. 
Take  me  to  your  arms  again  as  of  yore." 

I  would  go  to  the  old  haunts  again,  and  roam  the  woods 
with  father.  How  well  do  I  remember  the  day  when  I  con- 
fessed to  you  a  grievous  wrong.  You  remember  the  "  tank  " 
that  old  man  Campbell  dug.  I  remember  it  well,  and  the 
kind  old  Irishman  that  spaded  up  the  ground.  He  had  a 
crippled  foot,  and  never  tired  of  telling  of  his  hair-breadth  ex- 
periences as  a  member  of  the  fateful  "  Mier  Expedition."    As 
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''HE    WOULD    TELL    ME    Ol'    ALL    HIS    tiELM    EXPEKIKNCES.*'     (Page  87.) 
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he  would  ply  his  spade  he  would  tell  me  of  all  his  grim  ex- 
periences. He  sometimes  taxed  my  childish  faith,  as  when  he 
told  me  he  lived  thirteen  days  on  one  biscuit.  I  asked  him  if 
the  biscuit  was  not  very  large,  but  he  rebuked  me.  And  then 
my  hair  would  almost  stand  on  end  as  he  told  me  of  the  time 
they  were  marched  out  to  be  shot.  There  was  one  white 
bean  in  every  eight,  and  every  one  who  drew  a  black 
bean  had  to  die.  His  bean  was  white  I  And  so  he 
lived  to  finally  escape  the  Mexican  bullets,  and  to  almost 
starve  to  death  in  the  trackless  wild.  How  well  do  I  remem- 
ber it  all  I  The  tank  he  dug  filled  up  with  pure,  clear  water 
when  the  winter  came,  and  next  summer  our  well  might  go 
dry,  and  we  might  have  to  use  it  for  drinking  water.  You 
gave  strict  commands  that  brother  and  I  should  never  go  in 
swimming  in  that  tank,  but  it  was  a  standing  temptation  to 
me.  I  never  passed  it  on  a  summer  day  without  wanting  to 
go  swimming  in  it,  and  one  day,  when  all  the  folks  but  I  had 
gone  from  home,  I  could  hold  out  no  longer.  I  swam  in  it 
for  an  hour,  and  fully  satisfied  my  desire.  No  one  knew  of 
it  but  God  and  I,  but  it  lay  heavy  on  my  soul.  For  days  I 
thought  I  would  tell  you  all,  but  it  was  too  hard  to  do.  But 
at  last,  when  we  were  riding  together  in  the  woods,  and  you 
were  talking  to  me  as  a  loving  father  would,  I  made  a  full 
confession.  I  was  sure  that  you  would  punish  me,  but  instead 
I  saw  the  tears  come  into  your  loving  eyes  as  you  turned  your 
head  away  to  hide  them.  It  all  came  back  to  me  the  other  day, 
when  my  own  son  came  like  a  man  and  confessed  a  wrong  to 
me.  I  always  loved  you  with  all  my  heart,  but  your  loving 
kindness  to  a  conscience-stricken  boy  made  a  tie  between  us 
that  had  its  own  peculiar  place  in  the  history  of  a  boyish  life. 
In  those  days  I  never  felt  that  you  would  grow  old.  In  my 
boyish  thoughts  you  were  to  always  be  a  big,  young,  stalwart 
man,  with  no  gray  in  your  hair.  But,  alasl  for  the  corrod- 
ing tooth  of  Time  1     It  has  touched  your  dark  brown  locks  and 
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turned  them  white  as  snow.  And  your  eyes,  that  then  were 
swift  and  keen,  are  blinded  now,  and  never  will  be  strong  again 
until  they  open  on  happier  scenes  than  these.  I  never  told 
you,  but  it  almost  broke  my  heart  when  I  had  to  lead  you 
when  your  eyes  were  so  bad.  I  don't  think  we  ever  can  tell 
to  each  other's  face  the  deep  emotion  and  abiding  love  we 
feel  for  those  we  love  the  best.  Words  fail  me  when  I  try  to 
make  the  ones  I  love  know  of  the  strong  bonds —  bonds  that 
are  stronger  than  all  the  threads  of  life  —  by  which  I  am 
bound  to  them.  But  I  can  write  it  here,  and  you  will  hear  it 
read.  I  do  love  you,  my  dear  old  father,  with  a  stronger  love 
than  I  ever  had  for  you  in  those  happy  childhood  days,  for  I 
realize  now  how  much  I  have  always  been  to  you  as  I  never 
could  have  known  if  I  had  not  known  what  it  was  to  love  my 
children  with  every  drop  of  blood  that  feeds  my  heart. 

Across  the  intervening  years  that  can  come  back  to  us  no 
more  there  comes  the  recollection  of  a  summer  night.  For 
days  I  had  been  praying  that  God  would  show  me  how  to  be 
a  better  boy.  I  was  scarce  eighteen  then,  and  had  strong 
upon  me  all  the  passions  and  ambitions  that  fire  the  heart  of 
a  Texas  cowboy.  How  it  all  comes  back  to  me  now,  au  I 
write  these  words  I  You  were  not  far  away,  and  I  was  kneel- 
ing  in  almost  despairing  prayer.  It  was  there  that  Jesus  met 
me  and  the  burden  was  taken  from  my  heart,  to  return  no 
more.  I  saw  mother  first,  and  then  I  saw  the  great  tears  as 
they  rolled  down  your  happy  face.  I  will  see  you  both  with 
such  shining  faces  as  you  had  that  night  when  we  meet  in 
Heaven.  And  mother  told  me  that  my  face  shone,  too,  and 
I  believe  it  true,  for  there  was  sunshine  in  my  soul  that  could 
not  have  had  its  birth  in  a  wicked  world  like  this.  I  know 
you  had  been  praying  for  me  all  my  life,  and  my  heart  would 
leap  for  joy  now,  as  yours  did  on  that  peaceful  summer  night, 
if  I  could  know  my  boy  had  given  his  heart  to  Christ.  Little 
did  I  know  that  happy  hour  what  lay  before  me  in  the   preg- 
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iiant  years.  For  three  days  all  the  devils  in  hell  could  not 
have  made  me  believe  that  I  would  ever  sin  again.  I  walked 
and  talked  with  Jesus. 

"  Heaven  came  down  my  soul  to  greet, 
And  glory  crowned  the  mercy  seat.'' 

But,  alas  I  for  the  frailties  of  our  lives.  The  battle  still  is 
on.  The  tempter  still  hovers  over  every  step  I  take.  The 
flesh  still  is  weak  and  helpless,  and  will  be  as  long  as  the  hot 
blood  courses  in  my  veins.  But  I  thank  God  for  the  help 
that  He  bestows,  and  in  His  strength  I  shall  journey  to  the 
end. 

Dear  father,  I  send  to  you  this  greeting  from  your  preacher 
boy.  As  you  near  your  three  score  years  and  ten,  and  the 
westering  sun  is  shining  on  your  path,  know  well  that  my 
heart  is  with  you,  as  yours  was  with  me  when  I  was  a  little 
boy.  I  would  go  a  thousand  miles  to  be  at  your  side,  if  you 
should  call  me  there,  and,  although  I  am  in  the  thick  of  the 
battle  of  my  own  poor  life,  I  want  you  to  feel  each  hour  that 
I  have  never  in  my  heart  neglected  you  for  a  single  hour.  I 
pray  that  the  sunset  of  your  noble  life  will  be  as  the  evening 
of  a  bright,  unclouded  day,  and  that  your  few  days  here  will 
be  filled  with  the  knowledge  of  the  love  of  true  and  loyal 
children,  who  do  not  love  you  less  because  they  are  soon  to 
travel  down  the  evening  side  of  life.  May  God  be  with  you 
till  we  meet  again. 
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Com  fort  yor  the  T>iscoxira,^ed. 

the  past  week  I  received  a  letter  from  a  discour- 
^^  aged  pastor.  Through  an  unfortunate  chain  of 
circumstances  things  have  gone  wrong  in  his 
church,  and  he  feels  that  it  is  his  duty  to  resign, 
will  be  a  sore  trial  to  him,  because  he  loves  his  work, 
d  his  heart  yearns  to  continue  it.  In  my  letter  to 
him  I  warned  him  that  a  preacher  with  a  good  Christian  wife 
and  happy  children  and  good  health  should  never  become 
discouraged  at  anything.  This  brother's  trouble  led  me  to 
think  of  the  thousands  of  heart-sick  pilgrims  w4io  are  travel- 
ing their  painful  journey.  These  are  hard  times.  Thou- 
sands of  good  men  are  out  of  work,  and  poverty  knocks  at  the 
door.  It  was  all  they  could  do  last  month  to  pay  the  rent. 
The  amount  was  saved  up  by  littles  until  at  last  the  meager 
sum  was  complete.  They  do  not  know  where  to  turn  next 
month,  and  are  struggling  against  unspeakable  odds  in  their 
eflfbrts  to  win  bread  for  their  wives  and  little  ones. 

Then  there  are  the  discouraged  business  men.  When  I  was 
a  boy  I  thought  all  the  storekeepers  were  rich.  It  never  oc- 
curred to  me  that  they  were  strugglers,  too,  and  that  through 
many  long  and  weary  nights  they  walked  the  floor  in  painful 
and  silent  agony.  Thousands  of  tradesmen  in  this  cyclonic 
election  year  linger  right  on  the  edge  of  the  precipice.  The 
turn  of  a  hair  or  the  quiver  of  a  leaf  would  almost  be  enough 
to  send  them  into  hopeless  bankruptcy.     They  suffer,  if  pos- 
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sible,  even  more  than  the  penniless  laborer  who  at  nightfall 
does  not  know  where  his  next  day's  food  is  to  come  from. 
And  he  has  companions  in  distress  in  every  line  of  business 
during  this  eventful  and  historic  year. 

But  as  I  wrote  this  discouraged  pastor,  no  well  man,  to 
whom  God  has  spared  wife  and  little  ones,  should  ever  have 
the  blues.  Let  the  business  fail  and  let  gaunt  poverty  grin  at 
the  door  for  a  lifetime  if  only  life  and  health  remain.  I  am 
as  sure  as  that  I  live  that  those  who  are  well  do  not  rightly 
appreciate  good  health.  Those  with  keen,  unfailing  eyesight 
cannot  know  the  deprivation  of  sight  and  those  whose  loved 
ones  yet  linger  at  their  side  do  not  know  the  heart-hunger 
that  comes  to  those  whose  loved  ones  sleep  in  silent  graves. 

Not  many  weeks  ago  I  talked  with  a  patient  Christian 
woman  who  in  less  than  a  year  had  become  blind  in  both  her 
eyes.  She  is  young,  intelligent,  and  beautiful,  but  the  comely 
face  will  never  more  be  lighted  up  with  the  once  radiant  and 
lustrous  eyes.  She  does  not  murmur  or  repine,  but  an  inde- 
scribable sadness  has  settled  on  her  face  and  all  the  music 
of  her  voice  is  set  in  a  minor  key.  As  I  talked  with  her  I 
thought  of  the  millions  of  young  women  with  eyes  undimmed, 
and  wondered  how  many  of  them  each  day  thanked  God  for  the 
immeasurable  blessing  of  perfect  sight.  The  blind  girl  said 
to  me  after  speaking  of  her  aflfliction  :  "  It  isn't  as  bad  to  be 
blind  as  I  thought  it  would  be,"  but  there  were  tears  in  her 
voice  as  she  spoke  and  I  knew  that  her  words  were  the  voicings 
of  that  Christian  resignation  which  at  last  can  pray,  "  Thy 
will  be  done." 

As  I  write  my  heart  goes  out  to  the  thousands  who,  during 
these  bright  summer  days,  linger  on  beds  of  pain.  Some  of 
them  will  soon  be  called  to  the  land  beyond  and  others  will 
suffer  much  before  they  are  well  again.  Others  still  will 
live  to  suffer,  and  through  weary  years  to  come  will  be  hope- 
less and  helpless  invalids.     Then  there  are  others  whose  over- 
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taxed  brains  cannot  find  rest  —  men  who  pray  for  sleep  as  the 
starving  man  prays  for  bread,  or  the  weary  traveler  in  Sahara 
prays  for  water  with  which  to  quench  his  consuming  thirst. 
At  first  they  would  sleep  poorly  once  in  a  great  while,  but  the 
trouble  increased,  and  like  an  ever  narrowing  circle,  at  last 
holds  them  in  its  remorseless  grip.  Such  a  sufferer  would 
wonder  if  he  heard  a  healthy  Christian,  who  could  find  sound, 
refreshing  sleep,  complain  at  anything. 

In  some  homes  as  I  write,  there  are  bereaved  and  bleeding 
hearts.  A  loved  face  is  absent  to  return  no  more.  After 
weary  days  of  watching  the  sufferer  went  home  to  God  and 
sleeps  now  his  last  Jong  sleep  out  under  the  old  oak  tree.  It 
may  have  been  a  little  child  that  made  home  happy  with  his 
sweet,  childish  voice,  and  ever  beckoned  his  parents  on  toward 
better  Christian  lives.  But  the  house  is  silent  now  and  the 
playthings  the  baby  loved  have,  by  loving  hands,  been  laid 
aside.  It  was  only  a  little  child,  but  when  God  took  the  baby 
to  Himself  hearts  were  left  behind  that  will  hunger  for  him  till 
they  find  him  in  the  better  land.  It  will  be  ten  years  next 
Monday  since  our  baby  died,  and  they  have  been  eventful 
years  in  the  lives  of  those  who  loved  him,  but  even  now  we 
love  to  see  his  little  pictures  and  linger  by  the  playthings 
that  he  loved. 

You  need  not  wonder,  then,  at  what  I  wrote  to  my  discour- 
aged brother  preacher.  All  his  little  ones  are  about  him.  His 
wife  loves  him  and  believes  in  him.  He  and  all  his  loved  ones 
are  in  perfect  health.  Why  should  a  man  thus  blessed  be  blue, 
even  if  an  earthquake  came?  Where  there  is  health  there  is 
wealth,  and  there  should  be  abiding  contentment  and  never- 
failing  peace. 

To  all  who  suffer  or  who  mourn  I  would  also  bring  words 
of  comfort  and  of  joy.  God  has  not  forgotten  us.  The  very 
things  we  suffer  are  His  reminders  to  us  that  this  world  is  not 
our  home  and  that  we  "  look  for  a  city  which  hath  founda- 
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tions  whose  builder  and  maker  is  God,"  When  our  hearts 
become  too  much  absorbed  with  things  of  earth  He  takes  our 
loved  ones  to  heaven.  And  it  is  well.  I  love  to  dream  about 
our  sweet  baby  as  I  did  one  night  last  week,  but  I  would  not 
bring  him  back  to  such  a  sin-cursed  world  as  this.  Let  us 
remember  that  the  Lord  God  omnipotent  reigneth  and  that 
His  heart  is  ever  open  to  our  pleas  for  help  and  cries  for  mercy . 
In  a  little  while  the  storm  will  be  over,  the  pain  will  cease, 
the  sufferings  will  have  ended,  and  God  will  wipe  away  all 
tears  from  our  eyes.  I  love  to  look  sometimes  across  the 
river  and  behold  the  glories  that  await  our  coming.  Let  us 
live  each  day  as  if  in  full  view  of  our  Savior's  face  as  He  bends 
above  us  and  beckons  us  to  the  mansions  He  has  prepared  for 
all  who  love  His  appearing. 

In  an  old  almanac  published  when  1  was  a  boy  was  a  story 
somewhat  after  this  fashion:  One  of  two  brothers  went 
away  from  home,  and  was  absent  about  two  years.  When 
he  returned  he  was  met  at  the  station  by  his  brother  John. 
After  the  usual  preliminaries  the  returning  brother  asked 
John  the  news.  "  Xothing  much,"  answered  John,  "except 
that  the  old  horse  is  dead,"  "Ah!  And  how  did  the  old  horse 
come  to  die?  "  "  He  got  too  hot  hauling  water  the  night  the 
house  burned  down,"  "What?  Is  the  house  burned  down? 
How  on  earth  did  that  happen?"  "Because,"  answered 
John,  "  they  were  careless  about  fire  the  night  after  mother's 
funeral."  "  What  do  you  mean?  Is  mother  dead?  When 
did  she  die?  "  "When  father  died,"  rei^lied  John,  "  mother 
never  recovered  from  the  shock,  and  soon  followed  him." 

In  this  way,  passing  from  one  piece  of  startlingly  bad  news 
to  another,  John  informed  his  returning  brother  that  the  bot- 
tom had  dropped  out  of  everytliing.  In  this  particular  case, 
perhaps,  it  was  necessary  to  tell  all  the  evil  things  that  had  be- 
fallen the  family ;  but  the  world  is  running  over  with  people — 
good  people  they  are,  too — who  seem  to  delight  in  reciting 
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all  the  unpleasant  and  startling  things  that  can  be  massed 
together. 

When  wife  and  I  were  married  I  soon  discovered  that  she 
had  an  extraordinary  sense  of  smell.  Her  olfactory  nerves 
were  the  most  acutely  sensitive  of  any  I  had  hitherto  known. 
As  a  result  she  could  smell  cigar  smoke  a  block  away,  and 
rancid  butter  or  cheese  stood  no  showing  at  all  at  our  house. 
Sometimes  she  would  mistrust  the  accuracy  of  her  own  smell- 
ing, and  would  bring  butterj  cheese,  milk,  pudding,  cake, 
fruit,  pie,  and  all  manner  of  things  for  me  to  smell.  I  think 
it  took  the  first  five  years  of  our  married  life  for  me  to  con- 
vince her  that  I  was  not  a  particularly  good  smeller,  and  was 
not  desirous  of  joining  her  in  her  smelling  expeditions.  Even 
now,  once  in  a  great  while,  when  she  makes  an  unusual  dis- 
covery in  the  pantry,  she  will  start  with  it  toward  me,  sa3dug, 
"  Justsme  —  "  then  she'll  think  of  herself  and  go  her  way 
in  silence. 

All  this  time  my  good  wife  meant  well.  And  it  was  really 
no  sin  for  her  to  misjudge  the  olfactory  machinery  of  her  hus- 
band. But  it  does  illustrate  the  point  of  the  lesson  I  desire 
to  impress  to-day  concerning  the  evil  among  us  of  peddling 
out  the  unpleasant  things  we  know  among  our  friends  and 
neighbors. 

All  the  daily  newspapers  of  the  land  are  organized  on  this 
wrong  and  destructive  basis.  They  come  into  our  homes^ 
reeking  with  the  filth  they  have  exhumed  from  the  sewers, 
and  scarlet  with  the  details  of  the  most  revolting  crimes. 
Jean  Val  Jean  sought  a  sewer  as  the  means  of  escape  from 
impending  death.  Our  daily  papers  explore  the  sewers 
because  they  love  filth,  and  it  is  next  of  kin  to  a  crime  for 
some  of  them  to  be  brought  into  a  home. 

Then  there  are  well-meaning  people  who  are  always  detail- 
ing their  grievances  and  their  woes.  Little  Miss  Plite,  whom 
Dickens  represents   as  infesting   a   London  court  with    her 
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o  lordy!  "    (Page  46.) 
(45) 
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"documents,"  was  not  a  circumstance  to  these  complaining' 
people  "who  surround  their  lives  with  gloom  and  scatter  it  as 
a  small-pox  victim  would  scatter  infection.  They  remind  me 
of  the  old  lady  who  was  always  grumbling.  Sometimes  she 
would  say:  **  Yes,  I'm  better  to-day,  but  I  always  know  that 
when  I  feel  better  I'm  going  to  feel  worse.     Oh,  Lordy  I  " 

Whom  does  it  concern  that  I  am  not  feeling  well  or  slept 
badly  last  night  or  have  an  ingrowing  toe-nail  or  a  catarrh  in 
my  head?  I  know  a  man  who  imagines  he  is  sick  and  has 
a  mania  for  showing  people  his  tongue.  When  he  gets  up 
in  the  morning  he  shows  his  wife  his  tongue ;  then  he  goes 
down  town  and  shows  the  doctor  his  tongue ;  then  he  puts  in 
the  balance  of  the  day  showing  his  tongue  to  friends  and 
neighbors  who  ask  him  how  he  is  getting  on.  On  other 
days  he  feels  his  pulse  and  has  all  his  friends  who  know  how 
to  feel  his  pulse  do  the  same.  He  imagines  that  the  whole 
world  is  interested  in  the  state  of  his  health. 

It  is  a  fact  to  which  every  physician  will  testify  that  the 
more  we  talk  about  our  ills,  real  or  imaginary,  the  worse  they 
become.  It  is  possible  to  talk  yourself  into  illness  if  you  only 
begin  by  imagining  it  is  so  and  telling  everybody  about  it. 
But  it  is  infinitely  better  not  to  retail  out  our  ills  to  others.  I 
know  a  Christian  young  woman  who  is  always  cheerful,  bright, 
and  apparently  happy.  Wherever  she  goes  she  is  a  harbinger 
of  love  and  good  will.  Once  in  the  presence  of  one  of  her 
close  lady  friends  I  remarked  on  her  vivacity  and  brightness. 
"Yes,"  she  said,  "Jennie  is  apparently  one  of  the  cheeriest 
creatures  I  ever  knew,  but  she  is  a  constant  sufferer."  Then, 
lowering  her  voice  into  a  whisper,  she  said,  "  She  is  dying  with 
cancer."  There  are  thousands  like  this  Christian  girl  who, 
while  in  constant  pain  themselves,  bear  their  sufferings  in  si- 
lence, and  run  the  race  of  life  in  quiet  Christian  patience, 
bringing  good  cheer  and  hope  to  other  shadowed  lives. 

There  are  none  of  us  who  are  free  from  care  and  sorrow. 
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Sometimes,  in  order  to  show  a  sympathizing  heart  to  other 
sufferers,  it  is  not  wrong  to  tell  them  we  have,  like  them,  felt 
the  hand  of  affliction  heavy  in  our  own  lives.  It  will  help 
them  if  we  wisely  and  lovingly  show  for  them  right  Christian 
sympathy.  But  let  it  be  done  in  that  reverent  spirit  that  be- 
comes a  child  of  God.  It  is  said  of  our  Savior  that  He  was 
tempted  in  all  things  as  we  are  and  that  He  is  touched  with  a 
feeling  of  our  infirmities.  But  His  life  was  one  of  sympathy 
and  love  and  healing  for  others  and  when  on  the  cross  it  was 
said  of  Him,  "  He  saved  others.  Himself  He  cannot  save,"  the 
saying  was  true. 

Let  us  keep  our  own  sorrows  and  sufferings  well  to  the  back- 
ground. We  have  no  more  right  to  scatter  gloom  and  discon- 
tent among  our  fellows  than  we  have  to  scatter  pestilence  and 
famine.  The  world  hungers  for  sympathy  and  sunshine.  It 
yearns  for  love  and  kindness.  If  we  know  unpleasant  things 
let  us  keep  them  to  ourselves.  **  Finally,  brethren,  whatso- 
ever things  are  true,  whatsoever  things  are  honest,  whatsoever 
things  are  just,  whatsoever  things  are  pure,  whatsoever  things 
are  lovely,  whatsoever  things  are  of  good  report ;  if  there  be 
any  virtue,  and  if  there  be  any  praise;  think  on  these 
things." 
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Li-OeJ^or  Jesus  Et^ery  Vay. 

tllE  other  night  in  traveling  from  Louisville  to  Mem- 
phis I  made  the  acquaintance  of  a  remarkable  man 
in  the  person  of  the  sleeping  car  conductor.     For 
the  first  time  in  life  I  found  a  conductor  who  was 
also  a  preacher. 

lie  explained  that  before  his  conversion  he  had  been 
a  conductor,  and  was  again  in  hi«  old  work  in  order  to  earn 
money  enough  to  enable  him  t9  take  a  course  in  theology  and 
Bible  work.  He  was  cheerful,  courtly,  and  happy,  and  the  hour 
spent  with  him  in  talking  of  the  Master's  work  will  not  soon 
be  forgotten.  It  is  his  purpose,  when  he  has  taken  his  course 
of  study,  to  return  to  Cincinnati,  his  present  home,  and  devote 
himself  to  rescue  work  in  the  slums  of  that  wicked  city.  He 
will  rent  a  hall  in  the  slum  part  of  the  town  and  will  give  his 
life  to  the  blessed  work  of  preaching  the  gospel  to  the  lost. 
After  thus  outlining  his  plans  he  bade  me  good  night,  explain- 
ing that  the  porter  in  the  next  car  was  interested  about  his  soul 
and  that  he  was  going  to  meet  him  in  the  drawing-room  for  a 
season  of  prayer. 

It  is  not  so  much,  however,  to  tell  of  the  preacher-con- 
ductor that  these  words  are  written,  as  it  is  to  enforce  a  lesson 
that  I  learned  anew  from  him.  His  life,  if  the  glimpse  of  it 
which  I  saw  is  a  correct  index  to  it,  is  a  daily  exemplification 
of  that  sweet  chorus  which  we  all  have  heard  so  much  and 
practiced  so  little,  and  which  runs  as  follows:  — 
(48) 
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i 

'*  Follow  1  Follow  1  I  would  follow  Jesus, 
Anywhere,  everywhere  I  would  follow  on ; 

Follow  1  Follow  1  I  would  follow  Jesus, 
Everywhere  He  leads  me  I  would  follow  on. 


>? 


It  seems  to  me  that  most  Christians  are  slow  to  make  their 
profession  known,  especially  if  they  chance  to  be  traveling  or 
among  strangers.  We  do  not  follow  anywhere  and  every- 
where, but  only  in  our  own  community  when  in  attendance  on 
the  services  of  our  own  church. 

I  do  not  hesitate  to  say  that  if  every  Christian  would  do  as 
this  preacher-conductor  did  —  testify  for  Jesus  at  all  times 
and  under  all  conditions,  the  power  of  such  testimony  and  ex- 
ample would  lead  multitudes  of  wanderers  to  God.  And  it  is 
just  here  that  even  the  best  of  Christians  fail.  Some  preachers 
I  have  known  could  travel  across  a  continent  and  never  so 
much  as  speak  the  name,  of  Jesus  to  a  lost  soul.  I  have 
no  reference  here  to  that  affected  piety  which  exhausts  itself 
in  long-facedness  and  doleful  groans.  Nor  would  I  urge 
any  Christian  to  rush  pell-mell  upon  a  sinner  and  frighten 
him  away  from  Christ  by  hasty  or  ill-advised  methods. 
What  I  do  mean  is  that  to  the  thoughtful  and  observant 
worker  for  the  Master  there  are  avenues  opening  hourly 
for  a  word  in  season,  an  exhortation,  or  a  word  of  warning 
to  the  lost.  What  is  urged  her*»  is  diligence  in  service 
under  any  and  all  circumstances.  If  in  conversation  with 
a  stranger  it  will  not  be  long  until  some  chance  word  will 
disclose  to  you  whether  or  not  he  is  a  Christian.  It  is 
then,  if  you  feel  there  is  a  chance  to  help  him,  that  your 
words  are  as  apples  of  gold  in  pictures  of  silver. 

I  have  never  had  an  atom  of  sympathy  with  the  clerical 
cut  coat,  the  surplice,  or  any  of  the  conspicuous  toggery 
that  some  preachers  love  to  wear.  I  do  not  believe  that  a 
preacher  or  any  other  Christian  is  to  be  known  by  the  cut 
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of  his  clothes.  The  Master  went  about  doing  good  dressed 
for  all  the  world  as  were  the  poor  fishermen  who  labored 
with  him,  and  none  of  these  ever  sought  to  make  an  im- 
pression by  any  peculiarity  in  dress  or  speech.  While  all 
of  this  is  true,  the  Christian  may  be  known,  even  among 
strangers,  by  his  thoughtful  demeanor  and  his  devotion  to 
his  Savior.  Many  times  a  leaflet  or  a  tract  given  to  a 
sinner  and  enforced  by  a  kind  word,  may  save  a  soul  from 
death.  Day  by  day  our  lives  touch  other  lives  that  are 
plastic  and  easily  influenced  for  good,  but  either  through 
a  false  sense  of  propriety  or  a  lack  of  consecration  to  God 
the  opportunity  passes  forever,  and  through  our  neglect  a 
soul  goes  down  to   hell. 

This  sweet,  calm  day,  when  all  nature  seems  to  wait  like 
lute-strings  to  yield  sweet  music  at  the  Master's  touch,  I 
would  come  to  your  heart,  redeemed  by  Jesus'  blood,  and 
make  a  plea  for  consistent  Christian  living  and  earnest 
Christian  service  every  day  and  everywhere.  Life's  days  of 
sunshine  will  soon  have  gone.  The  growing  graveyards  warn 
us  of  that  day  of  silence  when  with  muffled  feet  and  bleeding 
hearts  our  loved  ones  stand  around  our  open  grave.  The  lips 
which  were  often  silent  when  they  should  have  spoken  for 
Jesus,  are  indeed  silent  now,  and  shall  speak  to  sinners  never•^ 
more.  The  hands  that  have  been  folded  oft  when  most 
needed  in  earth's  ripening  harvest  field,  are  folded  now  for- 
ever, and  are  fit  food  for  devouring  worms.  Can  you,  dear 
reader,  see  that  picture  that  is  soon  to  greet  the  eyes  of  those 
you  love,  and  still  be  listless  in  this  war  on  Satan  and  on  sin? 

God  help  each  one  of  us  to  live  and  work  and  serve  in  view 
of  that  fast  coming  day. 

One  evening  not  long  since,  by  special  invitation,  I  lectured 
to  one  of  our  young  people's  societies  for  religious  work  on 
"The  Christian  Walk,"  basing  my  remarks  on  the  cove- 
nant  adopted   by    the    church    of  which    the    young   peo- 
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l)le  were  members.  In  studying  the  covenant  I  found  that 
the  word  "  walk  "  occurred  in  it  three  times,  in  the  following 
order:  (1)  To  walk  together;  (2)  to  walk  circumspectly; 
and  (3)  to  walk  in  newness  of  life.  It  is  noteworthy  that  the 
first  covenant  into  which  the  young  Christian  entered  into  in 
this  church  was  to  "  walk.''  Walking  signifies  activity.  The 
law  of  motion  is  the  law  of  life.  The  man  who  ceases  to  walk 
soon  has  no  legs  on  which  to  walk.  Unused  muscles  die.  I 
never  shall  forget  a  child  I  once  saw  who  was  more  than  a 
dozen  years  of  age,  and  yet  who  had  never  walked.  At  a 
glance  any  one  could  see  that  that  child  would  never  be  able 
to  walk,  because  the  lower  limbs,  so  long  unused  to  exercise, 
had  perished. 

It  seems  to  me  that  there  are  a  great  many  Christians  who 
join  the  church  under  the  mistaken  idea  that  they  are  to  ride 
in  palace  cars,  and  be  rocked  in  a  cradle  by  the  hands  of  the 
pastor  and  other  staid  members  of  the  church.  How  often 
do  we  hear  the  querulous,  after  they  have  been  to  the  house 
of  God,  complain  that  "  nobody  noticed  them,"  as  if  the 
chief  end  in  attending  church  was  to  be  noticed.  Really,  it 
matters  very  little  whether  I  am  noticed  at  church  or  not  if 
I  do  a  good  deal  of  noticing  myself,  pay  the  right  attention 
to  all  parts  of  the  w^orship,  and  enter  heartily  into  the  spirit 
of  the  sermon. 

I  am  sure  there  are  a  great  many  Christians  who,  after  they 
join  the  church,  never  learn  to  walk.  They  have  to  be  car- 
ried, or  as  the  old-style  folks  say,  they  must  be  "  toted  "  all 
their  lives.  Take  the  average  church,  and  it  will  be  found 
that  a  small  percentage  of  the  membership  do  all  the  pulling 
and  carrying  and  perform  all  the  practical  Christian  work 
that  is  done  by  the  congregation.  Many  are  deadheads  and 
rarely  pay  a  cent  towards  the  pastor's  salary;  they  give 
nothing  to  missions,  are  absent  from  the  prayer-meeting,  are 
all-around  drones,  and  a  hindrance  instead  of  a  help  to  the 
cause  they  have  covenanted  to  love  and  serve. 
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I  observed  also  in  studying  this  church  covenant  that  those 
entering  into  it  pledge  themselves  to  "  walk  together."  I 
think  that  this  special  point  is  too  little  emphasized  among 
Christians.  Even  those  who  are  willing  to  walk  and  who  do 
walk,  are  frequently  found  walking  apart,  and  expending 
the  energy  that  should  be  devoted  to  advancing  the  cause  in 
fighting  one  another.  When  I  was  a  boy  I  used  to  drive  a 
yoke  of  oxen.  One  of  these  was  a  good  ox,  performing  his 
duty  well,  while  the  other,  though  large  and  strong,  devoted 
himself  constantly,  not  to  pulling  with  his  fellow,  but  in  pull- 
ing off  from  him.  He  did  most  of  his  pulling  at  almost  an 
angle  of  forty-five  degrees,  leaning  from  the  other  ox,  and 
treading  on  the  other  ox's  feet.  Instead  of  pulling  with  his 
fellow,  he  was  spending  fully  as  much  energy,  but  using  it 
in  pulling  away  from  him,  thus  impeding  the  good  ox's 
progress  and  himself  doing  nothing  to  move  the  load. 

I  know  of  some  Christians  who  keep  busy  in  just  that  way. 
They  are  workers,  to  be  true,  but  their  chief  work  consists 
in  offish ness,  and  an  effort  to  retard  the  work  that  is  being 
done  by  their  brethren,  and  in  inciting  strife  and  division 
where  there  should  be  concord  and  peace.  It  is  of  the  high- 
est possible  importance  that  God's  people  should  walk  to- 
gether, that  whatever  energy  they  have  should  be  expended 
in  carrying  forward  the  enterprises  of  the  church  and  not 
hindering  the  progress  of  those  who  humbly  and  faithfully 
perform  their  duty  to  God. 

The  power  of  this  unity  finds  its  verification,  not  only  in 
church  work,  but  in  the  affairs  of  state.  Macaulay,  in  his 
"Lays  of  Ancient  Rome,"  in  describing  the  imperial  power 
and  strength  of  Rome  when  in  its  glory,  says :  — 

"  Then  none  was  for  a  party ; 

Then  all  were  for  the  state ; 
Then  the  great  man  helped  the  poor. 

And  the  poor  man  loved  the  great ; 


Digitized  by 


Google 


LIVE  FOR  JESUS  EVERY  DAY.  5S 

Then  lands  were  fairly  portioned ; 
!  Then  spoils  were  fairly  sold ; 

The  Romans  were  like  brothers 
In  the  brave  days  of  old." 

I  wish  that  it  might  come  true  that  all  Christians  might 
work  together  for  the  advancement  of  Christ's  kingdom  in  the 
earth.  Certainly  there  is  enough  work  to  do.  The  fields 
are  white  to  harvest  and  groan  for  the  presence  of  faithful 
and  God-loving  laborers  to  come  in  and  glean.  The  stirrer- 
up  of  strife  in  a  church  is  a  worse  enemy  to  it  than  any  other 
of  its  members.  The  immoral  member  may  be  reclaimed ;  the 
drunkard  may  repent  and  come  back  again  to  God,  but  a 
strife-breeder  not  only  abases  himself  in  the  eyes  of  both  God 
and  men,  but  he  makes  it  impossible  for  peace  to  reign  again, 
no  matter  how  much  he  may  repent,  or  how  deep  is  his  con- 
trition for  his  sin. 

Another  point  I  observed  in  this  covenant  was  that  those 
who  belong  to  this  church  pledged  themselves  to  "  walk  cir- 
cumspectly in  the  world."  I  think  that  at  this  point  thous- 
ands of  Christians  break  down.  They  are  willing  to  walk; 
they  are  willing  to  walk  together,  but  they  are  not  willing  to 
walk  circumspectly  in  the  world ;  hence  we  hear  of  euchre  par- 
ties, dancing  parties,  theater-going,  and  many  other  kinds  of 
revelry  in  which  professed  Christians  constantly  engage.  I 
believe  sincerely  that  more  infidels  are  made  by  Christians 
who  fail  in  this  respect  than  by  all  the  Ingersolls  and  Voltaires 
that  ever  lived.  A  church  member  who  has  pledged  himself 
in  the  sight  of  God  and  men  to  live  circumspectly,  and  yet 
who  walks  in  all  the  fashions  and  follies  of  the  world,  leads 
more  souls  astray  than  the  blatant  atheist,  who  shoots  his 
poisoned  arrows  at  Christ's  cause  only,  and  from  outside  the 
ranks.  A  member  of  the  church  of  Christ  has  no  more  busi- 
ness playing  cards,  or  attending  a  theater,  or  a  dance,  either 
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as  a  spectator  or  a  participant,  than  he  has  committing  a 
burglary  or  robbing  a  train.  True,  card-playing  and  theater- 
going and  dancing  are  not  as  bad  as  burglary  and  train 
robbing,  yet  in  their  ultimate  analysis  they  are  more  apt  to 
lead  souls  astray  than  the  more  outbreaking  forms  of  vice. 
What  I  mean  is  that  the  apparently  less  hurtful  forms  of  vice 
will  lead  more  people  astray  than  the  open  crime,  for  the  rea- 
son that  the  former  will  be  imitated,  while  the  latter  is  abhor- 
rent in  its  nature. 

Our  Savior  said :  "  If  the  light  that  is  in  thee  be  darkness, 
how  great  is  that  darkness !  "  The  Christian  is  set  to  be  a 
light  in  the  world,  and  if,  instead  of  being  a  light  and  walk- 
ing circumspectly  before  men,  he  follows  after  evil,  certainly 
it  were  better  for  that  man  if  he  had  never  been  born. 

I  have  only  space  left  to  say  that  however  well,  or  however 
poorly  we  are  walking,  one  thing  is  sure,  and  that  is  that  every 
step  we  take  brings  us  nearer  to  the  end  of  the  journey,  and 
when  I  think  of  the  journey's  end,  and  of  the  hour  that  shall 
speedily  come  when  I  no  longer  have  a  voice  to  speak  or  a 
hand  to  write  in  the  Master's  service,  my  heart  yearns  to  be  a 
better  man,  and  more  worthy  to  bear  the  name  of  a  disciple  of 
our  Lord.  Every  Christian  may  be  sure  that  on  his  conduct 
the  eternal  destiny  of  some  soul  impinges.  However  poor  or 
humbls  he  may  be,  he  cannot  escape  the  logic  of  this  fact. 
It  may  be  a  little  child  who  is  watching  him  day  by  day,  and 
fashioning  its  own  little  life  by  his.  Some  one  is  walking  in 
his  steps,  and  will  be  moulded  for  weal  or  woe  by  his  example. 
I  so  much  pray  that  there  may  be  a  revival  of  circumspect  liv- 
ing and  Christian  unity  among  our  people.  I  know  we  are  all 
prone  to  go  astray,  and  prone  to  divide  and  subdivide  into  fac- 
tions, but  in  view  of  that  coming  time  when  all  of  us  shall  sleep 
in  our  graves,  how  small  seem  the  petty  things  that  so  disturb 
us  now  I  God  help  us  to  keep  our  covenant  with  Him  and  with 
each  other,  and  to  live  daily  in  view  of  our  time  of  silence. 
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A  Letter  to  My  Only  "Brother. 

DEAR  BROTHER:  When  my  fortieth  birthday 
came  the  other  day,  my  heart  turned  to  the  days 
of  our  childhood.  To  be  forty  years  old  is  a  so- 
bering thing.  A  man  at  forty  should  be  at  the 
flood-tide  of  his  power  and  success  in  life.  All  his 
faculties  should  be  strong,  all  his  purposes  matured. 
A  man's  fortieth  birthday  should  be  the  mountain  peak  of 
his  life,  from  which  he  looks  back  over  his  past,  and  from 
which  he  looks  forward  with  life's  meridian  sun  shining  full 
upon  his  face.  At  forty  all  the  successes  of  his  life  should 
be  in  their  fullest  bloom,  and  his  grip  upon  the  things  of 
time  and  of  eternity  should  be  strong,  unyielding. 

It  is  no  wonder  that  on  my  fortieth  birthday  I  thought 
much  of  you.  You  are  the  only  brother  I  ever  had,  and  while 
you  are  four  years  my  senior,  it  did  not  seem  that  you  were 
so  much  older  than  I,  even  when  we  were  little  boys ;  and 
now  since  we  are  men  we  are  so  close  together  and  so  much 
alike  in  many  ways,  that  we  seem  to  have  been  twins.  In 
thinking  of  you  when  my  birthday  came,  I  thought  of  the 
happy  and  return  less  hours  we  spent  together  in  the  old  cot- 
tage home.  I  lived  over  again  the  happy  and  unclouded  days 
of  our  youth,  and  again  I  walked  beside  you  down  the  fur- 
rows in  the  field  and  rode  by  your  side  in  forest,  field,  and 
glen,  as    we   busied  ourselves  about  our  daily   tasks.     You 

know  that  when  we  were  little  boys  we  had  great  aspirations. 
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I  do  not  think  that  either  of  us  had  a  smaller  aspiration  than 
to  be  President  of  the  United  States.  Since  you  were  four 
years  older  than  I,  it  was  by  mutual  consent  agreed  that  you 
should  be  President  first,  but  the  fact  that  you  would  occupy 
that  exalted  position  did  not  in  any  wise  cast  a  shadow  upon 
my  own  ambition  to  enjoy  such  distinction  too.  You  know 
how  we  built  our  air  castles.  You  remember  what  visions 
and  dreams  came  to  our  childish  hearts,  and  were  expressed 
out  of  youthful  innocence  and  inexperience. 

I  do  not  think  that  I  was  a  good  little  boy,  even  to  you, 
my  only  brother.  I  remember  how  considerate  you  were  of 
me,  because  you  were  so  much  my  senior,  and  I  remember 
that  among  all  the  boys  I  ever  knew  you  were  the  best  boy. 
You  never  swore  an  oath,  you  never  disobeyed  our  parents  and 
never  told  a  lie.  I  know  that  you  could  not  say  all  these  things 
about  your  brother,  but  I  can  say  them  truly  about  mine.  I  was 
a  fighter  as  a  little  boy,  and  there  are  those  even  now  who  are 
wicked  enough  to  think  that  I  am  a  fighter  still.  I  remember 
that  day  when  we  were  out  in  the  field  and  I  had  been  nag- 
ging at  you  for  an  hour  or  more,  and  was  fairly  spoiling  for 
a  fight.  You  would  not  fight  me,  but  you  held  my  hands  in 
the  hope  that  after  a  time  I  would  get  in  a  good  humor  and 
go  about  my  work  again.  No  good  humor  came.  It  was 
my  ugly  day,  and  I  am  sure  that  if  I  had  been  the  big  brother 
and  you  had  been  the  pesky  little  brother,  the  little  brother 
would  have  received  a  thrashing  that  day  around  which  his 
memory  would  have  clustered  throughout  all  his  after  years. 
Some  such  a  feeling  must  ultimately  have  come  over  you, 
for  at  last  you  turned  and  struck  me.  It  wasn't  a  hard  blow, 
but  when  I  saw  that  you  meant  to  fight,  and  knew  what  the 
result  would  be,  my  plan  changed,  and  when  you  hit  me  I  fell 
down  as  if  I  had  been  killed.  There  I  lay  prone  on  my  face 
with  my  arms  stretched  out,  and  without  appearing  to  breathe. 
Never  shall  I  forget  how  you  came  and  bent  over  me  and  shook 
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me  and  called  my  name^  in  the  hope  that  you  would  bring  me  to^ 
I  lay  as  still  as  if  I  had  been  dead,  but  at  last^  with  a  heart 
bursting  with  agony,  you  fell  down  on  your  face,  and  wailed 
out,  "  Oh,  I  have  killed  my  little  brother  I  "  I  think  that  was 
the  meanest  trick  I  ever  played  you,  although  I  did  not  see 
then  how  mean  it  was.  I  raised  up  with  a  laugh  and  our 
fuss  was  over,  but  many  a  time  throughout  all  the  years  I 
have  remembered  the  broken  heart  that  was  voiced  in  your 
wail  of  agony  on  that  day  of  long  ago.  It  brings  tears  to  my 
eyes  now  as  I  think  about  it.  I  think  I  had  no  purpose  then 
other  than  to  have  a  laugh  as  the  culmination  of  our  fight. 

You  know  in  those  good  old  days  we  were  not  only  to- 
gether by  day,  but  we  slept  together  at  night,  and  were 
as  inseparable  as  if  we  had  been  bound  together  like  the 
Siamese  twins.  We  went  to  school  together,  we  hunted  to- 
gether, we  plowed  together,  we  herded  the  cows  together,  and 
we  were  absolutely  inseparable.  Neither  one  of  us  ever  had  a 
secret  from  the  other.  "We  talked  as  freely  to  each  other  of 
our  temptations  and  troubles  as  the  first  pair  in  Eden  talked 
to  each  other  before  a  thought  of  evil  had  ever  come  into  the 
world.  One  of  the  painful  things  about  our  getting  grown 
was  that  these  days  of  heart-to-heart  talk  were  forever  ended. 
Mature  years  bring  a  reticence,  even  between  brothers,  and 
both  of  us  know  that  this  reticence  to  us  has  come.  It  is  not 
that  we  love  each  other  less,  but  there  is  somehow,  on  the 
approach  of  manhood,  a  living  to  one's  self  that  all  of  us  feel. 
Many  times  I  have  wished  that  it  were  not  so,  and  that  I  could 
come  to  you  as  I  did  when  we  roamed  the  fields  together,  and 
tell  you  of  every  pain  I  felt,  of  every  temptation  that  assailed 
me,  and  every  bruise  that  cruel  hands  had  inflicted  on  my 
heart.  And  then  I  have  wished  that  when  night-time  came, 
we  could  snuggle  up  together  in  the  old  bed  in  the  little  room, 
and,  locked  in  each  others'  arms,  find  innocent  and  sweet  re- 
pose.    I  think  it  would  make  us  better  men  if  this  could  bo 
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true,  but  we  are  busy  in  the  duties  and  responsibilities  of  life 
that  press  top  sorely  and  too  hard  upon  us  for  a  resurgence 
of  that  childish  love  and  fellowship  that  has  gone  to  come 
back  no  more. 

You  remember  how  happy  we  were  as  little  boys.  We  did 
not  realize  it  then,  but  those  were  the  happiest  years  we  ever 
were  to  spend.  We  thought  our  work  was  hard,  and  often- 
times it  was,  because  we  confronted  painful  needs  that  must 
be  met.  But  with  all  that,  our  childhood  days  were  bright 
and  joyous,  and  the  hours  we  spent  in  the  old  house  at  home, 
where  the  family  was  one  and  undivided,  and  across  whose 
threshold  the  Death  Angel  had  not  yet  come,  were  days  of 
happiness  unspeakable  and  love  unalloyed,  that  shall  never 
again  come  into  our  lives.  The  other  day,  when  conscious 
that  the  gray  hairs  were  fast  whitening  my  temples,  and  that 
I  was  approaching  the  youth-time  of  old  age,  my  heart 
went  back  to  the  woodlands  and  the  hills,  where  as  little  boys 
we  lived  and  wrought  together.  Once  again  we  carved  our 
sweethearts'  names  on  the  yielding  bark  of  the  forest  trees. 
Once  again  we  made  our  flutter  mills  and  watched  them  as 
the  lazy  summer  days  went  by.  Through  it  all  I  inhaled  the 
gracious  fragrance  of  the  prairies  all  in  bloom,  and  listened 
with  the  old-time  gladness  to  the  sound  and  melody  of  hill  and 
dale.  It  seems  to  me  that  I  have  not  been  among  such  scenes 
in  a  hundred  years.  I  have  become  accustomed  to  the  harsh, 
discordant  sounds  of  the  town,  with  all  its  horrid  strife  and 
noise,  but  the  other  day  I  longed,  as  I  have  often  longed 
through  the  passing  years,  to  be  back  among  the  verdant 
hills  and  to  hear  again  the  sound  of  rippling  streams  and 
lowing  kine. 

My  dear  brother,  we  are  in  the  heat  and  stress  of  life's 
meridian  tide.  We  shall  see  the  old  home  no  more.  Even 
if  the  old  house,  which  has  long  since  been  torn  down,  stood 
where  it  did  when  we  lived  and   loved   together,  and   even  if 
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those  who  are  left  should  go  back  into  its  hallowed- walls,  it 
would  not  now  be  our  childhood  home,  for  our  dear  mother, 
whose  unselfish  life  and  winsome  love  made  that  home  what 
it  was,  is  sleeping  among  the  graveyard  trees,  and  her  we 
shall  not  see  again  until  we  clasp  her  to  our  hearts  in  the 
better  land.  I  remember  that,  among  all  our  childish  aspira- 
tions, we  longed  and  planned  that  we  should  grow  up  to  be 
good  men.  That  hope  and  inspiration  was  inwrought  in  our 
childhood  life,  and  all  that  our  sweet  mother  did  for  us  in  those 
glad  days  had  for  its  highest  object  the  salvation  of  our  souls 
and  the  consequent  ennobling  of  our  lives.  We  have  now 
come  to  a  time  in  life  when  all  of  our  follies  and  foibles  should 
be  laid  down.  We  should  be  at  our  very  best,  not  only  in 
the  intellectual  and  commercial  world,  but  we  should  be 
strongest  and  most  consecrated  in  our  Christian  lives.  As 
little  boys,  you  know  we  used  to  preach  together  out  in 
the  field.  I  never  shall  forget  that  Monday  morning  in  the 
long  ago,  when  we  had  stopped  our  plows  for  a  few 
minutes  to  rest,  that  I  stood  on  an  old  stump  in  the  fence 
corner  and  preached.  I  think  I  did  fairly  well,  because  the 
sermon  that  I  preached  I  had  heard  the  preacher  preach 
the  day  before.  You  remember  how  surprised  we  were  when 
you,  on  looking  up,  saw  our  good  friend,  the  preacher,  on 
his  horse  outside  the  field,  listening  to  every  word  I  said. 
That  preaching,  of  course,  was  all  in  fun,  and  yet  there  was 
a  seriousness  about  it  that  lingers  with  me  even  now. 

I  hope  and  pray,  if  we  are  spared,  that  we  may  measure  up 
to  the  full  stature  of  men  in  Christ  Jesus.  All  the  things  we 
knew  and  loved  in  youth  are  passing  swiftly  by.  Many  of  our 
playmates  have  gone  to  their  long  homes,  and  nearly  all  the  old 
men  we  knew  in  those  days  have  passed  out  into  the  other 
world.  The  things  we  loved  are  ashes  now,  and  soon  all 
things  earthly  will  be  like  unto  them.  In  view  of  this,  dear 
brother,  let  us  gird  our  loins  as  we  have  never  done  before, 
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and  strive  with  stronger  purpose  than  we  have  ever  known  in 
the  past  to  give  what  of  time  and  life  and  talents  that  are  and 
shall  yet  be  ours,  to  our  gracious  God,  who  gave  us  such  a 
blessed  childhood  and  such  a  hopeful  youth,  and  who  has 
showered  so  many  blessings  upon  us  in  our  maturer  years.  If 
I  know  my  heart,  this  is  my  highest  hope  and  aim,  and  I 
believe  it  is  also  yours.  God  bless  you  and  make  you  all  in 
His  service  that  you  ought  to  be.  I  do  not  know  which  one 
of  us  shall  first  be  called  to  go.  Somehow  I  hope  it  will  be 
me,  for  it  seems  that  the  world  would  be  very  sad  and  lonely 
without  my  only  brother.  Be  that  as  it  may,  let  us  press 
forward  with  an  eye  single  to  the  glory  of  our  God  and  the 
good  of  His  cause,  and  when  the  ending  comes,  may  we  be  able 
to  look  back  upon  these  years  of  our  buoyant  manhood  with 
unclouded  eyes,  and  look  forward  to  a  blessed  and  hallowed 
eternity  with  God. 
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'Reading  the  Handfufritin^  of  Cod. 

f^T  is  not  always  that  we  can  interpret  the  provi- 
^  dences  of  God.  When  we  know  so  little  of 
the  language  of  men  it  is  not  strange  that  we 
a  are  unable  to  understand  Providence.  T  am  sure 
that  Paul  wondered  all  his  life  about  that  thorn  in  the 
llesh.  It  was  in  his  way  a  countless  number  of  times, 
and  he  often  prayed  God  to  take  it  away.  Other  men  seemed 
never  to  feel  pain,  and  he  woudered  why  he  could  not 
have  been  like  these.  Since  Paul's  day  many  a  preacher  has 
wondered  as  he  wondered.  But  God's  ways  are  above  our 
ways;  we  may  pillow  our  w^eary  heads  ou  the  thought  that 
whatever  He  does  is  best.  Paul's  thorn  in  the  flesh  w^as  a 
great  affliction,  but  it  has  comforted  thousands  in  every  age 
since.  I'm  glad  Paul  didn't  tell  what  it  was.  Xo  one  has 
ever  known,  and  every  Christian  tossed  about  with  suffering 
and  sin  can  find  comfort  in  the  apostle's  affliction. 

I  suppose  that  every  Christian  has  trials  peculiar  to  him- 
self, and  it  is  no  wonder  if  each  one  thinks  his  the  worst  of 
all.  Here  is  one  who  is  a  victim  of  nervous  prostration,  and 
indeed  this  is  the  sum  of  all  human  ills.  He  has  one  malady 
and  imagines  he  has  all  the  n^st.  His  tired  and  overwrought 
nerves  refuse  to  relax,  and  through  many  nights  together  he 
has  no  refreshing  sleep.  Hour  by  hour  he  lies  awake  and, 
while  suffering  in  his  painless  agony  a  thousand  deaths  he  is 
afraid  to  die.  When  he  was  well  he  talked  of  death  like  he 
(62) 
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talked  of  going  on  a  journey.  Now,  with  his  diseased  nerves 
pricking  him  like  needles,  he  is  afraid  to  talk  of  death  and 
sees  in  every  funeral  procession  a  swift  suggestion  that  he 
too  will  soon  be  laid  to  rest.  And  then  he  wonders  why  it  is 
that  he  cannot  have  nerves  of  iron  like  other  men,  so  that  he 
could  work  mightily  in  the  Master's  vineyard. 

Then  there  is  a  sad  and  lonely  home,  because  a  loved  one 
has  been  called  to  God.  It  does  not  seem  as  though  the 
home  would  ever  be  the  same  again.  We  look  again  and 
again  for  the  absent  face  and  listen  to  catch  the  echo  of  the 
voice  that  is  hushed  and  still.  Tear-stained  faces  look  up  to 
God  and  trembling  lips  ask  the  question:  "  Why  was  our 
darling  taken?''  In  homes  hard  by  there  is  the  prattle  of 
childish  voices  still  and  all,  around  there  are  circles  that  re- 
main unbroken.  It  is  not  sin  to  wonder  why  these  were  left 
while  ours  were  taken,  but  it  will  be  a  sin  if  we  complain.  If 
we  listen  closely  we  can  hear  our  Savior's  voice  as  He  utters 
these  loving  words :  "  What  I  do  thou  knowest  not  now,  but 
thou  shalt  know  hereafter." 

There  is  a  blessing  in  affliction.  I  thank  God  as  I  write 
these  words  for  all  the  affliction  He  has  sent  into  my  life,  and 
all  along  I  have  been  a  sufferer.  When  God  thus  keeps  us 
close  to  Him  He  enables  us  to  l6ok  at  things  from  the  stand- 
point of  eternity  rather  than  from  the  selfish  and  sordid  stand- 
point of  time.  I  am  as  sure  as  I  am  that  I  write  these  lines 
that  I  am  a  better  man  because  of  the  bereavement  and  pain 
that  God  has  sent  to  me.  I  am  more  forgiving;  the  fire  of 
an  impulsive  temper  is  burning  low ;  worldly  ambition  is  fad- 
ing as  the  stars  go  out  at  the  rising  of  the  sun,  and  I  love 
God  more  because  in  the  storm  I  have  nestled  closer  to 
His  side. 

I  wish  I  might  come  into  every  home  this  day  where  sor- 
row reigns  and  sit  down  by  every  bed  of  suffering,  and  that 
it  might  be  given  to  me  to  bring  the  truth  home  to  every 
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heart —  that  God  reigns  in  our  bereavement  and  our  pain  no 
less  than  in  our  health  and  joy.  As  week  by  week  I  learn  of 
sickness  and  death  in  homes  where  these  Thoughts  are  read,  I 
long  to  comfort  every  stricken  heart.  I  do  pray  for  each  and 
all  as  best  I  can  that  God  will  sanctify  the  sorrow  and  pain 
to  those  who  suffer  and  are  sad,  to  the  end  that  each  stricken 
one  may  cling  closer  to  the  riven  sj^e  of  our  fledeemer.  As 
the  years  come  and  go  and  as  the  touch  of  Time  has  silvered 
o'er  the  hair,  there  will  be  no  words  of  complaint  at  the  loving 
providence  of  God.  We  will  look  back  to  all  the  sorrows 
that  come  to  us  and  be  glad,  for  we  then  shall  know  that  all 
He  did  was  best. 

I  write  it  down  to-day  and  would  write  it  so  if  these  were  my 
last  words  to  all  who  read  these  Thoughts  from  week  to  week, 
that  I  have  been  made  a  better  man  and  kept  closer  to  God 
by  all  the  sufferings  and  bereavements  that  have  come  into 
my  life.  And  it  seems  to  me  that  sin  would  run  riot,  even 
among  Christians,  if  God  should  cease  to  chasten  those  He 
loves.  May  we  each  and  all  bear  our  bereavements  and  endure 
our  sufferings  as  becometh  those  who  love  and  serve  a  patient 
and  sympathizing  Savior. 

According  to  my  view  one  of  the  most  beautiful  songs 
ever  written  is  that  which  begins  with  these  words:  "All 
the  way  my  Savior  leads  me."  And  these  other  words  are 
in  the  same  song:  "For  I'll  know,  whatever  befall  me,  Jesus 
led  me  all  the  way." 

There  are  many  times  when  clouds  intervene  and  seem  to 
shut  out  this  transcendent  truth  from  our  vision.  And  it  is 
no  wonder.  It  is  the  business  of  Satan  to  darken  the  air  with 
storms  and  tempests.  If  he  is  the  prince  and  power  of  the 
air  in  a  material  sense,  we  need  not  doubt  that  he  anon  invades 
the  environs  of  our  spiritual  nature  and  flaps  his  black  wings 
riirht  in  the  face  of  God. 

But  through  it  all,  whether  basking  in  the  sunshine  orgrop- 
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ing  in  the  shadows,  Jesus  leads  us.  He  leads  us  all  the  way. 
Sometimes  when  on  the  mountain  top  of  hope  and  joy  —  high 
above  the  clouds  and  storms  —  we  do  not  feel  that  conscious 
need  of  the  Savior's  leading  that  is  felt  at  other  times  when 
hedged  in  by  pain  and  darkness.  But  we  do.  I  verily  be- 
lieve the  prosperous,  healthv,  happy  Christian  needs  to  be  led 
more  truly  than  che  one  oiwvhom  is  laid  the  burden  of  bereave- 
ment and  affliction.  The  suffering  Christian  leans  on  Jesus 
because  all  else  on  which  to  lean  is  blotted  out.  The  obsta- 
cles that  intervene  between  the  soul  and  God  are  all  burned 
up.  The  very  fires  that  rage  within  the  breast  have  all 
the  dross  consumed  and  blazed  out  a  path  of  glory  to  the 
skies. 

To  me  it  is  of  all  the  thoughts  the  sweetest,  that  no  matter 
whether  we  are  bathed  in  light  or  enshrouded  fn  gloom,  the 
Savior  leads  us  on.  This  promise,  this  ever-present  help  and 
hope  and  solace,  makes  e'en  the  roughest  places  smooth 
as  marble,  and  the  hardest  places  soft  as  feathery  down. 
On  through  life's  trials  and  temptations,  the  blessed  Savior 
leads  us.  He  never  leads*  us  into  temptation,  but  blessed 
be  His  name.  He  leads  us  out  of  them  and  through  them. 
If  this  were  not  so,  then  verily  all  of  us  would  fall.  The  love 
of  Jesus  is  never  so  precious  as  when  we  find  our  feet  have 
been  in  alien  paths. 

When  He  said,  "  I  will  be  with  you  alway,  even  unto  the 
end,"  He  meant  it  every  word.  I  anchor  anew  to  those 
blessed  words  to-day  and  they  give  me  rest.  In  a  thousand 
hurtling  storms,  when  tempestuous  billows  hedged  me  in,  I 
have  pressed  that  promise  to  my  aching  heart  and  found  en- 
during rest.  That  Jesus  leads  me  is  enough.  It  fills  my 
soul  with  unutterable  joy  when  I  remember,  over  and  over 
and  again  and  again,  that  Jesus  loves  me,  that  He  is  my  con- 
stant Friend,  that  He  sticketh  closer  than  a  brother,  and  that 
He  leads  me  all  the  way.     Anchored  to  this  promise  of  His 
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care  and  love  it  makes  me  brave  to  fight  His  battles.  What 
need  I  fear  what  men  can  do,  since  the  issues  of  life  and 
death  are  only  in  His  hands?  Why  should  I  get  discouraged 
in  His  sweet  service  when  I  know  that  after  all  I  am  nothing 
at  my  best  and  He  is  all  in  all? 

And  if  He  leads  me  all  the  way,  He  will  be  with  me  in 
death.  He  is  with  every  dying  Christian  in  even  a  higher 
sense  than  He  is  with  him  when  living,  because  the  dying 
Christian  has  come  nearer  than  he  has  ever  been  before  to 
his  Master's  throne.  I  remember  well  when  I  found  the 
Savior  precious  to  my  soul,  that  when  all  my  strength  had 
gone  —  when  there  was  nothing  left  within  me  upon  which 
to  lean,  I  cast  my  all  on  Jesus.  It  was  thus  He  saved  me. 
And  I  know  that  when  we  come  to  lay  life's  burdens  at  His 
feet,  and  wHen  in  that  last  hour  of  the  end  of  human  strength 
and  weakness,  He  will  be  quick  to  save  from  death  as  He  was 
in  that  first  death  when  once  for  all  I  died  to  sin. 

He  leads  me  every  day ; 

I  am  content, 
Along  my  toilsome  way 

His  strength  is  sent. 
It  gives  me  joy  and  hope 

In  times  of  pain, 
To  know  I  do  not  grope 

Through  life  in  vain. 

For  arching  every  sky 

I  see  His  face, 
His  love  is  ever  nigh  — 

I  trust  His  grace. 
And  when  life's  work  shall  end, 

And  death  has  come. 
He  then  will  be  my  Friend, 

And  take  me  home. 
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yENTLY  I  received  a  lengthy  letter  from  a 
brother  beloved  that  breathed  in  every  line  love 
^and  fellowship.  I  had  not  written  him,  and  you 
wonder  why  he  should  have  taken  an  hour's  time 
from  a  busy  pastorate  to  write  a  letter  to  one  far 
away.  The  reason  is  simple  enough.  Some  kind 
mention  had  been  made  of  this  brother  and  his  work,  and 
his  heart  was  touched  with  this  simple  deed  of  kindness. 

As  said,  kindness,  another  name  for  love,  is  the  mighti- 
est of  all  weapons  for  good.  This  dear  brother  said  it  had 
seemed  to  him  that  he  had  been  forgotten,  since  none  of 
them  ever  seemed  to  have  a  kind  word  for  him. 

!N"o  amount  of  adverse  criticism  would  have  touched  this 
brother,  even  had  it  been  tried,  but  a  few  simple  words, 
spoken  in  kindness,  reached  the  depths  of  his  loving  heart 
and  stirred  afrefc^h  the  fountains  of  his  soul.  He  is  not  the 
only  struggling  preacher  whose  heart  is  starving  for  a  kind 
and  appreciative  word.  Throughout  all  our  borders  these 
self-denying  sentinels  on  Zion's  walls  are  hungering  for  the 
love  and  sympathy  of  their  brethren.  Though  their  salaries 
are  small  and  they  find  it  hard  to  feed  and  clothe  those  who 
depend  on  them  for  daily  bread,  yet  all  this  and  even  more 
could  easily  be  borne  if  there  were  those  who  would  often 
speak  to  them  in  words  of  encouragement  and  sympathy  and 
love.  (67) 
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And  I  wish  with  all  my  heart  that  they  might  say  more 
kind  things  to  and  about  each  other.  Let  each  one  of  us  be 
slow  to  speak  unkindly  of  our  brother  preachers  and  quick 
to  express  our  sympathy  and  love.  There  is  enough  of  sor- 
row and  of  sadness  in  each  one  of  our  lives  without  having 
added  to  our  burdens  the  thoughtless  and  often  unjust  criti- 
cisms of  those  who  ought  to  love  us  best  and  help  us  most. 

But  I  would  not  limit  this  loving  kindness  to  our  preach- 
ers. I  could  wish  that  it  were  the  current  coin  of  all  the 
race.  In  many  a  home  there  is  a  heartsick,  heavy  laden  and 
disappointed  wife.  The  time  was  in  the  halycon  days  of 
love's  young  dream,  when  the  man  to  whom  she  gave  her 
trusting  heart  could  find  no  words  too  tender  and  endearing 
to  whisper  in  her  listening  ears.  These  were  days  when  she 
treasured  in  her  heart  such  sentiments  as  these  : — 

"  But  words  that  breathe  of  tenderness 

And  vows  we  know  are  true 
Are  brighter  than  the  summer  sun, 

And  softer  than  the  dew.'' 

But  those  bright,  hallowed  hours  are  no  more.  The  whilom 
lover  is  her  husband  now  and  is  her  lover  no  more.  His 
words  of  love  died  when  the  honeymoon  was  gone  and  the 
wife  that  loves  and  honors  him  would  find  as  much  warmth 
of  love  in  the  arctic  sea  as  she  now  finds  at  home.  To  such 
a  husband  I  would  bring  back  to-day  the  hours  of  his  early 
love.  It  may  be  that  he  is  absorbed  in  business  or  beset  with 
many  a  cankering  care,  but  be  that  as  it  may  let  him  remember 
that  his  trusting  wife  is  just  as  hungry  for  his  love  as  she 
was  in  other  days  when  in  her  parental  home  she  waited  and 
listened  for  the  music  of  his  caressing  words. 

In  our  homes  there  is  no  power  like  the  power  of  kind 
words.     The  children  long   for  love    as   much  as   we    older 
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ones,  and  kindness  from  parent  to  child  will  in  the  years  to 
come  burn  as  sweet  incense  on  the  altar  of  the  heart.  If  I 
had  it  in  my  power  as  I  write  I  would  take  back  every  unkind 
word  I  ever  said.  I  have  been  as  great  a  sinner  here  as  the 
rest.  I  have  as  a  thorn  in  the  flesh  a  quick,  impulsive  temper 
that  sometimes  slumbers,  but  that  does  not  die.  But  now 
when  alone  with  God  and  when  remembering  the  shortness  of 
life's  brief  span,  and  when  meditating  on  the  loving  kindness 
of  God  to  me,  I  would  if  I  could  recall  every  cutting  word  I 
have  ever  penned  or  spoken. 

God  help  us  each  and  all  to  love  more  and  be  more  prodigal 
of  kindness.  There  will  come  a  time  when  life's  sum  will 
for  us  be  cast  up  and  finished.  It  will  be  said  of  us,  "  he 
was  born,  he  lived,  he  died,"  and  this  is  indeed  the  sum  of 
every  human  life.  When  its  ending  comes  how  sweet  it  will 
be,  as  "  we  wrap  the  drapery  of  our  couch  about  us  and  lie 
down  to  pleasant  dreams  "  to  remember  that  as  best  we  could 
we  had  been  kind  and  loving  to  all  about  us,  had  requited 
good  for  evil  and  in  service  to  our  fellows  and  to  God  had 
thus  filled  the  measure  of  our  days. 

May  God  send  us  a  revival  of  brotherly  love.  Let  those 
who  love  strife  and  contention  breathe  that  atmosphere  if  they 
will.  Verily,  they  have  their  reward.  But  let  us,  who  in 
truth  love  God,  read  over  and  oft  the  Sermon  on  the  Mount 
and  dare  to  follow  Jesus  in  keeping  the  golden  rule,  remem- 
bering through  every  day  that 

"  Swift  kindnesses  are  best;  a  long  delay 
In  kindness  takes  the  kindness  all  away.'' 

I  know  some  Christians  who  week  in  and  week  out  through 
many  years  have  listened  to  their  pastor's  helpful  sermons 
and  had  his  gentle  ministrations  in  their  homes,  but  when 
the  services  are  over  they  hasten  from  the  church  and   never 
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have  BO  much  as  thanked  him  for  the  help  they  have  re- 
ceived. He  has  been  in  their  homes  in  times  of  sickness 
and  has  brought  comfort  to  their  hearts  when  sadness 
came,  but  through  it  all  they  are  silent.  No  word  of 
thankful  gratitude  escapes  their  lips.  There  are  but  a 
few  who  grasp  the  preacher's  hand  and  tell  him  that  he 
has  helped  them,  and  with  appreciative  words  make  his 
hard  work  easier  to  do. 

And  I  have  so  often  noticed  how  children  and  grandchildren 
neglect  the  old.  My  own  contact  with  old  people  has  been  to 
me  an  unspeakable  blessing.  They  have  about  them  the  peace 
and  stillness  of  the  twilight.  Life's  storm  is  over;  the  fires 
of  prejudice  and  passion  are  burning  low ;  the  heat  of  the  battle 
and  the  strife  has  fled  before  the  peaceful  dawn  of  the  life  to 
come.  I  love  to  sit  with  them  in  life's  evening  time  and  see 
the  stars  come  out  and  hear  the  heavenly  music  that  greets 
their  listening  ears.  And  old  people  hunger  for  love  like  little 
children.  A  slight  they  would  have  scorned  to  notice  a 
dozen  years  ago  gnaws  at  their  heartstrings  now  for  days. 
And  a  little  kindness  they  would  have  thought  a  trifle  in  other 
days  broods  over  them  in  these  last  years  an  aureole  of  light. 
If  there  are  old  folks  in  your  home,  speak  kindly  to  them 
now.  It  will  not  be  long  till  they  are  gathered  home  and  ere 
long  you,  too,  will  linger  in  the  shadow  and  thirst  for  loving 
words  as  they  do  now.  Some  time  at  the  end  of  your  busy 
day  take  their  old,  withered  hand  in  yours  and  ask  them  to  re- 
count to  you  the  story  of  their  walk  with  God.  It  will  glad- 
den your  heart  to  listen  to  their  triumphant  words,  and  your 
work  will  be  easier  all  the  next  day  because  you  have  lingered 
near  them  and  heard  them  tell  of  their  victorious  faith.  I 
know  a  woman  who  had  a  patient,  loving  mother.  The  night 
was  never  too  bleak  or  cold  for  that  mother  to  minister  to 
the  wants  of  this,  her  much  loved  child.  But  the  daughter, 
while  she  really  loved  her  mother,  often  was  thoughtless  and 
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unkind,  and  she  cannot  now  recall  a  time  in  all  her  life 
when  she  took  her  gentle  mother's  hand  and  told  her  that 
she  loved  her.  These  years  that  sweet  mother  has  slept  in 
her  grave.  When  her  eyes  were  closed  in  death  and  her 
ears  were  dumb  to  censure  or  to  praise,  this  daughter  be- 
gan to  realize  what  her  mother  had  been  to  her  and  to  tt^«*^ 
of  all  the  unkind  words  that  mother  ever  heard  her  Bny. 
That  daughter  has  a  burden  on  her  heart  that  shall  be  lifted 
nevermore.  No  roses  that  she  scatters  on  her  mother's  grave 
will  bring  grateful  tears  to  that  long-lost  mother's  eyes. 
There  was  a  time  for  obedience,  for  love,  for  tender  words, 
but  that  time  is  gone  forever. 

There  are  two  facts  concerning  my  childhood  that  linger 
in  my  heart  with  perennial  freshness.  I  do  not  recall  a  time 
when  my  mother  ever  spoke  an  unkind  word  to  me  or  that  I 
ever  spoke  an  unkind  word  to  her.  I  was  not  a  model  boy  — 
not  by  any  means  —  and  I  sometimes  disobeyed  hor,  but  I  do 
not  recall  a  single  time  when  I  spoke  harshly  to  my  mother. 
And  I  know  she  never  spoke  an  unkind  word  to  me.  Her 
reproofs  were  kind  and  gentle,  and  the  punishments  she  gave 
were  seasoned  with  tenderest  love.  She  often  in  her  boys 
found  things  to  praise,  and  taught  them  that  they  were  the 
best  and  smartest  boys  that  ever  lived.  And  as  I  look  back 
upon  it  all,  I  see  that  God  guided  her,  because  I  know  full 
well  if  I  had  had  a  growling,  grumbling,  storming  mother,  I 
would  have  gone  to  the  bad. 

Once  in  the  strictest  confidence  a  young  man  told  me  that 
his  mother  never  had  spoken  to  him  a  single  word  of  praise. 
She  had  often  made  the  air  lurid  in  recounting  his  faults,  and 
had  touched  every  note  in  the  gamut  of  his  shortcomings  till 
they  were  worn  slick  with  use,  but  not  a  word  of  commenda- 
tion had  ever  passed  her  lips.  How  I  pitied  him  I  There 
was  not  much  in  him  to  praise,  to  be  sure,  but  in  the  dark 
Sahara  of   his  life   there  were   some  oases   and  on  these  his 
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mother  could  have  sometimes  dwelt.  I  write  it  down  here  as 
a  deep  conviction  that  more  boys  and  men  are  sent  out  into 
the  world  homeless  and  friendless  by  hasty,  unkind  words, 
than  from  any  other  cause;  and  that  many  a  sweet  and 
bright-faced  girl  is  driven  to  an  ill-assorted  marriage  or  to  a 
life  of  shame  because  there  is  so  little  of  loving-kindness  in 
the  home. 

There  is  too  much  economy  in  love  and  too  much  extrava- 
gance in  words  of  censure.  As  the  years  pass  by  I  realize 
this  more  and  more.  Even  now  the  ranks  of  those  I  knew 
and  loved  in  youth  are  thinning  out.  Mother  sleeps  in  the 
grave,  and  father  presses  close  to  his  three-score  years  and 
ten.  The  boys  that  I  knew  have  scattered,  to  know  each  other 
here  no  more,  and  many  of  them  sleep  the  last  long  sleep. 
So  I  resolve  this  day  anew  to  speak  kindly  unto  all.  There 
is  a  wealth  in  gentle  words  richer  than  all  of  Rocke- 
feller's gold.  And  I  hope  that  you,  dear  reader,  will  be  less 
fault-finding  and  more  loving.  Hearts  that  touch  yours  are 
starving  for  affection.  Kiss  your  dear  old  mother  oftener ; 
be  kinder  to  your  brothers  and  sisters ;  love  the  children  and 
tell  them  of  it.  And  when  life's  evening  comes  to  you 
there  will  abide  a  peace  in  your  heart  that  passeth  all 
understanding. 

A  Christian  should  be  as  smooth-tempered,  mild-mannered, 
light-hearted,  refined,  courteous  and  studious  to  please  in  his 
own  home  as  he  would  be  in  the  home  of  a  king.  A  Christian 
father  should  be  just  as  choice  in  the  selection  of  his  words 
when  talking  to  his  own  wife  and  children  as  he  would  when 
talking  to  other  men's  wives  and  children.  A  Christian 
mother  should  be  as  considerate  of  her  own  boy's  feelings' 
and  as  slow  to  speak  harshly  to  him  as  she  would  were  he  the 
President's  son  come  to  visit  her. 

Really  if  there  should  be  a  difference,  we  should  be  tend- 
erer with  our  own  loved  ones  —  those  who  struggle  with  us 
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side  by  side — than  with  any  others  on  the  globe.  When  the 
crape  hangs  on  the  door  and  cold  hands  are  folded  on  the 
pulseless  breast  and  childish  eyes  are  closed  in  death's  still, 
voiceless  sleep ,  it  will  then  be  too  late  for  loving  words  and 
warm  embrace.  And  yet  it  is  when  our  own  loved  ones  die  that 
we  hang  our  harps  on  the  willows  and  bow  our  hearts  in  crush- 
ing agony.  Not  long  ago  we  overheard  a  Christian  mother 
as  she  addressed  her  little  boy  as  a  ''trifling  little  rascal. '' 
And  not  long  before  that  a  father  that  we  knew  characterized 
his  daughter,  just  entering  womanhood,  asa'*  spiteful  huzzy." 
And  after  that  in  the  home  of  a  father  whom  we  loved  we  saw 
the  coffin  that  held  the  dead  body  of  the  oldest  child  —  a 
bright,  sweet  boy  of  fifteen  —  and  then  we  thought  of  those 
thoughtless  parents  who  had  so  cruelly  sent  daggers  to  the 
hearts  of  their  children.  What  if  it  were  the  other  door  on 
which  the  crape  were  hanging  and  that  other  boy  who  lay  in 
the  coffin,  could  those  cruel  words  ever  be  forgotten?  And 
wouldn't  they  rankle  in  the  heart  through  all  the  years  to 
come? 

It  was  an  affectionate  and  noble  father  whom  we  know  and 

love,  who,  when   his  boy  breathed  out   his  young   life  and 

*^ent  home  to  God,  sorrowfully  said:     '*  I  did  love  him  with 

Jl  my  heart,  but  I  fear  I  didn't  tell  him  of  it  as  often  as  I 

Jhould." 

And  so  it  is.  Brother  and  sister,  growing  up  together,  yet 
soon  to  go  their  separate  ways  in  life  parted  perhaps  forever, 
are  harsh  and  cruel  with  each  other  and  can  scarce  find  a 
loving  word  or  tender  caress  for  the  one  who  in  all  the  years 
to  come  will  be  perhaps  the  only  one  of  the  old  family  who 
will  remain.  God  help  us  all  to  be  kinder  in  our  homes  and 
more  thoughtful  of  those  we  love.  Even  if  separation  be  long 
delayed  it  will  come  some  day  and  then  it  will  be  that  we  will 
treasure  up  the  words  of  love  and  deeds  of  kindness  that 
crowned  our  days  in  the  old  family  home.  "A  word  fitly 
spoken  is  like  apples  of  gold  in  pictures  of  silver." 
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A  Story  is  told  of  the  celebrated  author,  Dr.  A.  Conan 
Doyle,  that  he  was  the  recipient,  when  he  finished  school,  of 
a  very  severe  reprimand  from  his  teacher,  who  called  the 
boy  up  before  him,  and  said  solemnly:  "Doyle,  I  have 
known  you  now  for  seven  years,  and  I  know  you  thorough- 
ly. I  am  going  to  say  something  that  you  will  remember 
in  after  life.  Doyle,  you  will  never  come  to  any  good  I'' 
It  is  hard  to  conceive  of  a  more  deadly  dagger  thrust  than 
this,  but  despite  this  sour  teacher's  prophecy  the  boy  grew 
and  expanded  and  labored  and  became  one  of  the  brightest 
literary  lights  seen  in  his  day. 

There  are  parents  and  teachers  and  relations  who  think 
their  highest  duty  done  when  they  have  relieved  their  minds 
of  some  biting  criticism  or  rebuke.  In  thousands  of  our 
homes  there  are  brothers  who  nag  each  other  day  by  day, 
and  sisters  who  quarrel  from  dawn  till  dark.  Parents  de- 
nounce their  boys  as  "dirty  little  rascals,"  and  children 
criticise  each  other  worse  than  if  they  were  pirates  on  mur- 
der and  reprisal  bent.  For  one,  I  do  not  know  how  these 
homes  abide,  nor  can  I  tell  how  children  reared  in  such  sur- 
roundings ever  come  to  any  good.  Some  of  these,  indeed, 
find  a  better,  higher  atmosphere  at  school,  and  in  their  teach- 
ers they  have  confiding,  helpful  friends.  But  alas  for  the 
boy  or  girl  who  has  kicks  and  cuffs  at  home  and  coldness 
and  reproaches  at  the  school ! 

There  is  another  class  of  ill  speech  that  is  almost  as  dead- 
ly as  that  of  which  I  have  made  mention.  It  is  the  unkind, 
hard  things  that  people  tell  us  they  have  heard  others  say 
about  us.  There  are  some  things,  from  the  very  caste  of  my 
mind,  I  never  can  forget.  When  I  shake  hands  with  a  man 
who  has  been  guilty  of  manslaughter  I  think  of  his  misfor- 
tune in  spite  of  everything.  And  while  I  can  easily  forgive 
and  forget  the  unkind  things  that  are  said  to  me,  I  never  see 
one  who  I  know  has  said  unkind  things  about  me  without 
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thinking  of  them.  Thus  is  emphasized  the  danger  of  talking 
behind  one's  back.  Far  better  would  it  be  if  those  who  have 
harsh  words  to  say  would  say  them  to  their  victims'  faces, 
rather  than  shoot  their  barbed  and  poisoned  arrows  into  their 
backs.  My  respect  for  many  erstwhile  friends  has  been 
lost  forever  by  words  they  uttered  about  me  as  they  talked 
to  others,  and  I  have  no  doubt  every  reader  of  these  words 
has  had  a  similar  experience. 

But  I  must  not  forget  my  chief  purpose,  which  is  to  mag- 
nify the  power  of  kind  words.  In  a  recent  article  Ian  Mac- 
laren  tells  of  the  experiences  of  a  young  pastor,  and  tells  of 
them  so  well  that  I  quote  his  words  in  full : 

His  first  experiences  in  his  new  parish  were  very  dis- 
couraging. One  day  he  forgot  everything  in  the  middle  of 
his  sermon;  another  day,  in  expounding  an  Epistle  of  St. 
Paul,  he  had  got  his  thoughts  into  such  a  tangled  skein  that 
he  had  to  begin  again  and  repeat  half  his  exposition.  On 
that  occasion  the  young  minister  was  so  utterly  disheart- 
ened that  he  formed  a  hasty  resolution  in  the  pulpit  to  retire, 
and  went  into  the  vestry  in  the  lowest  spirits.  There  an 
old  Highland  elder  was  awaiting  him  to  take  him  by  the 
hand,  and  to  thank  him  for  "an  eloquent  discourse."  "It  is 
wonderful,''  he  said  in  his  soft,  kindly  accent,  "that  you  are 
preaching  so  well,  and  you  so  young,  and  I  am  waiting  to 
say  that  if  you  ever  forget  a  head  of  your  discourse  you  are 
not  to  be  putting  yourself  about.  You  will  just  give  out  a 
Psalm  and  be  taking  a  rest,  and  maybe  it  will  be  coming 
back  to  you.  We  all  have  plenty  of  time,  and  we  all  will 
be  liking  you  very  much.  The  people  are  sayiug  what  a 
good  preacher  you  are  going  to  be  soon,  and  they  are  al- 
ready very  proud  of  you."  I^ext  Sunday  the  minister  entered 
the  pulpit  with  confident  heart,  and  was  sustained  by  the 
buoyant  atmosphere  of  friendliness;  and,  as  a  consequence, 
he  did  not  hesitate  nor  forget,  nor  has  he  required  since 
that  day  to  begin  again.  It  is  little  wonder  that  his  heart 
goes  back  from  a  city  to  that  Highland  parish  with  affection 
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and  gratitude,  for  it  is  owing  to  the  charity  of  his  first  peo- 
ple that  he  is  in  the  ministry. 

There  are  those  who  think  the  preacher  never  needs  kind 
words.  Let  them  take  this  story  of  the  great  English 
preacher  well  to  heart.  Kind  words  have  made  many  lives 
strong  and  useful  that  would  otherwise  have  gone  quickly 
to  the  bad.  They  bring  smiles  to  the  dimpled  cheeks  of 
childhood,  and  make  glad  the  heart  of  youth.  They  chase 
away  the  wrinkles  from  the  brow  of  old  age,  and  flush  the 
pale,  wan  cheeks  of  those  who  suffer  and  are  sad.  They  set 
flowers  to  blooming  in  the  cheeks  of  careworn  wives,  and 
drive  the  gnawing  pain  from  the  tired  hearts  of  husbands 
when,  after  a  long,  long  day  of  toil  they  nestle  once  again 
beside  the  cottage  hearth.  They  cheer  the  poor  and  lonely, 
whose  lives  are  bereft  of  all  the  happier,  brighter  things, 
and  they  even  bring  joy  when  voiced  in  prison  walls  where 
outcast  men  and  women  wait  their  turn  to  die. 

"You  did  it  well.''  That  is  what  my  sweet  mother  said 
to  me  when,  dressed  in  the  homespun  roundabout  her  own 
hands  made,  I  said  my  first  crude  speech.  Those  words  were 
but  one  sentence  among  ten  thousand  that  she  said  in  ap- 
proval of  the  childish  efforts  of  my  boyhood  life.  Those 
were  halcyon  days — days  that  are  to  come  no  more  for- 
ever— days  that  molded  one  boy's  life  and  made  him  what 
he  is  for  good,  but  never  turned  his  foot  to  wayward  paths. 
I  commend  this  example  to  all  mothers  who  may  read  these 
words.  Harsh  words  are  worse  than  blows.  Their  stingy 
abides  when  cruel  wounds  have  healed.  Let  us  look  well  to 
it  that  we  speak  words  of  love  to  those  whom  God  has  giv- 
en to  our  care.  The  world  will  deal  harshly  enough  with 
them  when  we  are  gone. 

I  read  a  story  recently  of  a  little  boy  whose  mother  had 
tucked  him  in   for  the  night.      Before  he  closed  his  little 
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eyes  to  sleep  he  rose  up  in  the  trundle-bed,  and  asked: 
"Mamma,  is  papa  going  to  die?"  *^  Why,  no,  sweet  child; 
why  do  you  ask?"  The  little  fellow  sadly  answered:  "He 
has  been  so  kind  to  us  children  to-day  that  I  thought  he  was 
going  to  die."  Some  parents  think  their  little  ones  do  not 
observe  their  ways,  but  they  take  note  of  all  our  steps. 
Particularly  are  they  sensible  to  deeds  of  love  and  words  of 
cheer.  Whatever  shall  be  our  children's  lives  when  we  are 
gone,  let  us  so  live  before  them  that  in  coming  years  their 
memory  will  revive  of  days  of  love  and  sunshine  in  their 
childhood  home. 

Somehow  my  heart  grows  gentler  with  the  growing  years. 
Not  that  I  am  perfect.  With  J.  A.  Edgerton  I  can  truly 
say: 

"  I  have  two  selves: 
One  of  them  filled  with  hatred  and  distrust, 
With  carnal  longings,  selfishness,  and  lust, 
With  greed  and  sin  that  drag  me  in  the  dust. 

"  I  have  two  selves : 
One  of  them  touched  with  sweetness  and  with  light, 
With  vague  half-glimpses  of  a  spirit  height, 
With  angel  voices  from  the  infinite. 

"  I  have  two  selves : 
And  thus,  O  Lord,  to  Thee  I  humbly  pray, 
My  lower  self  may  fade  and  fall  away. 
My  better  self  may  rise  unto  the  day." 

My  gentler  self  is  growing  with  the  swift  passing  of  the 
years.  I  wish  I  could  blot  out  every  unkind  word  I  ever 
said.  I  wish  I  could  heal  every  cruel  scar  my  hot  words 
ever  made.  I  wish  I  could  erase  from  every  heart  any  word 
of  mine  that  ever  saddened  or  distressed  a  human  lift,  and 
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blot  from  each  miiid  the  memory  of  every  thoughtless  word* 
Oh,  for  kind  and  gentle  words  to  those  whose  lives  we  touch 
as  we  speed  on  to  dusky  death.  Oh,  for  a  closer  union  with 
Him  whose  words  were  as  apples  of  gold  in  pictures  of  sil- 
ver. Oh,  for  patient  deeds  and  gentle  words  as  we  journey 
down  life's  western  hill.  God  help  us,  each  and  all,  to  be 
strong  in  strength  of  our  kind  words  and  weak  in  the  utter- 
ance of  hasty  speech  that  shall  bring  sorrow  to  our  hearts 
in  after  days. 
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was  my  pleasure  recently  to  meet  with  a  happy, 
trustful  Christian  woman.  She  is  a  grand- 
mother, but  her  heart  is  young,  and,  though  the 
passing  years  may  add  yet  other  silver  threads, 
ey  will  never  bring  old  age  to  her  heart.  As  nearly 
I  can  recall  them,  these  are  the  words  she  said  to 
"1  am  a  happy  woman.  I  love  my  Savior  with 
my  heart.  My  children  are  all  grown  up,  are 
Christians  and  have  happy  homes.  I  have  no  need  that 
is  not  supplied,  and  feel  like  a  mother  to  every  suffering 
child  on  earth.  My  life  is  full,  my  joy  complete."  I  shall 
not  forget  her  cheerful  face.  What  a  precious  boon  to  be 
thus  full  of  love  to  God,  of  love  to  all  who  are  sad,  and  of 
happiness  in  a  well-rounded  life. 

It  was  a  joy  to  me  to  linger  if  but  for  a  moment  in  this 
sweet  matron's  presence,  but  even  as  I  felt  the  warmth  of  the 
sunshine  that  daily  sheds  its  radiant  beams  upon  her  hai)py 
life,  my  heart  went  wandering  far  to  seek  the  thousands 
whose  lives  abound  with  disappointments  and  with  pain. 
It  is  all  too  true  that  there  are  not  many  lives  like  the  life 
of  this  dear  friend.  Other  lives  than  hers  have  been  long, 
lonely  deserts,  with  here  and  there  a  glint  of  light,  and 
anon  a  place  for  tired  feet  to  rest,  but  in  the  weary  years 
the  gloom  and  darkness  have  overwhelmed  the  brightness  of 
the  sun.  G^) 
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One  of  the  saddest  pictures  in  the  Bible  is  that  picture  of  the 
lone  dove  that  Noah  sent  out  from  the  ark  across  the  broad 
expanse  of  trackless  sea.  Hear  again  the  gentle  words  of  in- 
spiration that  tell  the  story  of  its  flight :  "  But  the  dove  found 
no  rest  for  the  sole  of  her  foot,  and  she  returned  unto  him  in 
the  ark,  for  the  waters  were  on  the  face  of  the  whole  earth." 
Not  a  twig  of  any  floating  tree  was  left  upon  which  this 
lonely  messenger  could  rest.  Nor  was  there  in  all  the  world, 
when  that  window  closed  behind  its  trembling  wings,  a  com- 
panion for  it  in  its  lonely  flight.  The  struggling  world  lay 
dead,  and  not  a  man  or  bird  or  fish  or  tree  was  left  to  break 
the  silence  in  this  universe  of  death. 

There  are  some  lives  like  this  lonely,  wandering  dove. 
They  have  a  wealth  of  love,  and  yet  they  find  no  one  in  all 
the  world  with  whom  this  love  to  share.  They  find  no  pillow 
on  which  their  weary  heads  can  rest,  and  no  heart  that  can  be 
welded  to  their  own.  There  are  others  who  come  in  sight  of 
life's  most  cherished  fruit  and  linger  there  to  die.  Or  else 
they  come  up  to  where  their  hand  can  almost  touch  the  other 
hand  that  fain  would  lead  them  into  life  and  peace,  and  find 
great  gulfs  fixed,  over  which  no  foot  of  man  can  cross. 
Their  fleeting  joys  abide  but  for  a  day.  They  are  like 
Jonah's  gourd  '*  which  came  up  in  a  night  and  perished  in  a 
night,''  or  like  the  apples  of  Sodom,  that  were  rich  and  lus- 
cious to  the  sight,  but  melted  into  ashes  when  touched  by 
eager  hands.  There  are  yet  others  who  seem  almost  to 
emerge  from  parching  deserts,  and  see  in  the  distance  spark- 
ling springs  of  water  that  invite  them  on.  They  press  for- 
ward in  one  last  superhuman  plunge  to  find  that  there  is  desert 
still,  and  that  they  are  *'like  men  on  a  doomed  ship,  who 
having  strained  their  eyes  after  a  sail  and  beheld  it  with 
rejoicing,  behold  it  never  advance,  and  say  '  Our  sick  eyes 
see  it.'  " 

In    an  old  book  that  my  father  bought  once  at   a   sale. 
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written  on  the  fly  leaf  in  a  woman's  gentle  hand,  were  these 
words  from  Moore's  ^*Lalla  Rookh"  : — 

"Oh,  ever  thus,  from  childhood's  hour, 
I've  seen  my  fondest  hopes  decay; 

I  never  loved  a  tree  or  flower. 

But  'twas  the  first  to  fade  away." 

That  has  heen  the  refrain  from  many  a  blighted  life,  and 
will  be  recurrent  until  death  is  dead  and  we  see  the  new  heaven 
and  the  new  earth.  The  sad  lives  that  bear  their  pain  in 
silence  and  yet  are  ever  hungering  and  whose  hearts  are  never 
fed,  abound  on  every  hand.  Treasures  lie  buried;  flowers 
that  budded  did  not  come  to  bloom ;  hopes  that  once  spanned 
the  skies  like  radiant  rainbows,  died  at  set  of  sun  and  the  dark- 
ness shall  be  lifted  nevermore.  Hearts  that  love  with  undying 
strength  and  fervor  are  forced  to  part,  and  die  at  last  while 
oceans  surge  between. 

Thousands  of  hearts  will  beat  responsive  to  these  words  to- 
day as  the  vacant  chairs  sit  round  the  hearthstones  and  the 
little  playthings  once  held  by  hands  that  are  all  silent  now, 
are  brought  into  the  room.  And  while  these  hearts  are 
touched  anew  with  that  love,  which  once  enkindled  can  never, 
never  die,  I  would  come  to  one  and  all  and  bring  these  words 
of  light  and  hope.  When  Jesus — that  King  of  sufferers, 
whose  heart  was  often  sad  —  was  here  on  earth.  He  said  some 
tender  words  to  you  and  me  that  should  never  leave  our  hearts : 
"  Come  unto  me,  all  ye  that  labor  and  are  heavy  laden  and  I 
will  give  you  rest."  This  is  the  voice  that  seemed  to  span 
the  wide  expanse  of  water  and  recall  the  lonely  dove  that 
found  no  rest.  The  Bible  says,  following  the  quotation  I 
have  made:  "Then  Noah  put  forth  his  hand  and  took  her 
and  pulled  her  unto  him  in  the  ark."  After  all,  her  tired 
wings    found    rest    and  her  suffering  heart  found  love  and 
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peace.  To  you  whose  lives  have  had  sad  disappointments ;  to 
you  who  live  separated  from  those  you  love  the  best  of  all  on 
earth ;  to  you  whose  hearts  are  sore  with  sorrow  and  on  whose 
door  the  crape  has  so  sadly  hung — to  one  and  all  whose  lives 
are  empty  or  bereft,  I  bring  our  Savior's  loving  words. 
There  was  no  other  refuge  for  the  lonely  dove  but  Noah's 
ark ;  there  is  no  refuge  for  the  bruised  and  lonely  heart  but 
Christ.  He  looks  to-day  in  loving  pity  on  those  who  weep, 
and  heaven's  window  stands  wide  ajar  to  welcome  all  who 
come  to  Him  for  rest. 

In  our  Sunday-school  lesson  on  the  Resurrection  it  was 
plain  to  be  seen  that  Mary,  the  loving,  faithful  disciple  of 
our  Redeemer,  was  the  first  to  whom  He  entrusted  the  mes- 
sage that  heralded  the  gladsome  news  that  He  was  risen 
from  the  dead.  She  went  forth  liappily  and  gladly,  and  told 
the  disciples  of  the  gracious  fact  that  Jesus  lived  again  and 
was  soon  to  meet  them.  A  little  while  before  the  death  of 
Jesus,  it  was  a  woman  who  broke  the  alabaster  box  of  oint- 
ment on  His  head,  and  who  wiped  His  feet,  in  her  tender, 
womanly  way,  with  her  hair. 

This  fidelity  and  love  and  loyalty  of  woman  was  not  only 
shown  in  the  life  and  labor  of  our  Savior,  and  in  the  dark 
period  when  He  lay  dead  in  the  tomb,  but  it  has  been  the 
beacon-light  of  all  the  races  of  mankind  since  the  first 
woman,  in  that  elder  and  that  happy  day,  gave  her  heart  and 
life  to  the  first  man,  and  there  rejoiced  with  him  among  the 
shady  nooks  and  fragrant  flowers  of  man's  first  paradise. 
The  Bible  abounds  with  recitals  of  the  love  and  faithfulness 
of  womankind,  and  all  human  history  attests  that  for  loyalty 
and  purity  and  love  she  has  distanced  her  companion,  man, 
and  that  to-day,  in  every  high  and  holy  walk  and  way  in  life 
and  in  every  righteous  thought  and  aim,  she  is  crowned  the 
world's  exalted  queen,  and  seeks  by  every  gentle,  loving 
means  to  uplift  the  race  and  sanctify  the  world. 

A  recent  instance  of  this  womanly  fidelity  and  love  comes 
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to  US  from  France.  It  was  a  Jewish  maiden  in  the  olden 
times,  who,  with  loving  tenderness,  spoke  to  her  woman 
friend  immortal  words  that  make  glad  our  hearts  to-day. 
Who  can  ever  forget  the  love  and  loyalty  of  Ruth  to  ^ffaomi, 
and  her  entreaties  that  they  should  live  and  walk  and  die 
together,  and  be  buried  in  the  same  hallowed  spot?  It  was 
a  diflfereut  love — and,  indeed,  if  I  may  say  it,  a  holier  love 
— ^that  another  Jewish  woman  treasured  in  her  heart  amid 
the  storms  and  tempests  of  an  excited  nation.  Dreyfus,  the 
victim  of  sins  and  machinations  of  other  and  guilty  men, 
was  sentenced  to  Devil's  Island,  where,  far  from  his  loved 
wife  and  all  that  his  heart  held  dear,  he  lingered  for  al- 
most five  long  years.  His  wife  was  left  in  France  alone, 
but,  through  every  day  and  hour,  with  unrelenting  toil,  with 
ceaseless  vigilance,  with  a  loyalty  and  fidelity  that  challenge 
the  admiration  of  a  world,  she  protested  her  husband's  inno- 
cence, and  labored  with  queenly  dignity  and  grace  for  his 
vindication.  Had  she  been  inert  and  silent,  Dreyfus  had 
still  been  imprisoned  in  that  lonely  isle,  where  he  would,  at 
no  distant  day,  have  fallen  a  victim  to  despondency  and 
death.  With  a  courage  like  that  of  Julius  Caesar,  with  a 
determination  like  that  of  Wellington,  with  a  devotion 
greater  than  any  man  ever  had  for  man,  she  kept  up  her  hard 
struggle,  until  the  adamant  of  prejudice  and  passion  was 
broken  down,  and  on  this  good  day,  when  these  words  are 
written  down,  I  hope  that  she  looks  once  more  upon  her 
husband's  face,  and  I  believe  that,  ere  long,  he  will  be  re- 
stored to  his  liberty  and  to  all  the  honors  that  were  so  ruth- 
lessly torn  from  his  life. 

There  are  those  who  refer  to  woman  as  belonging  to  the 
weaker  sex.  In  some  sense  this  is  true.  If  strength  is  to 
be  measured  by  muscle,  she  is  the  weaker  sex;  but  if  this  low 
test  must  be  universally  applied,  then  man,  in  the  scale  of 
animal  life,  is  himself  very  weak,  because  he  is  outranked  by 
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many  of  the  animals  that  boast  not  of  mind  or  immortality. 
Physical  endurance  is  not  God's  measure  of  strength.  In 
many  essential  respects,  woman  is  of  the  stronger  sex.  In 
her  love  she  outranks  man.  Indeed,  anon,  a  man  is  found 
whose  power  to  love  is  next  of  kin  to  that  of  woman,  but  such 
men  are  rare.  With  gentle,  patient,  clinging  and  abiding  love, 
woman  keeps  her  throne,  and  it  is  in  the  strength  of  love — 
which  is  but  another  name  for  strength  of  soul — that  all  hcF 
radiant  virtues  shine  forth  in  most  resplendent  lustre. 

I  know  a  woman  who  is  dying  with  consumption.  She 
contracted  the  fell  disease  by  nursing  a  consumptive  husband^ 
who,  long  ago,  preceded  her  into  the  land  of  death.  With  a 
patience  and  heroism  greater  than  was  ever  seen  on  crimson 
field  of  blood,  she  stayed  by  his  side  until  his  eyes  were 
closed  in  death,  and,  thus  helping  and  consoling  him,  she 
took  the  chance  of  dying  with  the  same  disease,  and  soon 
she  will  follow  him  to  the  grave.  This  is  but  a  simple  inci- 
dent, that  has  had  its  counterpart  ten  thousand  times  in  every 
clime  and  age.  As  mother,  woman  clings  to  her  child  through 
every  vicissitude  of  life  and  follows  the  child  into  the  very 
jaws  of  death,  often  giving  her  life  that  the  child  may  live. 

N^evcr  shall  I  forget  the  pained  and  hunted  face  of  a 
mother,  who  came  out  west  long  years  ago  to  save  the  life 
of  her  son,  who  liad  been  sentenced  to  be  hanged.  She  won 
her  way  to  all  our  hearts,  but  the  crime  for  which  her  son 
was  soon  to  suffer  was  so  heinous  that  no  relief  for  her  strick- 
en heart  could  anywhere  be  found.  She  appealed  to  the 
judge,  to  the  prosecuting  attorney,  to  the  citizens,  and  at 
last  to  the  governor,  but  all  in  vain.  She  did  not  give  up  all 
hope  until  the  hangman  had  done  his  work  and  her  son  lay 
cold  and  pale  and  still  in  death's  embrace.  It  was  then  her 
reason  fled,  and  they  took  her  back  to  her  eastern  home  a 
raving  maniac.  Worse  than  death  was  the  fate  of  this  lov- 
ing mother. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


THE  FIDELITY  OF  WOMAN.  85 

If  children  knew  how  it  pains  mother  to  see  them  go  from 
home,  even  for  a  few  days,  and  how  it  gladdens  her  to  see 
them  come  back,  their  going  would  be  more  seldom  and 
their  return  more  speedy.  It  is  a  very  unusual  mother — 
very  cold-hearted,  or  cursed  with  most  unruly  and  disobe- 
dient children — who  does  not  rejoice  to  have  them  constant- 
ly in  her  sight.  And  if  children  knew  how  dear  their  repu- 
tation to  a  parent,  they  could  not  be  so  careless  of  their 
conduct.  If  they  could  understand  how  precious  to  parent- 
hood is  the  companionship  of  its  child,  they  could  not  so 
love  to  be  away  from  home.  Except  the  Master's  saying, 
no  finer  word  has  ever  been  spoken — nothing  truer,  wiser, 
more  human,  coming  from  nearer  the  center  of  the  heart — 
than  this  aphorism  of  the  ancient  Eastern  sage:  "Music  is 
sweet  only  to  him  who  hath  not  heard  the  prattle  of  his  own 
child." 

Many  a  mother  has  died  for  her  son.  Many  a  wife  has 
died  for  her  husband,  and  there  are  throughout  our  land 
to-day  cruel  and  deadly  crucifixions  of  trusting,  loving 
women,  who  are  slaving  out  their  lives  that  their  children 
may  be  clothed  and  fed  and  that  their  husbands  may  be  helped 
in  their  hard  struggles  with  adversity.  Let  no  man  refer 
to  woman  as  the  weaker  sex.  I  write  it  down  here  as  the 
deep  conviction  of  my  soul  that  in  every  element  that  goes 
to  make  up  grace  and  greatness  she  excels.  Her  love, 
whether  it  goes  out  to  her  Redeemer;  or  whether,  as  mother, 
it  is  lavished  on  her  child;  or  whether,  as  wife,  it  rests  upon 
the  man  she  loves — in  its  strength  and  continuity  and  pow- 
er stamps  her  as  the  stronger,  because  in  the  alchemy  of 
heaven  strength  is  not  measured  by  earthly  power,  but  by 
the  strength  of  love  to  God  and  to  our  fellows.  Byron  told 
a  great  truth  when  he  said  that  "love  is  woman's  whole 
existence."  A  true  woman,  when  her  heart  is  given  to  any 
cause  or  to  any  man,  throws  into  the  scale  her  every  energy, 


Digitized  by 


Google 


86  COURAGE  AND  COMFORT. 

and  lays  under  tribute  to  the  object  of  her  love  every  fiber 
of  her  being  and  every  drop  of  her  blood.  She  teaches  to 
all  mankind  lessons  of  forbearance,  of  gentleness,  of 
patience,  of  clinging  tenderness,  of  virtue,  of  purity  and  of 
faithfulness  that  challenge  the  admiration  of  both  earth  and 
heaven.  She  is  not  an  angel,  but  she  is  more.  Without 
supernal  power,  she  loves  those  who  need  her  help  with  an- 
gelic tenderness  and  strength.  That  man  who  despises  or 
belittles  the  love  of  womankind  is  an  ingrate  who  deserves 
not  the  respect  of  men  or  the  blessing  of  his  God.  At  the 
feet  of  woman,  as  mother,  as  wife,  as  daughter,  as  sister,  as 
friend,  I  lay  this  feeble  tribute.  May  God  bless  every  woman 
on  the  earth,  and  make  each  woman's  life  a  power  for  good 
that  will  outshine  and  outlast  every  planet  that  wings  its 
flight  through  space  I 
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f  HE  last  bill  has  come  for  books  and  music,  and  other 
expenses  of  my  little  daughter's  education.  She 
will  take  her  degree  next  June.  Although  I 
still  think  of  her  as  my  "little  daughter,"  she  will 
be  twenty  in  August.  Then,  graduating  at  one  of  the 
best  colleges  the  land  affords,  she  can  well  lay  claim 
to  womanhood.  No  matter.  She  will  never  be  aught  else 
to  me  than  she  was  on  that  summer  night  when  God  sent  her 
to  make  glad  our  home. 

When  this  last  statement  came  it  brought  memories  of  ray 
own  school  days,  and  those  memories  were  fragrant  with  the 
sweet  incense  of  our  childhood  home.  I,  too,  took  my  de- 
gree; I  went  to  a  far-off  college  town,  where  lofty  spires 
were  blue  with  nearness  to  the  vaulted  skies ;  I  went  to  where 
there  were  railway  cars  and  brilliant  streets  and  surging 
crowds ;  I  left  mother  standing  at  the  gate  shading  her  eyes 
with  her  fragile  hands  as  she  saw  me  sink  out  of  sight  behind 
the  eastern  hills ;  after  years  of  study  my  day  of  graduation 
came  and  my  thesis  caused  the  old  college  halls  to  ring  again 
with  thunders  of  applause  that  came  from  expectant,  grateful 
hearts.  Yes,  I,  too,  passed  through  it  all  —  but  only  in  a 
dream.  I  dreamed  it  many  times,  but  woke  each  time  to  find 
the  woods  and  fields  still  hard  around  me  and  the  stillness  of  the 
quiet  country  days  suggesting  the  eternal  peace.  I  never  saw 
a  college  till  my  little  daughter  had  been  born  and  the  great 
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life-problem  —  that  of  winning  bread  for  wife  and  little  ones  — 
had  come  in  to  remain. 

But  everything  a  boy  needs  to  know  is  not  learned  in  school. 
There  were  boys  bom  in  the  narrow  circle  which  first  I  knew 
who  not  only  dreamed  of  far-off  college  towns  and  triumphant, 
happy  graduation  days,  but  who  were  privileged  to  know 
about  it  all,  to  see  it  face  to  face,  and  to  afterwards  come 
home  medaled  and  degreed  and  finished  to  the  highest  point. 
While  these  were  gone  away  the  wnter  of  these  words  was 
busy  in  the  fields  and  woods  and  was  learning  of  those  serious, 
actual  things  that  make  up  so  much  of  life.  The  schooling 
that  I  had  was  in  the  winter  months  from  November  to 
February  and  in  the  summer  time  from  July  to  September. 
Short  indeed  were  those  periods  for  school,  but  my  beloved 
father  did  the  best  he  could,  and  made  a  thousand  sacrifices  to 
spare  me  from  the  work  so  much.  Those  country  schools 
were  not  much.  Sometimes  we  would  get  ahead  of  the 
teacher,  and  some  things  were  not  taught.  When  we  would 
come  to  things  the  teacher  didn't  know  he  would  pass  us  on 
by  saying,  "  this  doesn't  need  to  be  known,"  and  by  telling 
other  lies  like  that,  and  would  then  make  friends  with  his 
conscience  by  giving  us  a  long  play-time  at  noon. 

We  had  our  Friday  afternoon  performances,  when  speeches 
would  be  said.  Many  were  the  Marys  who  had  little  lambs, 
with  fleeces  white  as  snow,  and  enough  boys  stood  on  burn- 
ing decks  to  make  an  army.  And  there  never  were  as  many 
little  stars  that  were  enjoined  to  twinkle,  twinkle  all  the 
night  as  there  were  then,  and  whole  regiments  of  boys  pointed 
toward  the  rafters  and  exclaimed, 

"  How  I  wonder  what  you  are 
Up  above  the  world  so  high. 
Like  a  diamond  in  the  sky  I  " 

Not  that  any  of  us  had  ever  seen  a  diamond.     The  thought 
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that  was  always  suggested  to  me  when  we  got  the  stars  to 
twinkling  like  diamonds  in  the  sky,  was  the  Diamond  R  cattle 
brand  that  was  used  by  one  of  the  many  ranchmen  of  the 
great  Southwest.  While  the  stars,  like  diamonds  in  the  sky, 
were  getting  in  their  work,  my  mind  would  wander  to  the 
woods  and  prairies,  and  I  would  calculate  as  to  how  many 
"  mavericks  *'  the  Diamond  R  brand  had  gone  on  that  spring. 
And  then  T  would  think  of  my  father's  old  brand  and  his  new 
one.  My  father  was  not  a  born  ranchman.  He  was  raised 
over  in  Kentucky  where  the  people  had  old-fashioned  ways 
and  notions.  Over  there  to  have  "  mavericked  "  a  yearling 
would  have  been  a  theft.  It  was  thus  that,  after  the  Civil 
War  was  over  and  we  moved  to  Southwest  Texas,  he  never 
became  adjusted  to  the  new  regime,  in  which  every  man 
branded  every  stray  unbranded  calf  that  came  his  way.  Not 
that  only,  but  in  the  early  spring,  before  the  yearlings 
"  shed,"  it  often  happened  that  the  too  enterprising  cowmen 
branded  those  that  had  been  already  branded,  and  when  the 
long  hair  was  no  more,  the  same  lean,  inconsequential  calf 
bespoke  two  owners. 

It  was  to  save  the  like  of  this  that  my  father  changed  his 
brand.  It  was  first  a  simple  boot  — that  was  all.  The  "  boot 
brand  "  became  well  known,  but  it  was  so  small  that  many 
times  our  booted  yearlings  came  home  in  the  spring  with  other 
and  newer  brands  upon  them,  and  thus  came  about  the 
change.  The  little  boot  passed  out  except  for  horses,  and 
his  new  brand  was  five  letters  —  his  Christian  name  —  and 
spanned  the  yearling's  side  from  shoulder  blade  to  thigh.  I 
put  it  on  many  a  lean  and  hungry  calf  —  all  of  them  our 
own  —  and  when  it  was  well  put  on  this  is  the  way  it  read : 
EATOI^^. 

Of  ttimes  on  winter  mornings,  as  we  rode  our  five  long  miles 
to  school,  we  would  find  a  poor  cow  near  the  roadside  dead. 
At  the  risk  of  being  late  we  stopped  and  pealed  her  hide. 
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and  tying  it  to  a  lasso,  which  in  turn  was  wrapped  around 
the  saddle  horn,  the  hide  was  dragged  to  school  and  was 
stretched  over  the  "rider"  of  a  near-by  staked-and-ridered 
fence,  and  there  was  dried  while  we  were  at  our  books.  A 
good  cow  skin  meant  new  school  books,  balls,  marbles,  paper 
and  pencils  and  perhaps  a  set  of  fiddle  strings. 

Alas,  that  these  speeding,  happy  days  are  gone  I  At  forty, 
with  head  much  bereft  of  hair,  and  with  a  tinge  of  gray  in 
what  yet  I  have,  I  would  count  it  a  joy  beyond  words  if  I 
could  thus  ride  once  again  to  school  and  feel  the  sweet,  untold 
emotions  that  were  mine  in  those  glad  days. 

I  never  graduated. 

I  quit. 

Largely  because  the  school  quit.  It  was  wonderful,  the 
curriculum  of  that  last  country  school.  Much  grammar  and 
heroic  mathematics;  correct  spelling,  and  reading  that  would 
put  our  modem  college  graduates  to  shame ;  rhetoric  and 
composition  that  knew  the  reason  whyj  punctuation  that 
knew  a  period  from  an  exclamation  point;  declaiming  and 
debating  that  made  the  rafters  shake,  and  a  stalwart  knowl- 
edge of  the  sterner  things  of  life  that  no  school  teaches  now. 
And  some  Latin,  with  here  and  there  a  reference  to  Greek. 
But  these  were  not  down  for  study  and  were  only  thought  of 
by  the  far^advanced  who  hoped  some  day  to  teach. 

And  we  took  a  degree,  the  degree  of  C.  S.  —  Common 
Sense — that  qualified  the  alumnus  to  parse,  conjugate,  solve 
problems  in  university  algebra,  analyze  a  gem  from  Shake- 
speare, make  a  Friday  evening  speech,  skin  a  cow,  "  bust  a 
broncho,"  brand  a  calf,  fence  a  field,  shoot  a  gun,  swim  a 
river,  work  a  farm,  or  teach  a  school.  And  out  of  such  coun- 
try schools  have  come  our  Lincolns,  our  Spurgeons,  and  our 
Charles  Dickens' .  Every  year  our  colleges  turn  out  their 
coterie  of  kid-gloved  effeminates  who  are  set  to  swarm  for  a 
brief  period  around    law  offices,    doctor   shops,   and  school 
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rooms,  and  then  sink  into  oblivion.  They  lack  the  grit  and 
gumption  of  the  gawky  country  lad  who  took  a  course  in 
shop  or  farm  while  the  thin-legged  city  youth  was  smoking 
cigarettes  and  running  round  at  night. 

But  lest  some  old  backwoods  fossil,  whose  sons  and  daugh* 
ters  are  growing  up  in  ignorance,  should  draw  some  comfort 
from  my  words,  I  hasten  to  say  that  every  parent  who  can 
give  his  children  college  education  and  yet  refuses  so  to  do, 
commits  a  crime  against  his  flesh  and  blood,  and  rightly  rests 
under  the  condemnation  of  all  good  men.  The  boy  needs  all 
he  gets  on  the  farm,  at  the  ranch  or  in  the  shop,  but  when 
this  strong  physical  and  moral  substratum  has  been  laid,  let 
him  go  to  the  best  school  your  means  can  find  and  grow  in 
mind  as  he  has  grown  in  body. 

It  is  a  joy  to  me  beyond  words  that  our  first-born  child  is 
soon  to  graduate.  If  her  father  had  had  the  opportunities 
that  have  been  hers  he  might  have  been  -^  but  we  will  not  lift 
that  curtain  now;  he  had  what  he  had,  and  has  made  the 
most  of  it  that  he  could.  There  is  education  in  the  great 
world-field,  and  this  he  had,  because  when  yet  a  beardless 
youth  he  fronted  all  of  life's  most  serious  things.  Our  boy 
shall  have  a  college  education  too,  if  he  has  grit  and  grip 
enough  to  take  it.  And  thus  equipped  our  children  shall  go 
forth  into  the  serious  things  of  life  with  well-trained  minds, 
to  make  of  themselves  what  God  intended  should  be  made. 
If  I  live  I  shall  see  both  of  them  graduate,  and  on  their 
eventful  graduation  days  there  mayhap  will  return  to  their 
father's  heart  the  longings  that  came  to  him  in  childhood 
days  —  longings  for  opportunities  and  knowledge  that  were 
never  to  be  his. 

In  going  through  some  old  papers  I  find  the  following: 

**  McLennan  Co.,  State  of  Texas,  Dec.  1,  1877.  — 

This  is  to  certify  that  J.  B.  Cranfill,  having  furnished 
evidence  of  good  moral  character,  and  having  passed  a  satis- 
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factory  examination  in  the  following  named  branches:  Or- 
thography, Heading  in  English,  Penmanship,  Arithmetic, 
Modern  Geography,  English  Grammar,  and  English  Compo- 
sition, is  therefore  entitled  to  receive  this  teacher's  certificate, 
and  is  hereby  pronounced  competent  to  teach  a  school  in  this 
State." 

The  certificate  was  duly  signed  by  the  county  judge  and 
was  declared  **  valid  until  revoked  by  him"  for  good  cause. 
It  was  never  revoked,  and  I  cherish  this  faded  and  time-worn 
paper  now  because  it  marked  an  important  era  in  my  life. 

How  well  do  I  remember  the  old  frame  schoolhouse  where 
the  village  school  was  taught  I  As  I  read  this  old  certificate 
there  passed  before  me  the  faces  of  school-children  that  I 
loved  and  that  loved  me,  and  the  scenes  of  those  long  past 
days  lived  once  again  as  if  they  had  been  yesterday.  "We 
had  an  old-fashioned  school  —  the  school  with  McGuffey's 
readers  and  Webster's  spelling  book  and  Ray's  arithmetic. 
Many  were  the  afternoons  when  "  spelling  class  No.  1 " 
would  stand  before  the  old-time  blackboard  and  tell  off  in 
resounding  chorus  all  the  vowel  sounds  from  long  "a"  to 
the  meaning  of  two  dots  over  the  letter  "  u."  How  those 
boys  and  girls  could  spell  I  Barefooted  were  the  boys  and 
full  many  of  the  girls,  but  when  it  came  to  spelling  and 
arithmetic  and  good,  sound,  articulate  enunciation,  they  were 
far  and  away  ahead  of  some  of  the  mush-mouthed  young- 
sters of  to-day,  who  read  as  if  they  had  swallowed  the 
Declaration  of  Independence  and  were  sorry  of  it. 

When  that  memorable  school  began  I  was  just  turned 
nineteen.  Before  the  public  term  I  had  taught  a  private 
school.  It  began  in  May  and  ended  in  August.  In  those 
good  days  the  vacation  was  not  in  the  summer.  After  the 
crops  were  "  laid  by,"  the  real  school  began  and  ran  at  its 
flood  until  it  was  time  to  pull  the  corn  and  pick  the  cotton. 
"  Vacation  "  came  when  all  the  lads  and  lassies  were  needed 
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ill  the  farm,  but  their  real  vacation  was  the  time  they  spent 
in  school.  It  was  a  good  grammar  appetizer  —  was  the 
eight  months'  work  upon  the  farm.  The  boys  who  stood 
"head"  in  their  classes  were  bronzed  of  face  and  strong 
of  limb,  for  each  one  was  a  •*  hand  "  in  the  farm,  and  only 
came  to  school  between  times. 

I  see  the  happy  children  now  and  hear  their  merry  shouts 
as  the  day  is  done,  and  we  each  go  to  our  separate  homes. 
Full  many  a  time  I  have  gone  hand-in-hand  with  this  one 
or  with  that  one  to  his  home  "to  stay  all  night,"  and 
never  have  I  received  a  warmer  welcome  than  was  mine 
when  I,  a  boy-teacher  of  other  boys  and  girls,  have  lingered 
in  their  parents'  homes. 

As  I  look  back  across  those  more  than  twenty  years,  a 
feeling  that  I  cannot  put  in  words  mounts  to  my  heart.  The 
more  than  four-score  boys  and  girls  I  knew  —  some  even  then 
as  old  as  I  —  have  gone  their  separate  ways  in  life  and  many 
of  them  sleep  the  last  long  sleep  of  death.  One  of  them  was 
a  tiny  boy  in  those  glad  days,  and  I  taught  him  to  say  his  a, 
b,  c.  A  few  years  ago  I  saw  his  body  as  it  lay  cold  in  death. 
He  had  been  shot,  and  a  gaping  wound  told  the  story  of  the 
ending  of  his  strong,  young  life.  He  threw  himself  away  and 
followed  after  evil  habits  until  they  laid  him  low.  Others  of 
those  boys  and  girls  have  drank  the  cup  of  sorrow  to  its  bitter 
dregs,  and  still  others  have  fallen  at  their  posts,  where  they 
were  battling  bravely  in  the  conflicts  and  the  storms  of  life. 

How  well  do  I  remember  that  I  loved  them  all,  but  there 
was  one  —  a  timid,  quiet  girl,  whom  I  first  saw  in  her  short 
dress  and  sailor  hat  —  to  whom  I  now  confess  that  I  was  par- 
tial. She  was  scarce  seventeen  when  she  first  came  to  that 
little  village  school  —  not  as  old  as  her  daughter  is  to-day  — 
and  she  had  a  shy,  bashful  way  that  won  her  boy-teacher's 
heart.  She  was  in  the  big  spelling  class  and  —  mysterious  to 
tell  1  —  she  always  had  the  easy  words  to  spell.     Two  wicked 
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school-boys  looked  on  the  book  one  day  and  found  it  out. 
They  were  promptly  thrashed,  not  for  looking  on  the  book  — 
of  course  not  —  but  for  neglecting  lessons  they  had  been  told 
to  learn.  The  young  teacher  and  the  school-girl  with  the 
sailor  hat  were  children  like  the  rest  in  those  days  of  long 
ago,  but  next  year  —  September  1,  1878 — after  the  school 
term  was  out,  they  were  married,  and  the  school  was  ended 
thus  forever  and  for  aye. 

Along  with  the  certificate  that  I  have  copied  for  you,  there 
has  been  kept  for  all  these  years  another  document  that  is  in 
the  writing  of  a  much-loved  friend  who,  long  ago,  was  called 
to  try  the  realities  of  a  better  and  a  happier  clime.  How  can 
I  ever  forget  Dr.  Thomas  Duke  Williams,  the  schoolmaster's 
strong  and  loving  friend?  After  the  children  were  married  — 
for  neither  of  them  had  woke  up  to  the  great  and  pressing 
realities  and  needs  of  life  —  Dr.  "Wiiliams  wrote  the  testimo- 
nial, which  was  signed  by  eleven  of  the  leading  citizens  of  the 
little  place,  and  I  prize  it  now  above  gold  and  gems.  It 
testifies  that  they,  the  undersigned,  having  known  the  teacher 
for  a  length  of  time,  "  do  hereby  cordially  commend  him  as  a 
teacher  and  a  gentleman  to  any  community  in  which  he  may 
reside."  The  teacher  was  never  to  teach  school  again,  but 
has  no  feelings  of  remorse,  even  in  his  mature  years,  for  any 
duty  left  undone  in  those  days  of  long  ago,  for  he  did  his  very 
best.  Almost  half  of  those  who  signed  the  paper  testifying 
to  the  teather's  worth,  are  in  their  graves,  and  soon  all  the 
rest,  together  with  the  youthful  teacher  of  their  little  ones  of 
long  ago,  will  sleep  to  wake  at  the  trumpet  call  of  God. 

As  I  look  back  upon  those  happy  days  I  realize  how  little 
that  then  I  knew  of  life.  The  world  was  here,  with  all  its 
sordid  sinfulness,  deceit,  and  shame,  but  I  saw  it  not.  And 
no  one  could  have  shown  it  to  me  then.  One  of  the  saddest 
facts  in  life  is  that  each  one  of  us  must  go  down  into  its  dark 
depths  and  taste  its  bitter  waters  for  himself.     The  great  sea 
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of  human  prejudice  and  passion  surged  at  my  feet  as  it  does 
now,  and  I  heard  the  lashing  of  its  waves,  but  their  discordant 
sounds  were  so  blended  with  the  symphonies  of  a  happy  youth 
that  I  thought  it  all  entrancing  music. 

As  I  stand  to-day  on  life's  mountain-peak  and  look  back 
upon  the  scenes  of  twenty  years  ago  and  forward  to  the 
unknown  unfolding  of  the  years  to  come,  my  eyes  are  wet 
with  tears,  because  in  a  world  of  such  overwhelming  need 
I  have  done  so  little.  I  have  written  no  book.  I  have 
founded  no  college,  or  orphans'  home,  or  asylum.  I  have 
transformed  no  state.  In  a  world  that  is  sick  unto  death  for 
the  bread  of  life,  I  have  not  raised  a  voice  above  the  clash 
and  din  and  bedlam  of  the  world's  sad  strife.  I  have  lin- 
gered on  the  shore  of  the  world's  great  sea  of  need  and  have 
picked  up  a  pebble  here  and  there,  but  have  not  stemmed  the 
maelstrom  of  its  sinful  tide  nor  plunged  into  its  raging  depths 
to  save  the  millions  that  go  down  each  year  to  rise  again  no 
more.  I  would  have  been  a  Spurgeon  if  I  cQuld,  and  have 
heralded  the  glad  salvation  cry  to  all  the  world,  but  God  has 
willed  that  I  shall  be  but  a  private  in  the  ranks,  and  I  do 
not  complain.  If  it  shall  be  mine  in  future  years  to  leave 
some  token  here  to  guide  wandering  feet  to  paths  of  right, 
and  cheer  the  fainting  hearts  of  those  who  grow  weary  in  the 
strife,  I  shall  be  glad.  But  come  what  may,  I  shall  give 
God  all  the  praise  for  every  little  deed  of  cheer  and  help  for 
others  it  has  been  mine  to  do. 

Thoughts  like  these  came  trooping  to  my  heart  as  my  fingers 
traced  the  words  on  the  pages  of  these  mementos  of  the  long 
ago,  and  I  resolved  anew,  if  God  should  spare  to  me  yet  other 
years,  to  be  more  faithful  to  my  trust  and  live  more  gratefully 
in  the  coming  time  than  I  have  ever  lived  before.  For  to  Him 
I  owe  my  life,  my  hope,  my  daily  bread,  and  every  love  of 
every  friend  whose  helpful  kindness  has  brought  sunshine 
into  my  life. 
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HEJf  a  boy  I  frequently  went  with  my  father  to  the 
^^  Saturday  church  meetings,  and  the  conference 
had  a  certain  attraction  for  me.  I  shall  never 
forgot  how  they  elected  delegates  to  the  association. 
Isuallj  three  would  be  chosen  as  delegates,  and  three 
otherSj  ^^  in  case  of  failure."  My  childish  mind  did  not 
grasp  the  correct  meaning  of  the  term,  "  in  case  of  failure." 
My  interpretation  of  it  was,  that  the  last  three  mentioned  were 
to  go  in  case  the  first  three  didn't  have  sense  enough  to  make 
good  delegates.  In  after  years  I  knew  the  truth — that  the 
last  three  were  to-be  counted  as  delegates  in  case  the  first 
three  failed  to  go.  In  every  field  of  life  I  have  seen  a  rep- 
etition of  the  conference  at  the  little  country  church.  It 
has  come  home  to  me  in  my  work  as  a  preacher.  The  kind- 
hearted  friends  who  read  these  Thoughts  will  pardon  me  for 
telling  them  of  a  sorrow  that  abides  upon  me,  and  probably 
will  as  long  as  I  live. 

When  I  was  ordained  a  preacher  I  was  superintendent  of 
the  Texas  mission  work.  It  was  my  hope,  when  I  had  done 
all  that  I  could  do  in  that  work,  to  enter  into  some  humble 
pastorate,  and  preach  each  Lord's  day  to  a  people  I  could 
call  my  own.  But  God  ordained  it  otherwise,  and  I  went 
from  that  work  into  the  work  in  which  I  am  now  engaged, 
and,  so  far  as  a  man  can  plan  his  life  work,  I  feel  that  through 

all  the  years  that  shall  remain  to  me  I  shall  devote  my  strength 
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and  energies  to  Christian  journalism,  Wliile  this  is  so,  there 
come  to  me  anon  longings  that  can  not  be  put  in  words  to* 
be  a  pastor,  and  to  go  in  and  out  before  a  faithful  flock  a& 
their  minister  and  leader.  But  I  preach  only  "  in  case  of 
failure.*'  It  is  a  joy  unspeakable  when  God  uses  me  for  this, 
but  I  never  feel  at  home,  and  I  never  preach  in  a  beloved 
brother's  place  that  I  do  not  feel  the  embarrassment  that 
comes  from  a  sense  of  my  unworthiness  and  weakness,  and  of 
my  inability  to  fill  another's  place. 

Once  upon  a  time  I  chanced  to  be  in  Louisville,  It  was 
during  the  lifetime  of  the  sainted  Broadus.  I  spent  a  day  in 
the  theological  seminary,  I  recall  it  all  as  if  it  were  but 
yesterday.  How  happy  ought  those  ministers  to  be  who 
through  long,  studious  years  sat  at  the  feet  of  Broadus  I  I 
had  that  gracious  privilege  but  one  poor  day,  and  the  incense 
of  the  lesson  that  he  taught  me  lingers  with  me  now,  and  will 
abide  until  all  earthly  tongues  are  dumb.  He  was  talking  of 
Paul's  longing  to  be  a  preacher  to  his  own  loved  race,  and 
how  God  willed  it  to  send  him  far  hence  to  the  Gentiles. 
Tears  came  into  his  eyes  as  he  said :  "  I  knew  a  man  who 
longed  unspeakably  to  be  a  pastor  all  his  days.  He  felt  that 
that  work  was  his  work.  But  God  took  him  from  the  pas- 
torate, and  these  thirty  years  he  has  been  a  teacher  of  young- 
preachers."  We  all  knew  what  he  meant.  And  his  gracioue^ 
words  console  me  now  as  the  plan  I  cherished  once  evanishes 
from  view,  and  I  know  that  all  through  my  life  I  shall  preach 
"  in  case  of  failure." 

There  is  a  well-worn  and  greatly  cherished  adage  that 
usually  comes  to  us  in  these  words :  "  If  I  can't  be  first,  I 
won't  be  at  all."  And  this  desire  is  not  a  wicked  one.  Who 
is  it  that  doesn't  crave  to  be  loved  the  best  and  to  stand  at 
the  head  in  everything  to  which  he  turns  his  hand?  It  is 
well  to  be  first  if  you  can  be  first  according  to  the  righteoua 
will  of  God,  but  we  should  not  crave  to  be  first  if  to  be  first 
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means  by  foul  means  to  humiliate  and  rob  another.  Esau 
was  not  a  comely  man,  but  Jacob's  sin  was  great  when  he 
robbed  him  of  his  father's  blessing,  and  it  came  home  to 
Jacob  in  after  years  when  he  worked  not  seven,  but  fourteen 
years,  before  he  won  the  woman  that  he  loved. 

It  is  well  to  be  first  if  it  is  right  to  be  first,  but  it  is  better 
to  be  content  to  take  second  place  than  to  seek  to  conquer 
primacy  by  unworthy  means.  I  once  had  a  friend  who  loved 
with  all  his  heart,  but  he  came  at  last  to  learn  that  the  object 
of  his  love  did  not  love  him  as  she  loved  another.  It  was  a 
blow  nigh  unto  death,  but  he  went  bravely  on,  and  cherished 
all  the  love  that  remained  to  him.  The  world  is  full  of  dis- 
appointed hearts.  Who  among  us  married  his  first  love? 
She  was  a  gentle  maiden,  brother  dear,  and  in  those  halycon 
days  of  youth  you  gave  to  her  a  royal  love,  but  she  sleeps 
to-day  out  in  a  lonely  grave,  and  your  heart  has  been  given 
to  another.  You  did  not  love  her  as  you  love  to-day,  because 
your  second  love  is  the  love  of  a  full-grown  man,  and  its 
tentacles  are  twined  around  every  fiber  of  your  heart. 

I  bring  a  note  of  loving  sympathy  to-day  to  all  who  live  and 
work  at  second  hand.  We  all  have  had  our  times  of  darkness, 
and  our  hearts  sometimes  linger  in  pensive  sadness  around  the 
grave-yards  of  the  past.  We  think  upon  what  might  have 
been,  and  weep  because  some  cherished  object  or  desire  is  far 
beyond  our  reach.  But  in  it  all  it  will  be  well  if  we  pray  God 
for  grace  to  be  content  with  what  we  have.  If  I  am  not  first, 
oh,  God,  make  me  useful  to  the  highest  limit  where  I  am.  If 
I  am  second  choice  even,  and  if  in  that  humble  station  I  have 
light  and  usefulness  and  hope,  all  is  well.  Out  in  the  battle 
front  there  stands  the  loyal  color-bearer  with  h:s  heart  bared 
to  the  foe.  Through  flash  of  shot  and  shell  he  holds  aloft 
the  banner  of  his  native  land.  But  in  the  heat  of  conflict  he  is 
4shot  down,  and  the  flag  falls  to  mingle  with  the  grime  and  dirt. 
Another —  a  bright-eyed  youth  with  gleaming  eye  and  brave, 
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unwavering  heart — picks  up  the  flag,  and  witli  it  storms  the 
battlements  of  death.  He  was  not  first,  but  who  will  dare  to 
minimize  his  manly  deed? 

The  lieutenants,  the  assistants,  the  helpers,  those  who  are 
never  first — God  bless  them  all!  They  are  the  workers  of 
the  world.  In  a  great  store  where  I  visited  the  other  day  are 
five  hundred  workers,  but  only  one  —  the  proprietor —  is  first. 
The  first  ones  can  not  do  the  work.  They  can  only  pl;ui  and 
lead,  while  all  the  details,  the  laborious  ploddings,  are  left  to 
other  hands.  All  through  the  life  of  Jesus  and  the  apostles 
the  humble  forces  in  God's  great  harvest  field  were  loved  and 
honored.  How  often  does  Paul,  the  great  apostle,  speak  in 
tenderest  love  of  those  who  labored  as  his  helpers.  He  men- 
tions some  by  name,  but  many  of  their  names  are  known  now 
on  earth  no  more.  In  every  grave-yard  there  are  multitude's 
of  unmarked  graves.  The  poor  are  soon  forgotten,  and  their 
names  sink  with  them  into  death.  But  their  sleeping  dust  is 
as  precious  in  the  sight  of  God  as  the  ashes  of  a  king.  They 
were  not  first  on  earth,  but  when  the  day  of  God  shall  come 
they  will  be  raised  in  glory  and  in  supernal  splendor  they  will 
live  forever  with  their  Lord. 

The  great  thing  is  not  whether  we  have  our  wa}'  or  not,  nor 
is  it  important  that  we  should  be  first.  The  mother  of  James 
and  John  wanted  her  sons  to  rank  all  the  rest,  but  Jesus 
taught  her  the  lesson  that  greatness  is  not  measured  by 
station,  but  by  service.  So  I  have  come  to  this  point  of 
growth  in  grace  that,  God  helping  me,  I  will  do  anything  or 
go  anywhere  if  it  be  His  will.  Since  I  am  never  to  be  a  pas- 
tor, I  will  preach  "in  case  of  failure,"  and  rejoice  that  it  has 
been  given  to  me  to  be  at  hand  when  an  emergency  arose. 
Since  I  am  never  to  span  continents  as  did  Livingstone,  nor 
go  to  India  as  did  Carey,  nor  translate  the  Bible  as  did 
"Wy cliff e,  nor  write  an  immortal  book  as  did  Bunyan,  I  will 
be  faithful  as  best  I  can  over  the  few  things  God  has  left  to 
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me,  and  will  strive  to  make  up  in  zeal  what  I  have  lacked  in 
talent  and  position.  God  help  all  of  us  who  are  never  first, 
as  this  world  goes,  to  fill  our  humble  station  faithfully  and 
well,  and  to  lift  up  grateful  hearts  to  God  that  He  has  let  us 
have  a  name  and  place  in  His  great  harvest  field. 

With  my  heart  aching  because  of  cravings  that  can  never 
be  fulfilled,  and  of  longings  that  shall  be  only  longings  when 
I  die,  I  yet  am  thankful  for  the  humble  sphere  to  which  I  am 
assigned,  and  shall  ever  praise  my  Lord  for  his  unmeasured 
goodness.  I  shall  never  preach  like  Paul  or  Spurgeon,  I 
shall  never  sail  out  into  the  great  unsounded  depths  of  ocean 
where  the  large  craft  go;  but  I  thank  God  to-day  that  I 
have  been  allowed  to  come  down  to  the  shore,  and  hear  the 
breakers  roar  and  catch  a  glimpse  of  tlie  snow-white  sails 
that  flutter  in  the  shimmering  sun.  I  deplore  my  poverty, 
but  I  rejoice  that  some  are  rich.  I  never  could  play  the  flute, 
but  every  time  I  hear  its  silvery  music  I  rejoice  that  there 
are  some  who  can  sound  all  its  entrancing  notes. 

So  my  message  to-day  is  to  the  discouraged  and  dissatis- 
fied. I  come  to  you,  not  as  one  who  lives  in  another  world, 
but  as  one  whose  heart  is  often  sad  because  his  efforts  are  so 
very  poor.  I  come  to  sound  a  clarion  note  of  "onward'*  in 
your  ears.  God  didn't  intend  for  me  to  be  a  whale.  If  He 
had,  I  would  have  been  born  at  sea,  with  my  life-preservers 
on.  If  God  had  made  me  for  an  eagle,  I  would  have  first 
seen  the  light  of  day  in  some  mountain  eyrie,  where  all  the 
noises  of  earth  ^ound  like  the  distant  breakers  of  the  sea, 
God  made  me  for  the  little  sphere  that  I  am  called  to  fill. 
He  gave  to  me  the  power  to  fill  that  sphere  and  to  glorify 
His  name  as  truly  as  did  the  quenchless  fire  of  Spurgeon  or 
the  immortal  words  of  Bunyan.  And  if  I  do  my  work  in  my 
humble  sphere  with  true  nobility  of  heart,  I  shall  join  in  all 
the  glorious  anthems  of  the  greatest  voices  that  shall  resound 
in  Heaven.  For  I  shall  not  be  judged  by  what  I  have,  but 
by  what  I  do  with  what  I  have,  and  by  what  I  am. 
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^HE  papers  a  few  days  ago  recited  the  particulars  of 
a  drunken  debauch  from  which  the  drunkard 
came  forth  bruised  and  bleeding.  I  have  known 
the  man  more  than  a  dozen  years.  The  first  time  I 
saw  him  he  lay  insensible  on  the  floor  of  a  West 
Texas  bar-room,  blood  gushing  from  a  deep  gash  in  his 
forehead.  None  of  us  believed  he  would  live  till  morning, 
but  he  did,  and  completely  recovered. 

Afterwards  this  man  stood  atthe  bedside  of  a  dying  nephew 
and  promised  the  boy  he  loved,  as  the  sufierer  breathed  out 
his  rich  young  life,  that,  so  help  him  God,  he  would  never 
touch  liquor  again.  The  graveyard  trees  have  moaned  their 
dirges  full  many  a  winter  through  since  that  sad  night  of 
death,  but  not  for  even  one  poor  month  did  the  drunkard 
keep  his  solemn  vow.  And  he  never  will.  He  will  die  a 
lost  and  hopeless  drunkard.     His  soul  is  dead  now. 

And  this  leads  me  to  what  is  on  my  heart  to  say  this  Lord's 
day  morning.  It  is  this :  If  an  evil  habit  can  so  mar  and 
wreck  a  human  life,  why  may  not  a  wholesome  habit,  formed 
and  kept  in  the  fear  and  love  of  God,  bring  to  us  enduring 
and  broadening  character  that  will  abide  with  us  as  the  drunk- 
ard's disease  and  poverty  cling  to  him? 

There  are  many  Christians  who  pray  —  indeed  all  Chris- 
tians pray  —  but  I  fear  there  are  but  few  of  them  who  have 
fixed,  unalterable  habits  of  daily  prayer.     Such  a  habit  will 
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do  more  to  make  a  Christian  strong  in  God's  sweet  service 
than  all  else  beside.  If  the  prayer  habit  could  become  a  part 
of  every  Christian  life  the  world  would  not  long  remain  away 
from  God. 

Then  there  are  our  family  devotions.  Family  prayer  is  to 
some  people  like  the  measles  —  they  never  catch  it  but  one 
time,  no  matter  how  often  they  are  exposed  to  it.  Some  time, 
after  the  stirring  scenes  of  a  great  revival,  the  family  have 
together  read  God's  word  and  as  a  family  bowed  them  down 
before  the  mercy  seat  in  earnest  prayer.  But  it  wa«  soon 
abandoned  and  the  children  remember  it  as  they  remember 
the  time  that  lightning  struck  the  barn.  The  habit  of  family 
worship  prevails  in  so  few  families  that  it  makes  us  sad  at 
heart  to  think  upon  it.  This  goodly  habit  of  reading  God's 
word  to  the  little  ones  and  bowing  with  them  before  they 
close  their  eyes  in  sleep,  brings  a  blessing  that  earth  can 
neither  give  nor  take  away.  And  many  a  child  has,  in  this 
way,  learned  enough  of  God's  sweet  Book  to  keep  him  from 
the  quicksands  in  life's  sterner  years. 

And  oh,  how  much  I  wish  that  all  who  love  the  Master 
would  form  the  daily  habit  of  reading  and  meditating  on  His 
blessed  Book.  And  if  once  formed,  this  habit  would  make 
the  toilsome  journey  to  the  grave  resplendently  radiant  with 
love  and  joy  and  hope.  The  path  that  of tentimes  seems  lone 
and  sad,  would  sparkle  with  overhanging  rainbows,  and  the 
forest  mazes  would  be  vocal  with  the  songs  of  birds.  That 
is  a  happy  Christian  whose  daily  habit  is  to  read  God's  word. 
The  softest  down  that  ever  pillowed  a  weary,  aching  head 
are  the  hope-inspiring  promises  of  God.  The  most  soothing 
balm  that  was  ever  pressed  to  a  wounded  heart  is  the  ^'  I  am 
with  you  always  "  of  the  book  of  God.  And  dying  Chris- 
tians anchor  their  souls  to  it  before  the  death  glaze  shuts  out 
the  scenes  of  earth. 

These  Thoughts  to-day  are  already  long  enough,  but  I  can- 
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not  forbear  a  reference  to  a  sermon  Dr.  Broad  us  preached  on 
"  The  Habit  of  Thankfulness."  This  man  of  God  lies  cold 
and  dead  this  day,  and  mourners  gather  about  bis  still,  pale 
face,  to  look  upon  it  here  for  the  last  time.  But  he,  being 
dead,  yet  speaketh.  I  recall  his  tender  emphasis  of  the 
habit —  the  goodly  habit  — of  giving  daily  thanks  to  God, 

So  I  pray  to-day  that  we  may  gird  ourselves  with  habits 
like  unto  the  habits  of  our  blessed  Master  while  He  sojourned 
and  suffered.  It  will  be  a  solace  in  declining  years  to  have 
clustered  around  our  hearts  and  lives,  and  homes,  habits  like 
these.  And  if  one  bad  man's  bad  example  leads  a  multitude 
into  evil,  how  much  more  will  righteous  habits  constrain  those 
whose  lives  each  day  touch  ours,  to  take  knowledge  of  us 
that  we  have  been  with  Jebus. 

Some  years  ago  I  read  in  an  associated  press  dispatch  an  ac- 
count of  a  very  sad  death.  For  many  years  a  man  had  suffer- 
ed with  a  cancer.  At  the  beginning  of  course,  the  growth 
was  small  and  insignificant  and  no  attention  was  paid  to  it. 
Day  by  day,  however,  it  grew,  and  there  came  a  time  when 
the  sufferer  woke  up  to  the  fact  that  the  issue  of  life  and 
death  was  involved  in  its  removal.  Many  remedies  were 
applied,  but  none  availed  to  relieve  him  from  the  terrible 
affliction  that  was  eating  out  his  life.  The  cancer  grew.  It 
grew  every  hour.  With  every  pulsation  of  his  heart  it  fast- 
ened itself  deeper  and  deeper  into  his  yielding  flesh.  At  last, 
in  a  moment  of  supreme  suffering  and  exasperation,  he  took 
hold  of  the  cancer  with  both  hands  and  pulled  it  out  by  the 
roots.  He  did  not  live  an  hour.  He  died  freed  from  the  can- 
cer, but  at  last  it  was  the  cancer  that  killed  him. 

I  personally  know  two  other  men  who  have  suffered  with 
cancer.  They  are  both  my  friends  and  both  have  been  cured. 
In  the  early  stages  of  the  fell  disease,  before  the  cancerous 
growth  had  taken  root  in  their  vitals,  they  sought  the  neces- 
sary means   and  were  healed.     Each  has   a   scar  where  the 
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virulent,  poisonous  and  deadly  growth  once  lived,  but  both 
are  well  to-day,  and  in  God's  good  providence  will  live  out 
happily  their  allotted  years. 

It  will  not  be  difficult  for  any  thoughtful  mind  to  see 
already  the  lesson  I  seek  to  impress  to-day.  There  are  little 
habits  that  are  as  poisonous  as  cancer,  that  are  beginning  in 
many  lives.  In  more  than  twice  ten  thousand  homes  in  this 
land  we  love,  there  are  bright  young  men  who  are  just  be-, 
ginning  to  drink.  They  are  not  yet  awake  to  the  fact  that  it 
18  cancer.  They  do  not  know  that  the  seeds  of  ruined  char- 
acter, blighted  hopes,  and  eternal  hell  abide  in  the  wine  when 
it  giveth  its  color  in  the  cup  and  moveth  itself  aright.  They 
do  not  foresee  the  time  when  they  will  be  like  the  common 
drunkard,  who  now  in  the  passionless  adultery  of  drunken- 
ness, begs  his  way  from  house  to  house  and  would  drink  his 
blood  if  he  could  find  no  rum.  As  sure  as  the  two  friends 
mentioned  had  cancer,  and  as  sure  as  the  first  sufferer  men- 
tioned lost  his  life  from  the  deadly  growth,  that  sure  will  the 
man  who  yields  day  by  day  to  the  seduction  of  drink  fall  at 
last  into  a  hopeless  and  a  nameless  grave  and  wake  up  in  hell. 

There  are  many  who  will  read  these  lines  in  whose  lives 
are  just  beginning  the  cancer  of  some  deadly  sin.  They  do 
not  know  now,  as  the  young  man  who  takes  his  three  drinks 
a  day  does  not  know,  that  there  is  death  at  the  end,  but  as 
certain  as  the  seasons  come  and  go,  as  certain  as  God  reigns, 
as  certain  as  grass  grows  and  water  runs,  that  certain  will  any- 
deadly  sin,  when  clasped  to  the  heart,  lead  on  at  last  to  woe 
unspeakable  and  death  eternal.  I  do  make  plea  to-day  with 
all  the  powers  of  my  soul,  with  you  who  are  beginning  to 
play  just  a  little  with  evil  things,  who  are  beginning  just  a 
little  to  tread  the  path  where  your  steps  take  hold  on  hell,  for 
the  sake  of  your  eternal  soul  right-about-face  and  pluck  out 
of  your  heart  while  there  is  time  the  sin  that  is  fastening 
itself  with  cancerous  malice  upon  your  heart  and  life. 
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When  I  was  at  Niagara  Falls  some  years  ago,  as  I  was 
driven  about  witnessing  that  wondrous  work  of  God,  I  sat 
on  the  seat  beside  the  driver.  He  had  lived  there  many 
years.  He  told  me  that  once  upon  a  time  two  bright 
young  men,  both  expert  swimmers,  went  out  in  boats  on  the 
river  some  three  miles  above  the  Falls.  Their  parents  and 
loved  ones  warned  them  that  they  courted  death,  but  they 
knew  their  strength,  and  feeling  secure  in  that  strength, 
laughed  the  fears  of  their  loved  ones  away.  They  went 
on  down  the  current  of  the  stream  until  they  struck  the 
rapids  that  were  the  beginnings  of  the  great  Niagara  Falls. 
One  of  them  then  saw  the  danger  and  in  his  boat  retreated. 
The  other,  more  daring,  went  yet  farther  down,  and  when 
at  last  he  essayed  to  turn  his  frail  bark  back  and  up  the 
stream,  it  was  too  late.  Down  and  down  he  went.  Soon 
his  boat  was  dashed  in  pieces  and  he  came  down  the  mad 
current  speeding  on  his  way  to  death.  Just  above  the  crest 
of  the  Falls  he  caught  upon  a  jutting  rock  that  stands  there 
still,  and  held  there  for  twelve  hours.  Ropes  were  thrown 
toward  him,  but  none  ever  could  reach  him.  Prayers  were 
offered  for  him.  There  were  heart-rending  cries  as  his 
loved  ones  came  and  saw  his  strength  hour  by  hour  fail, 
until  at  last  he  was  able  to  hold  out  no  longer,  and  relax- 
ing his  hold,  went  down.  They  picked  him  up  in  Whirl- 
pool Rapids,  below  the  Falls,  a  scarred  and  blackened 
corpse,  and  buried  him  out  in  the  old  churchyard,  a  victim 
of  his  own  recklessness   and  youthful  folly. 

There  arc  millions  who  to-day  are  rowing  their  boats  right 
above  the  Falls.  They  are  now,  some  of  them,  where  the 
strong  currents  have  begun,  but  they  do  not  yet  realize  the 
dangers  that  confront  them.  In  a  littlie  while  they  will  be 
swept  by  the  currents  of  their  evil  passions  down  into  death 
forever,  and  their  scarred  and  mutilated  lives  will  only  serve 
as  signboards  to  warn  oncoming  generations  of  the  death  that 
lurks  in  every  breeze  for  those  who  yield  to  sin. 
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The  only  way  to  treat  a  cancer  is  when  it  begins.  It  can- 
not be  cured  after  it  takes  hold  on  the  blood  and  fastens  itft 
deadly  tentacles  deep  in  the  tissues  it  consumes.  This  is  why 
love  grows  so  strong.  •  Hour  by  hour,  day  by  day,  and  week 
by  week,  it  gains  in  power,  till  at  last  to  conquer  its  power  is 
to  die.  It  may  be  pulled  out  by  the  roots,  but  to  thus  part 
with  it  is  to  give  up  life.  And  yet  there  are  men  and  women 
too  —  bright  young  men  and  comely  maidens  —  who  count  it 
a  light  thing  to  trifle  with  each  other's  love.  Would  to  God 
that  all  our  young  people  were  more  careful  and  more  true. 

The  only  way  not  to  go  over  Niagara  Falls  is  to  keep  your 
life  boat  out  of  Niagara  river.  O !  dear  soul  I  steer  your 
craft  in  peaceful  waters,  where  God  reigns  and  rules,  and 
where  angels  come  to  strengthen  and  console,  and  where  the 
Rock  of  Ages,  full  of  balm  and  blessing,  invites  your  weary 
heart  to  find  sweet  rest  under  its  peaceful  shades.  If  you 
are  sick  with  cancer,  the  cancer  of  sin,  and  have  not  gone 
too  far,  as  many  have,  come  back  to-day.  Come  to  the 
Great  Physician,  to  whom  no  sin-sick  soul  has  ever  come  in 
vain,  and  pour  out  there  your  silent  grief  in  penitence,  and 
He  will  hear  your  cry.  Only  God  can  save  sinners  like  we 
are,  and  it  is  only  through  His  mercy  that  we  can  hope  to 
escape  the  corroding  and  cancerous  sins  that  daily  seek  to 
fasten  themselves  upon  our  lives.  Without  Him  we  are  pow-^ 
erless.  With  Him  we  can  do  all  things.  So  I  commend  every 
sinner  to  our  Lord.  Let  his  ear  be  quickened  to  hear  the 
Savior's  tender  words :  **  Neither  do  I  condemn  thee ;  go  and 
sin  no  more."  Let  him  remember  that  every  cancer  that 
seeks  to  fasten  itself  on  his  life  knocked  at  our  Savior's  heart 
as  well,  and  that  He  was  touched  with  the  feeling  of  all  our 
infirmities,  and  in  every  way  was  tempted  as  we  are. 
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^he  Sin  of  Selfishness. 

^WO  words  that  are  diflTerent  in  meaning  if  you  go 
by  the  dictionary  are  close  of  kin  if  you  go  by 
human  nature.  They  are  "sensitiveness"  and 
"selfishness."  The  theory  of  the  Christian  life  is 
that  when  one  essays  to  follow  Christ  he  first  denies 
himself,  but  I  greatly  fear  that  he  thinks  about  self  a 
dozen  times  to  where  he  thinks  about  Christ  once.  The 
question  that  comes  up  a  hundr^^d  times  a  day  is:  "How  will 
it  aflfect  mef  " 

This  species  of  selfishness  is  prevalent  among  preachers. 
To  look  for  an  easy  place  has  become  the  rule.  There  is 
more  inquiry  about  the  salary  that  is  to  be  paid  than  about 
the  good  that  may  be  done.  "How  will  /fare  there?  Will 
I  be  pounded  and  dined  and  honored?  Is  it  an  easy  field? 
Do  they  pay  promptly?  Will  I  have  an  easy  time?"  These 
are  the  questions  that  seem  uppermost  in  these  last  days. 
These  words  of  Sheridan  are  often  too  true  of  those  who 
should  be  the  most  self-sacrificing  men  of  their  race: — 

"I  never  could  any  luster  see 
In  eyes  that  w^ould  not  look  on  me." 

We  all  are  right  in  theory,  but  when  the  matter  comes 
home  to  us  our  hearts  crave  the  soft  pastorate  with  the  en- 
ticing salary.  Our  schools  and  theological  seminaries  are 
crowded  with  young  preachers,  and  I  dare  say  that  in  all  the 
multitudes  that  throng  their  halls  there   is   not   one   that 
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expects  when  he  finishes  off,  to  seek  the  quiet  precincts  of 
his  old  country  home,  **  far  from  the  gay  cities  and  the  ways 
of  men,"  and  there  give  the  best  that  is  in  him  to  his  people 
and  his  God.  Bacon  truly  says  that  '*  God  Almighty  first 
planted  a  garden."  Among  the  rural  shades  where  God 
and  life  and  honor  are  all  real,  it  would  seem  that  many  a 
bright  young  servant  of  the  King  would  gladly  go  to  spend 
a  long  and  useful  life.  But  no.  When  he  has  taken  bis 
degree  his  ambition  leads  him  to  seek  the  '^  madding  crowd's 
ignoble  strife  "  and  with  him  it  is  a  town  pastorate  or  nothing. 
The  truth  about  it  is  that  with  a  constant  drain  upon  our 
country  churches  for  their  best  young  men,  who  polish  up 
but  return  to  them  no  more,  it  has  come  to  pass  that  it  is 
diflicult  to  get  acceptable  pastors  in  our  rural  fields.  Not 
long  ago  I  met  far  out  in  the  country  a  bright,  earnest  and 
highly  useful  rural  pastor.  It  is  true  he  had  never  rubbed 
aigainst  a  college  wall,  and  his  education  was  quite  limited, 
but  he  was  strong  in  his  love  of  God  and  in  the  knowledge  of 
His  word.  His  labors  are  in  a  field  where  he  is  sadly  needed. 
The  words  almost  came  to  my  lips  inviting  him  to  go  to 
school  and  secure  an  education,  but  they  were  not  uttered. 
I  knew  full  well  that  if  he  should  go  away  to  school  he  would 
never  seek  those  quiet  shades  again,  but  would  find  a  distant 
field  where  in  truth  he  would  be  less  needed.  It  seems  to 
me  that  an  addition  sadly  needs  to  be  made  to  our  theological 
curriculum.  Let  it  be  called  the  ''  Self-Denial  Department " 
and  teach  young  preachers  that  the  highest  duty  of  a  minister 
of  God  is  to  seek  a  field  where  he  is  most  needed,  rather  than 
one  that  he  likes  best. 

But  this  is  not  intended  to  be  a  sermon  to  preachers  only. 
It  can  be  applied  to  our  lay  members  as  much  as  to  our 
preachers.  The  great  and  all-absorbing  query  with  us  all, 
irrespective  of  standing,  condition  or  sex,  is:  "What  effect 
will  it  have  on  me?  "    Not  long  ago  in  a  town  where  I  chanced 
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to  be,  I  overheard  a  man  —  a  member  of  the  church  — 
exclaim:  "I  wish  that  church  house  would  burn  downl" 
Why  this  wicked  wish?  It  was  made  because  the  church  was 
close  to  his  house  and  those  who  came  had  a  habit  of  tying 
their  horses  to  the  trees  that  had  been  planted  on  his  sidewalk. 
It  was  true,  as  I  observed,  that  some  of  the  trees  had  lost 
their  bark,  but  what  is  a  tree  or  two  as  compared  with  the 
work  of  a  church  of  Jesus  Christ?  All  the  souls  that  had 
found  Jesus  within  those  walls,  all  the  bleeding  hearts  that 
had  found  surcease  of  sorrow  there,  all  the  little  children  that 
had  there  first  heard  the  Savior's  blessed  word  proclaimed  — 
these  weighed  as  nothing  to  a  selfish  heart  that  was  concen- 
trated in  its  affections  on  a  few  shade  trees. 

And  is  it  not  so  throughout?  Self  rises  up  and  seems  to 
say :  "All  else  on  earth  are  ciphers  and  I  am  the  figure  1, 
who  when  placed  beside  them,  swells  their  value  into  mil- 
lions." Sometimes  I  think  it  is  a  mistake  in  the  rhetoric 
to  have  ruled  that  the  first  person  should  be  always  expressed 
with  a  capital  "  I "  and  an  error  in  the  grammar  to  have  called 
"  I "  the  *'  first  person."  Alas,  how  faithfully  we  follow  the 
grammar,  whether  we  have  ever  seen  one  or  not.  It  is  "  I," 
the  first  person,  all  the  way  through  life.  No  move  is  made, 
no  labor  planned  without  counting  "I"  as  the  chief  factor. 
And  it  is  no  wonder  that  selfishness  and  greed  have  manacled 
the  world.  Self  is  never  satisfied.  Self  is  as  insatiable  as 
Satan  and  as  bottomless  as  hell.  Self  is  like  the  Dead  Sea 
which  is  the  grave  of  Sodom. 

May  God  help  us  to  grow  out  of  self  into  the  love  and  life 
and  death  of  Jesus.  He  literally  poured  out  Himself  for  us. 
No  wonder  the  great  Apostle  to  the  Gentiles  in  his  closing 
words  to  Timothy  exclaimed  that  he  was  being  poured  out 
and  the  time  of  his  release  had  come.  These  are  examples 
for  us  to  follow.  Let  us  never  ask  but  two  questions  about  a 
field  of  labor:     1.  Is  that  where  I  can  do  the  most  good? 
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2.  Does  God  call  me  there?  These  two  questions  answered 
and  God  will  take  care  of  the  rest.  This  fleshly  self  is  soon 
to  die  and  crumble  into  dust.  Its  days  here  can  be  but  few. 
God  help  us  to  burst  its  hand-cuffs  from  our  wrists  and  enter 
that  larger  sphere  of  life  and  love  of  which  Jesus  and  not  self 
shall  ever  form  the  center. 

Human  nature  began  to  assert  itself  very  early  in  the  his- 
tory of  the  race.  As  Josh  Billings  says,  "There  is  a  great 
deal  of  human  nature  in  a  man."  The  chief  butler  who 
was  so  helped  by  the  interpretation  which  Joseph,  his  fel- 
low prisoner,  gave  of  his  dream,  was  very  grateful  at  first, 
but  the  inspired  text  informs  us  that  when  he  was  restored 
to  the  King's  favor  he  did  not  remember  Joseph,  but  for- 
got him. 

What  a  blessed  world  this  would  be  if  we  would  remember 
kindness  as  long  and  be  as  quick  to  reward  it  as  we  are  to 
treasure  an  injury  and  render  evil  for  evil.  In  some  time  of 
special  and  overwhelming  need  a  friend  comes  and  ministers 
to  us.  In  the  depth  of  our  pain  he  abides  with  us  to  cool  the 
fevered  brow  and  chase  away  the  long  and  weary  watches  of 
the  night.  How  grateful  we  are  then^  but  when  health  and 
strength  return  we  sponge  out  the  remembrance  of  the  great 
kindness  we  have  received,  and  do  not  deem  our  faithful 
friend  as  more  to  be  regarded  than  his  fellows. 

In  lonely  and  weary  hours  how  many  are  the  promises  we 
make  to  God?  Our  prayers  for  help  are  laden  with  promises 
as  with  incense.  If  God  will  raise  us  up  this  time;  if  the 
burden  shall  be  lifted  from  our  tired  shoulders ;  if  there  will 
come  surcease  of  pain  and  anguish  one  more  time  we  will 
never  again  fail  in  performing  our  fullest  duty  to  God.  But 
the  clouds  disperse,  the  golden  sunlight  comes,  health  sends 
the  warm  new  blood  to  mantle  our  cheeks,  prosperity  comes 
to  us  again  on  the  wings  of  the  morning — and  God  is  not  in 
all  our  thoughts.  He  is  forgotten,  and  every  promise  made 
to  him  is  sntipped  in  sunder  like  threads  of  gossamer. 
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Verily,  Pharaoh's  chief  butler  has  a  mighty  progeny. 
Forgetful  of  promises  to  our  fellows ;  forgetful  of  the  good 
our  friends  have  done  to  us;  forgetful  of  our  vows  to  God, 
and  treading  under  foot  our  most  sacred  promises.  No 
wonder  it  took  the  groans  of  Gethsemane  and  the  blood  of 
Calvary  to  save  sinners  such  as  we  are,  and  no  wonder  that 
we  still  burden  the  heart  of  our  Advocate  as  He  pleads  for  us 
in  the  Father's  court  in  Heaven.  Oh,  Master,  help  us  to 
keep  our  vows  to  Thee  1  Vows  made  when  our  spirits,  alone 
with  Thee,  sought  Thy  listening  ear  in  which  to  register  our 
sacred  promises.  Help  us  to  remember  those  who  have  stood 
by  us  in  dark  and  gloomy  hours,  and  help  us  by  Thy  Spirit 
to  regard  Thy  benefits  and  forget  them  not,  and  to  give  Thee 
that  homage  and  adoration  and  willing  service  we  have  vowed 
to  give  when  in  our  Gethsemane  we  implored  Thy  face  to 
shine  upon  us. 

The  adage  that  "every  one  has  his  faults"  is  undoubt- 
edly true;  but  it  should  always  be  used  to  tone  down  harsh 
views  of  others,  never  to  magnify  their  faults,  nor  to  serve 
as  an  excuse  for  our  own.  It  is  just  possible  that  none  of 
us  are  altogether  as  good  as  we  would  like  to  have  others 
think  we  are,  or  indeed,  as  we  make  ourselves  believe.  The 
microscope  that  we  use  in  discovering  the  faults  of  others  we 
are  prone  to  reverse  when  estimating  our  own  shortcomings. 
David  was  quick  to  adjudge  the  criminal  Nathan  held  up  to 
him  as  worthy  of  death  until  the  inexorable  prophet  thundered 
in  his  ears,  "  Thou  art  the  man  I '' 

We  are  prone  to  establish  arbitrary  rules  of  judgment  when 
coutemplating  the  faults  of  another,  but  when  our  own  case 
comes  up  for  trial  we  cling  longingly  to  the  "  extenuating  cir- 
cumstances." It  is  a  trite  remark  that  no  man  is  a  capable 
judge  of  his  own  productions,  and  in  a  large  measure  this  is 
true.  We  have  no  idea  that  Bunyan  had  even  a  faint  con- 
ception of  the  immortality  that  was  hidden  in  the  pages  of 
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Pilgrim's  Progress  as  they  opened  before  bim,  permeated  with 
the  dust  and  mould  of  Bedford  jail.  Henry  Grady  was  doubt- 
less as  much  surprised  at  the  electric  thrill  his  New  York  speech 
sent  tingling  through  the  nerves  of  the  American  people  as 
were  any  of  the  auditors  who  on  that  eventful  night  hung 
upon  his  words.  Similar  instances  might  be  multiplied  ad 
infinitum. 

In  like  manner  we  are  very  poor  judges  of  our  own  faults. 
A  man  who  uses  tobacco  fills  the  whole  room  with  the  sicken- 
ing odor  of  the  vile  drug,  but  he  doesn't  smell  it.  So  with 
one's  faults.  They  are  easily  discoverable  to  others,  but  are 
scarcely  perceptible  to  us. 

These  words  are  written  down  to  stimulate  that  Christian 
charity  and  forbearance  that  should  find  a  home  in  every 
Christian  heart.  If  we  would  only  take  the  microscope  and 
look  at  our  own  faults  and  look  at  the  shortcomings  of 
others  with  the  naked  eye,  it  would  make  right  adjustments 
possible.  Ah  I  if  we  would  always  keep  in  mind  our  Savior's 
long-suffering  and  forbearance  to  us,  it  would  serve  to  soften 
our  judgments  of  others.  "  In  the  times  of  this  ignorance 
God  winked  at."  What  parent  is  there  who  hasn't  often, 
all  unknown  to  his  child,  seen  that  child  do  wrong,  and  yet 
in  the  tenderness  of  the  parental  heart,  has  "winked  at" 
the  wrong  and  left  it  unpunished?  We  are  persuaded  that 
our  Father  often  thus  deals  lovingly  with  us,  His  erring 
children.  If  He  is  rich  in  mercy  and  forgives  us,  even  before 
the  asking,  why  should  we  not  deal  tenderly  with  His  erring 
creatures,  who,  perhaps,  after  all,  if  we  knew  their  inner 
hearts,  struggle  against  temptations  and  difiSculties  that  are 
strangers  to  us?  May  God  help  us  all  to  be  merciful,  for- 
bearing and  forgiving,  as  we  hope  for  mercy  and  forbearance 
and  pardon  for  ourselves. 
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^HE  lines  that  follow  were  written  almost  ten  years 
ago,  while  the  writer  of  "Sunday  Morning 
Thoughts  "  lingered  in  the  shadow  of  a  great  sor- 
row. The  bereavement  sometimes  comes  back  to 
me  as  fresh  as  in  those  long  past  days.  When  the 
news  comes  that  some  other  home  has  lost  its  sweetest 
flower,  the  features  of  our  own  sweet,  sainted  baby  live  again. 
It  may  be  that  these  words  will  help  some  parents  who  have 
never  lost  a  child  to  love  their  children  more,  and  some 
wounded  heart  may  be  comforted  to  know  that  they  have  a 
brother  who,  though  far  away,  has  by  his  own  sorrow  become 
next  of  kin  to  all  of  God's  suffering  children. — J.  B.  C] 

Solemn  stillness  reigns  the  house  around.  It  is  a  rainy 
day.  Pattering  in  huge,  limpid  drops  the  rain  is  falling  on 
our  baby's  grave.  Until  now  the  dry,  hard  earth  was  his 
only  shelter  from  the  light  of  day ;  but  the  rain  drops  will 
cement  the  bits  of  earth  and  make  the  body  of  our  darling 
more  secure  in  the  little  grave  where  we  so  tenderly  laid 
him. 

Days  have  passed  since  then  and  have  lengthened  into 
weeks;  but  the  echo  of  his  childish  voice  rings  through 
the  house  as  it  was  wont  to  do  in  the  days  before  the  fever 
came  and  took  the  rose  of  life  out  from  his  tender  cheeks. 
The  rattle  of  the  wheels  of  his  little  wagon,  the  patter  of 

his  childish  feet  upon  the  floor,  the  music  of  his    voice  as 
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he  calls  to  "  papa,"  all  come  back  to-day  as  they  did  when 
his  little  arms  clung  tenderly  around  my  neck. 

Our  dead  baby  I  I  can  see  his  face  peep  through  the  palings 
of  the  fence  and  can  hear  his  childish  welcome  as  I  go  home  to 
dinner  as  in  days  of  yore.  But  it  is  all  the  echo  of  a  joy  that's 
gone,  the  perfume  of  a  faded  flower,  the  ashes  of  a  memory 
that  his  young  child-life  filled  with  radiance  and  love.  The 
world  without  is  cold,  relentless,  cruel ;  but  in  the  home  I  have 
found  ever  a  bright  welcome,  a  happy  home  circle,  a  tender 
kiss  from  our  sweet  child.  Now  that  is  gone.  And  as  the 
rain  drops  fall  upon  the  roof  and  the  autumn  winds  moan  in 
the  tree  tops  their  sad  refrain,  I, would  not  be  sorry  if  they 
sang  my  own  funereal  dirge.  We  did  not  feel  that  we  would 
miss  our  darling  as  we  do.  Knowing  that  he  had  gone  to  God 
and  was  safe  in  his  eternal  home,  we  had  hoped  to  feel  at  ease 
about  him  and  reconcile  our  hearts  to  his  absence.  But  we 
cannot  drive  back  the  burden  from  our  hearts  or  chase  away 
the  shadows  that  linger  around  our  home.  The  brightest 
eyes,  the  tenderest  voice,  the  merriest  prattle,  the  most  joyous 
heart  —  all  are  gone  from  our  home  forever,  and  on  this  rainy 
day  when  the  town  is  indoors  and  the  voice  of  the  crowd  is 
hushed,  how  the  memory  of  our  dead  child  comes  back  in  all 
the  freshness  of  a  heart's  first  bereavement  I 

Jfo  one  but  God  knew  how  we  loved  him.  He  had  twined 
himself  around  our  hearts  with  threefold  cords  of  love,  and 
when  we  laid  him  in  his  grave  the  tendrils  of  affection  were 
not  broken,  but  were  lengthened  out  and  clung  to  his  dead 
form  even  as  it  lay  buried  beneath  the  sod.  As  the  days  come 
and  go  we  do  not  find  the  sorrow  fading  from  our  heart.  His 
little  chair,  his  tiny  shoes,  his  bits  of  playthings  all  about  the 
house — these  bring  his  bright  face  before  us  a  hundred  times 
a  day;  and  when  the  great  world  is  shrouded  in  the  dark 
mantle  of  night,  we  can  hear  his  tender  voice  say,  "Now  I 
lay  me  down  to  sleep,"  as  he  says  his  childish  prayer. 
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This  rainy  day  brings  all  these  past  joys  before  lis  like  tJiey 
were  when  they  were  the  gems  of  passing  life,  and  never  can 
we  forget  the  voice,  the  form,  the  love  of  our  dead  baby. 
They  are  graven  on  the  heart  in  images  of  affection  that  will 
last  until  God  re-unites  us  on  the  other  shore. 

There  they  are,  out  in  the  silent,  lonely  grave  yard,  sleeping 
side  by  side — the  grandmother  and  the  little  child.  The  occa- 
sional and  careless  visitor  might  pass  these  two  graves 
by  and  not  even  read  the  inscriptions  that  are  carved 
on  the  marble  slabs  that  mark  them,  but  on  this  Sunday 
morning  as  I  look  upon  them,  visions  of  childhood  come 
back  to  me  and,  entwined  with  every  happy  memory,  is  the 
face  of  my  sainted  mother.  And  the  other  grave.  It  is  the 
grave  of  our  darling  baby  boy  that  God  sent  to  us  and  took 
back  again  so  soon.  As  I  look  upon  his  grave  I  fancy  I  can 
hear  the  prattle  of  his  childish  voice  again,  and  feel  the  baby 
arms  once  more  around  my  neck.  Those  were  fond  hopes 
we  had  about  him,  his  mother  and  I,  as  we  used  to  talk 
about  our  little  ones  when  they  slept  by  our  sides.  He  was 
the  brightest  one  of  all,  we  said,  and  so  he  was.  His  little 
life  was  scarcely  three  years  long,  but  in  those  blessed 
months  of  his  happy,  radiant  life,  he  gave  promise  of  what 
he  would  have  been  had  he  been  spared.  But  long  ago  — 
because  almost  eight  years  have  come  and  gone  since  baby 
died — we  bowed  submissively  to  God's  blessed  will,  and 
these  tears  that  fall  now  upon  his  grave  are  not  tears  of 
hopeless  sorrow,  but  tears  of  loneliness  and  hungry-hearted- 
ness  —  for  these  are  with  us  still  and  will  be  till  we  meet  him 
in  the  better  land.  How  many  hopes  lie  buried  in  our  baby's 
grave  1  Hopes  that  clung  closely  to  our  hearts  and  would 
not  die  until  his  little  breath  was  gone.  And  there  were  mid- 
night prayers  out  in  the  darkness  of  the  night  when  other 
watchers  sat  by  his  little  bed,  and  there  were  earnest  prom- 
ises of  a  better  life  if  God  would  spare  him  to  us.     But  when 
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his  pulse  was  still,  and  we  knew  that  we  should  hear  the  pat- 
ter of  his  little  footsteps  no  more,  and  when  full  well  I  real- 
ized ne'er  again  would  he  run  to'  meet  me  out  beyond  the 
little  gate  that  stood  before  our  door  —  when  not  even  a  cry 
of  pain  would  ever  pass  his  childish  lips  again  —  then  we 
enshrouded  our  hopes  too  and  they  lie  buried  here  with  him 
in  his  little  grave. 

And  mother's  grave.  It  was  almost  four  years  after  baby 
died  that  she  went  home  to  God.  The  little  grave  seemed 
so  lonely  once,  out  there  alone,  that  it  deeply  pained  one's 
heart  to  think  upon  it.  But  since  mother's  grave  was  made 
the  little  hillock  that  marks  the  spot  where  our  darling  baby 
sleeps,  seems  to  nestle  by  her  side.  And  as  I  look  upon  the 
two  graves,  side  by  side,  I  think  of  the  many  times  I  have 
seen  the  baby  nestle  on  her  breast  before  our  hearts  were 
bowed  in  sorrow  at  the  baby's  new' made  grave. 

Blessed,  loving,  faithful,  consecrated  mother  I  As  I  stand 
beside  your  grave  this  Lord^s  day  morning  I  long  to  be  a 
better  man.  Sweet  memories  of  other  days  come  like  a  flood, 
and  in  every  outline  shines  the  radiant  face  of  mother.  I 
live  again  in  the  old  country  home  and  am  a  boy  once  more, 
leaning  my  childish  head  upon  my  mother's  knee.  I  hear 
her  sweet  and  gentle  voice  as  she  sings  of  God  and  heaven. 
Sounds  of  loving  words  of  counsel  and  admonition  come  to 
me  now  —  words  once  forgotten,  but  instinct  with  life  again 
as  I  stand  beside  my  dear  mother's  grave.  And  I  pray.  It 
is  a  prayer  as  earnest  as  any  that  every  went  from  a  wander- 
ing heart  to  God.  My  lips  do  not  move,  but  the  sadness  and 
earnestness  of  life's  Gethsemane  is  on  me  as  I  raise  my  weep- 
ing heart  to  God.  Here,  in  the  stillness  of  this  Sabbath 
morning,  beside  these  two  graves  which  bind  me  to  heaven, 
I  pray  to  be  a  better  man  —  such  a  man  as  mother  used  to 
dream  that  I  would  be  when  she  was  gone.  May  my  sins, 
great    and   small,  be   buried   here  as   I   weep   beside    these 
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graves  of  those  I  love  so  well.  May  every  ^vil  passion,  every 
sordid  longing,  every  creeping,  slimy  thought  perish  as  I 
linger  here,  and  may  my  heart  ne'er  again  let  any  of  them 
find  a  home  within  its  portals. 

Ere  long  I  shall  sleep  here  too.  When  life's  fitful  journey 
ends  and  God  calls  me  hence,  let  me  sleep  beside  my  mother. 
Till  then,  oh,  may  I  give  each  fleeting  hour  to  God,  and 
may  every  throbbing  of  my  heart  be  an  earnest  prayer  for 
usefulness  and  blessing  in  His  service.  I  hope  'when  the 
summons  comes  to  me  that  I  shall  be  able  to  look  back  to 
this  hallowed  morning  and  that  not  in  all  the  intervening 
days  shall  there  be  one  thought  or  word  or  deed  unworthy  of 
my  sainted  mother's  memory  or  of  the  Savior  that  she  loved 
to  honor  and  obey. 

And  now  I  must  go  hence,  for  the  chimes  of  bells  admonish 
me  to  service,  but  as  I  look  upon  them  now,  and  it  may  be 
for  the  last  time,  I  seem  to  hear  the  Savior's  words:  "I  am 
the  resurrection  and  the  life,"  and  I  look  beyond  to  the  coming 
day  when  with  notes  of  glad  acclaim  and  with  voices  long  at- 
tuned to  the  song  of  Moses  and  the  Lamb,  my  sainted  mother 
and  our  little  child  shall  be  raised  to  live  with  God  forever. 
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On  Helping  Others. 


^HE  greatest  blessing  that  can  come  to  a  Christian  is 
activity  and  usefulness.  Our  Lord  gave  us  some 
insight  into  it  when  He  said,  "I  have  meat  to  eat 
that  ye  know  not  of."  It  was  meat  and  drink  to  do 
the  will  of  His  Father.  Such  heart  blessing  as  this 
may  be  the  heritage  of  every  Christian,  ^one  of  us 
are  free  from  the  cares  of  material  things.  Each  has  his  own 
responsibilities.  We  rejoice  in  prosperity,  the  refreshing 
rains,  the  fragant  fields,  the  ripening  grain.  Each  day  if 
my  bookkeeper  is  able  to  report  good  returns  on  our  busi- 
ness, I  am  glad.  It  gives  me  joy  to  see  the  growth  of  a  great 
enterprise  and  to  feel  that  year  by  year  it  is  taking  ropt  in 
new  soil  and  deepening  its  hold  on  the  hearts  of  the  people. 
As  I  said  before,  this  is  a  natural  feeling.  And  I  will  say 
more:  It  is  a  righteous  feeling.  It  is  not  wrong  to 
find  joy  in  the  success  of  our  business,  if  that  business  is 
conducted  as  it  should  be  d(»ne.  The  wrong  will  come  if  we 
become  wedded  to  material  things  and  make  them  our  chief 
concern.  It  is  not  wrong  to  make  money,  but  it  is  wrong  to 
love  money  for  its  own  sake;  wrong  to  allow  avarice,  vanity, 
or  ambition  to  blind  us  so  that  we  fail  to  see  the  Lord  and 
his  righteousness. 

It  should  be  the  Christian's  chief  joy,  as  it  is  his  crowning 
mercy,  to  make  others  better  and  happier  and  lead  them  into 
righteous  paths.     And  after  all  is  said  about  the   joy   that 
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comes  to  me  in  my  work  of  preaching  the  gospel  in  these 
pages,  the  greatest  is  to  know  that  these  Thoughts  are  helping 
those  who  read  them  to  be  better  Christians  and  live  truer,  more 
Christ-like  lives.  All  of  our  soundness  in  the  faith,  all  of  our 
knowledge  of  the  great  doctrines,  all  of  our  reading  and  dis- 
cussing will  be  in  vain  unless  out  of  it  there  shall  come  greater 
cousecration,  stronger  fidelity,  and  more  fruitful  service  in  our 
own  lives.  So  when  anon  the  news  comes  to  me  that  in  read- 
ing these  pages  a  burdened  heart  has  found  comfort,  a  hot  tem- 
per has  been  curbed,  an  unforgiving  heart  has  softened,  or 
a  barren  life  has  at  last  found  peace  and  rest,  my  heart  over- 
flows with  gratitude  to  God,  and  I  can  take  up  my  pen  anew 
to  fashion  words  as  God  may  give  me  grace  and  strength,  that 
shall  bring  hope  and  help  to  yet  other  clouded  lives. 

These  reflections  have  been  caused  by  some  letters  that  have 
lately  come  to  me.  From  a  bed  of  affliction  a  sweet  Christian 
girl  sends  me  the  words  that  follow.  Though  scarce  nineteen 
she  is  bed-ridden  and  racked  with  pain.  Tears  came  to  my 
eyes  as  I  read  her  gentle  words  that  told  of  how  my  words  had 
helped  her.     Here  is  an  extract  from  her  letter:  — 

"  While  I  am  ever  finding  myself  indebted  to  others  for 
the  good  I  receive  from  their  kind  acts  and  affectionate  words 
to  me,  I  feel  it  my  duty  to  thank  you,  as  I  daily  thank  God, 
for  the  blessings  I  receive  from  your  *  Sunday  Morning 
Thoughts,'  which  are  treasured  up  in  my  heart  for  life-time 
service.  I  pray  God  you  may  be  heaven-blest  for  the  good 
you  are  doing  others  by  serving  and  honoring  our  dear  Re- 
deemer. Christmas  holidays  are  at  hand  now  and  I  trust  that 
the  '  Thoughts '  of  November  26  will  be  remembered  espe- 
cially. While  I  am  only  a  girl  of  but  nineteen  summers,  who 
had  as  many  bright  prospects  and  hopes  as  any  girl  usually 
has,  God  has  seen  fit,  for  some  reason  unknown  to  me,  to 
blight  them  and  humble  me  by  placing  me  on  a  bed  of  pain 
and  affliction.     But  having  learned  to  trust  Him  ^  who  doeth 
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all  things  well,'  when  but  a  little  child,  and  having  raany 
loving  and  tender  hands  to  make  me  comfortable,  I  cannot 
help  being  happy  to  submit  to  His  will.  With  an  aching 
brain  that  makes  my  pen  tremble,  I  want  to  say  to  all  those 
who  may  chance  to  read  these  lines :  Please  learn  to  love, 
trust,  honor,  obey,  and  serve  Him  who  hath  said,  ^Come  unto 
me  all  ye  that  are  weary,'  while  there  is  time.  For  we  all 
know  there  isn't  any  time  to  lose  if  we  want  to  return  any  of 
His  kindness.  Think  of  how  He  left  His  heavenly  mansions 
and  came  down,  suffered  and  died  for  us.  Think  of  His  con- 
tinued kindness  in  sharing  our  sorrows.  And  of  every  joy 
and  comfort  coming  from  Him.  Then,  dear  unconverted 
friend,  won't  you  cease  to  scoff  and  reject  Him?  Brother 
Cranfill,  may  heaven  bless  you  and  your  labors.  And  in  the 
coming  new  year  may  much  good  be  accomplished  by  them, 
is  my  prayer." 

I  am  sure  that  none  of  us  can  read  the  words  of  this 
stricken  girl  without  deep  emotion.  Last  week  I  was  sfck 
and  was  shut  in  but  for  a  few  brief  hours.  Ifot  in  years  have 
I  been  confined  to  my  bed  for  as  much  as  a  day  at  a  time.  As 
I  thought  upon  the  gracious  gift  of  health  my  heart  went  out 
to  this  suffering  friend  who,  from  her  bed  of  pain,  sends  this 
clarion  note  of  faith  and  praise.  She  had  hopes  like  many 
a  sweet  young  girl  who  will  read  these  words,  but  all  those 
hopes  lie  dead.  Her  grasp  has  relaxed  forever  on  all  that 
the  world  at  its  best  could  give,  but  she  finds  surcease  of 
pain  in  her  Lord  to  whom  she  gave  her  heart  when  she  was 
a  little  child.  It  was  no  small  joy  to  me  to  have  written 
words  that  comforted  the  heart  of  this  suffering  child  of  God, 
and  her  letter  helped  me  to  go  forward  in  my  work.  It 
rebukes  us  all  for  our  ingratitude,  for  we  who  have  been  well 
have  oftentimes  forgotten  to  thank  God.  May  He  forgive 
us  this  glaring  sin,  and  may  we  henceforth  on  bended  knees 
often  render  homage  to  His  name  for  all  His  gracious  benefits. 
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Across  the  intervening  hills  and  vales  I  would  also  send  a 
message  to  this  patient  Christian  girl.  It  was  our  Lord  who 
said,  ^*  Thou  knowest  not  now,  but  thou  shalt  know  hereaf- 
ter." Her  afSietions  are  for  a  wise  and  loving  purpose,  and 
out  of  the  tangled  web  of  suffering  and  loss  and  blasted 
hopes,  God's  hand  will  weave  her  crown.  There  are  others 
who  will  read  these  lines  who,  too,  have  buried  in  nameless, 
hopeless  graves,  all  the  best  they  ever  had  in  life.  As  the 
sun  of  their  happiness  was  rising  in  majesty  and  splendor 
and  its  light  was  kissing  the  dewdrops  that  like  diamonds 
sparkled  on  the  bosom  of  the  rose,  it  was  obscured  by 
inky  clouds  and  all  its  glory  died.  Love  that  came  to  cheer 
the  heart  was  hopeless  love,  and  all  its  flowers  drooped  and 
died  before  they  came  to  bloom.  Fruit  that  seemed  rich 
and  luscious  as  it  charmed  the  eye,  fell  into  ashes  when  it 
reached  the  hand.  There  are  some  who  do  not  lie  on  beds 
of  suffering  and  who  to  all  the  world  seem  strong  and  well  in 
mind  and  heart,  and  yet  these  live  hopeless  lives  and  starve 
for  sympathy  and  love  in  a  world  of  plenty. 

To  one  and  all  of  these  —  to  each  soul  that  has  missed  its 
aim  —  I  send  these  words  of  love  to-day.  There  is  hope 
ahead.  There  is  an  untold  blessing  to  you  in  the  very  bur- 
dens that  you  suffer  and  in  the  racking  pains  you  bear. 
What  would  become  of  our  proud,  sinful  hearts  if  we  had 
no  sorrow?  Into  what  lengths  of  sin  and  ingratitude  would 
we  go  if  God  never  laid  on  us  His  restraining  and  afflicting 
hand?  I  write  it  down  here,  and  I  hope  it  will  bring  some 
comfort  to  your  heart,  that  I  thank  my  God  for  all  the  pain 
and  sorrow  He  has  sent  into  my  life.  My  bereavements  have 
made  me  next  of  kin  to  all  who  mourn  their  dead ;  my  pains 
have  made  me  feel  the  pains  that  rack  all  of  earth's  suffering 
ones,  and  my  heart-longings  reveal  to  me  the  struggles  that 
have  come  into  your  life  as  well  as  into  mine.  Let  us  all 
thank  God  for  what  we  have  suffered,  and  if   we  will  learn 
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day  by  day  the  lesson  that  our  highest  joy  can  only  come  as 
we  make  others  happy,  we  shall  have  found  the  key  that 
unlocks  the  storehouse  of  all  that  is  best  in  life  and  the 
gates  through  which  our  souls  shall  pass  as  they  enter  into 
rest  beyond.  As  I  grow  older  all  the  bickerings  and  strifes 
and  vain  ambitions  that  so  disturb  our  fellows  seem  like 
airy  nothings  when  compared  to  a  true  life  mission.  What 
does  it  all  come  to,  this  vainglorious  race  for  place  and 
power?  It  is  as  dust  and  ashes.  "When  the  end  has  come 
and  all  life's  sum  is  weighed  in  heaven's  balances  the  gold 
that  has  survived  the  **  wreck  of  matter  and  the  crash  of 
worlds"  will  be  the  good  deeds  we  have  done  in  minister- 
ing to  Christ's  little  ones  who  stretch  out  their  trembling 
hands  to  us  for  help. 

I  once  read  a  book  entitled  "  Books  That  Have  Helped 
Me."  It  has  been  a  long  time  since  I  read  it,  and  much  of 
the  matter  contained  in  it,  though  exceedingly  valuable  and 
suggestive,  has  been  forgotten ;  but  in  thinking  over  it  the 
other  day  I  began  to  think  along  a  kindred  line  and  to  recall 
the  names  and  faces  of  friends  who  have  helped  me. 

I  remember  distinctly,  though  many  years  have  intervened, 
the  first  time  I  was  ever  in  deep  distress  away  from  home. 
Texas  in  that  day  was  not  very  thickly  populated  and  we  had 
to  go  a  long  way  to  mill.  I  was  the  mill-boy,  and  on  that 
Saturday  afternoon  as  I  returned  home,  my  sack  of  meal  fell 
off.  It  was  already  late,  because  I  had  waited  long  for  my 
grinding  and  the  shadows  of  night  were  gathering  around  me 
as  I  stood  there,  fearing  to  leave  the  sack  of  meal  lest  the 
hogs  would  eat  it  up,  and  utterly  unable  to  lift  it  back  on  my 
horse.  I  was  quite  like  the  boy  that  stood  on  the  burning 
deck.  I  think  I  would  have  stayed  with  it  until  I  was  big 
enough  to  lift  it  up  had  not  a  kind-hearted  man  come  along. 
I  can  see  his  kindly  face  now  as  it  shone  in  the  twilight,  and 
I  can  hear  his  gentle,  sympathetic  voice  as  he  alighted  from 
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his  horse  and  helped  a  grateful  boy  out  of  trouble.  It  took 
him  only  a  minute  to  lift  up  the  sack  and  replace  it  on  my 
pony,  and  in  an  hour  more  I  was  at  my  father's  gate,  happy 
to  be  once  again  in  that  blessed  old  country  home. 

That  was  a  small  thing  for  the  man  to  do,  and  I  am  sure 
he  never  gave  it  a  second  thought,  but  it  was  a  large  thing  to 
the  little  boy  that  he  helped  that  day,  and  in  all  the  years  to 
come  his  kindness  and  sympathy  will  never  be  forgotten. 

The  next  distinct  help  outside  of  home  that  I  remember  to 
have  received  came  in  a  different  way.  It  was  daring  the 
time  of  old-fashioned  barbecues  that  I  went  one  day  alone  a 
dozen  miles  or  more  to  a  barbecue  and  had  an  excellent  time 
of  it.  These  barbecues  are  pretty  hard  on  little  boys,  and 
they  have  to  hustle  if  they  get  anything  to  eat  when  the 
noon  hour  comes.  Being  fully  aware  of  that  fact,  I  placed 
myself  as  near  the  front  of  the  procession  as  possible  and 
made  a  rush  along  with  the  grown  men  when  dinner  was 
announced.  It  chanced  that  when  we  got  straightened  out 
I  stood  next  to  an  old  bachelor  named  Pod  Cockrell.  He 
had  long,  red,  shaggy  beard,  and  his  face  was  anything  but 
attractive,  but  he  was  my  father's  friend  and  knew  me  well. 
In  the  distribution  of  the  coffee  Mr.  Cockrell  got  a  cup  and 
I  did  not.  And  while  he  was  looking  away  I  did  not  think 
it  would  be  anything  wrong  at  all  for  me  to  appropriate  his 
cup  of  coffee,  since  it  seemed  to  me  that  it  was  as  much  mine 
as  it  was  his.  This  is  just  exactly  what  I  did.  I  never  shall 
forget  the  expression  on  his  face  when  he  looked  around.  I 
can  see  it  as  plainly  now  as  I  did  that  summer  day  in  the  long 
ago.     He  looked  at  me,  not  harshly,  but  sternly,  and  said :  — 

"The  next  thing,  young  man,  it  will  be  a  yearling,  the 
next  thing  a  horse,  the  next  thing  a  burglary,  and  the  next 
thing  the  gallows.     If  I  were  you  I'd  stop  now." 

Though  many  years  have  elapsed  since  then,  it  scares  me 
now  to  talk  about  how  I  felt  when  this  kind-hearted  old  man 
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spoke  these  strong,  plain,  honest  words  to  me.  In  a  moment 
he  looked  around  again  and  I  quietly  slipped  the  coffee  back 
by  his  side.  I  had  not  tasted  it  and  I  did  not  want  any  coffee 
that  day  after  that. 

I  pause  long  enough  to  say  to  every  little  boy  that  may 
read  these  Sunday  Morning  Thoughts  that  the  kind-hearted 
old  man  told  the  literal  truth.  I  did  not  think  of  the  wrong 
involved  in  what  I  had  done  until  he  showed  it  to  me,  and 
yet  it  was  a  lesson  that  I  never  forgot  and  a  helpful  kindness 
that  will  linger  with  me  until  gray  hairs  come  thick  and  fast 
upon  my  brow.  This  good  man  helped  me,  and  if  he  is 
living  to-day  and  shall  chance  to  read  these  lines,  I  trust  it 
may  cause  a  thrill  of  joy  to  mount  to  his  heart  as  he  remem- 
bers that  he  helped  a  boy  that  summer  day. 

Time  would  fail  me  to  mention  the  hundreds  of  people  who 
have  helped  me.  Their  faces  come  up  before  me  now  and 
arrange  themselves  in  phalanxes  like  an  army.  While  I  can- 
not mention  all  their  names,  I  wish  each  one  of  them  to  know 
this  day  that  my  heart  goes  out  to  them  in  tenderness  and 
love,  and  that  until  my  dying  day,  and  indeed  beyond  the 
grave,  after  Time  has  grown  old  and  died,  I  shall  recall 
their  kindness  and  their  help  and  their  love  with  a  grateful 
heart. 

And  then  there  have  been  enemies  who  have  helped  me. 
I  never  shall  forget  what  a  friend  once  wrote  to  me  in  a 
private  letter.  He  said:  "  Every  man  needs  at  least  one 
relentless,  unprincipled,  and  designing  enemy.  It  takes  that 
to  bring  out  the  best  that  is  in  him." 

I  fully  concur  in  the  truthfulness  of  these  wise  words - 
Every  men  needs  an  enemy  to  watch  him  and  to  test  him 
aud  to  make  him  careful  of  his  words  and  his  deeds.  While* 
I  know  that  my  enemies  have  never  meant  to  help  me,  yet  I 
recall  this  Lord's  day  morning  the  great  help  I  have  received 
from  those  who  have  tried  to  hinder  me. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


132  COURAGE  AND  OOMFOKT. 

It  is  really  a  fact  that  the  enemies  of  Christ's  cause  have 
many  a  time  helped  the  cause  instead  of  hurting  it,  and  I  write 
it  down  here  as  the  truth  that  the  man  who  gets  in  my  way 
and  tries  to  trip  me  up  and  break  down  my  business  and  de- 
stroy my  influence,  causes  a  resolution  stronger  than  a  cable 
to  mount  into  my  heart  and  make  its  home  there.  I  may  die, 
but  I  never  will  be  whipped.  So  my  enemies  as  well  as  my 
friends  have  done  much  to  help  me.  While  they  did  not 
mean  to  do  it,  and  while  it  is  not  worth  while  to  thank  them 
for  it,  it  is  none  the  less  true  that  the  hinderers  have  full  many 
a  time  been  the  helper^. 
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IE  other  night  I  dreamed  that  I  had  been  convicted 
of  murder  and  condemned  to  die.  I  was  con- 
scious of  my  innocence,  yet  the  hour  of  my  exe- 
cution drew  near.  "When  all  other  hope  had  passed 
I  bethought  me  of  applying  for  a  pardon.  It  brought 
back  a  gleam  of  hope,  and  I  dared  to  think  once  more 
of  freedom.  I  recalled  the  names  of  many  friends  I  had 
helped  in  other  days,  who  had  often  spoken  to  me  in  words  of 
confidence  and  love.  I  felt  sure  that  all  with  one  accord 
would  be  glad  to  sign  the  petition  for  my  pardon.  One  in- 
fluential friend,  much  dearer  to  me  than  any  of  the  rest,  I 
selected  to  ask  for  signatures  to  the  petition  for  my  pardon, 
and  I  laid  the  case  before  him.  There  was  compassion  in  his 
face  as  I  affirmed  in  Heaven's  sight  that  I  was  innocent. 
His  voice  bore  signs  of  tenderness  when  I  left  oflF  speaking, 
and,  as  I  can  remember,  these  were  his  very  words: — 

"  Yes,  you  know  that  I  have  always  been  your  friend  and 
would  gladly  do  what  you  ask  me,  but  it  would  do  no  good. 
You  are  convicted  of  a  crime,  and  while  you  protest  your 
innocence  I  must  remind  you  that  all  criminals  do  the  same. 
I  have  a  reputation  to  sustain  and  so  have  all  these  former 
friends  of  yours  whose  names  you  are  anxious  to  secure.  I 
cannot  injure  my  good  name  by  espousing  a  cause  like  yours, 
and  besides  I  know  full  well  that  these  men  believe  you  guilty. 
I  am  sorry  for  you,  but  I  must  say  good-bye." 
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As  I  now  recall  the  dream,  after  many  days,  it  seems  to 
me  that  these  words  of  my  friend  resigning  me  to  my  fate, 
pierced  my  heart  more  deeply  than  all  the  wrong  that  I  had 
suffered.  For  the  first  time  in  all  my  life  I  was  face  to  face 
with  a  crucial  test  of  life-long  friendship.  When  misfortune 
had  manacled  my  hands  and  they  were  no  longer  able  to  be 
of  use  to  others,  those  whom  I  had  called  my  friends  were 
first  to  leave  me  to  suffer  a  cruel  death.  The  memory  of  the 
heart-sorrow  that  followed  this  desertion  has  left  its  shadow 
on  me,  and  even  now  I  find  it  hard  to  shake  it  off. 

But  I  remember  well  how,  when  all  earthly  friends  had 
failed  me  and  when  the  ever-narrowing  circle  gathered  yet 
closer  in  around  me,  I  cast  ray  all  on  God  and  found  in  Him 
a  Friend  that  indeed  sticketh  closer  than  a  brother.  By  a 
strange  providence  my  innocence  came  to  light  and  I  stepped 
out  from  prison  walls  a  free  and  happy  man,  and  with  fast- 
beating  heart  and  unclouded  brow  took  up  my  life  work  once 
again  and  began  anew,  as  best  I  could,  to  honor  God  and 
help  my  fellow-men. 

But  I  learned  some  lessons  from  the  dream.  They  have 
been  learned  by  many  men  before  from  real  life,  so  I  am 
thankful  that  they  came  to  me  when  I  slept.  The  first  one 
learned  is  that  human  friendships  all  are  frail  and  hang  sus- 
pended by  a  very  brittle  thread.  Most  of  them  are  ropes  of 
sand  that  have  continuity  in  weather  that  is  calm  and  fair, 
but  when  adverse  breezes  blow  or  rain  descends  from  lowering 
clouds,  they  vanish  like  leaves  of  autumn  and  the  shallow 
channels  in  which  they  rested  fade  from  our  sight  forever. 
I  fear  that  most  of  the  friendships  that  we  know  are  like 
these.  Else  why  is  old  age  neglected  so,  and  why  are  God's 
homeless  poor,  who  once  saw  better  days,  so  bereft  of  human 
sympathy  and  love?  The  man  who  in  his  halcyon  days  rests 
too  much  of  confidence  on  friendship  that  his  prosperous  years 
have  won,  has  built  his  house  upon  the  sinking  sand.     The 
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loBS  of  his  power  and  his  wealth  will  disclose  a  desert  where 
in  other  years  his  friendships  grew  as  thick  as  leaves' in 
Valambrosa. 

I  think  this  is  why  Jesus  so  often  urges  us  to  lay  our  treas- 
ures up  in  heaven.  He  indeed  knew  what  was  in  man,  and 
life's  panorama,  from  babyhood  through  all  its  fleeting  years, 
was  before  him  every  day.  He  looked  at  a  human  life  as  a 
whole,  and  spent  no  time  in  analyzing  any  segment  of  its  cir- 
cle. The  man  who  puts  his  trust  in  uncertain  riches  is 
branded  everywhere  in  the  Word  of  God  a  fool.  The  same 
is  true  of  him  who  ties  his  faith  to  men  instead  of  humbly 
resting  it  in  God.  The  Bible  as  a  whole  is  a  recital  of  man's 
perfidy  and  God's  fidelity.  The  expedients  that  human 
bands  can  fashion  pass  with  the  melting  of  the  winter's  snow 
or  the  falling  of  the  leaves  in  autumn.  David,  in  that  sweet 
psalm  that  has  brought  comfort  to  so  many  hearts  both  liv- 
ing and  dying,  does  not  speak  at  all  of  the  help  that  men  can 
give.  All  through  it  the  strength  of  God  gleams  forth,  like 
a  sheen  of  light  from  heaven. 

In  one  of  the  old  medical  almanacs  which  found  a  place  in 
our  home  when  I  was  a  boy,  was  a  picture  of  a  crippled  man, 
who,  having  been  cured,  was  pitilessly  kicking  his  crutches 
high  in  the  air.  I  have  thought  about  that  picture  many 
times,  and  have  seen  it  over  and  over  again  in  dififerent  phases 
in  real  life.  As  a  boy,  I  felt  that  the  man  was  cruel.  Here 
were  the  crutches  that  had  supported  him  in  his  time  of  weak- 
ness and  enabled  him  to  bask  in  the  sunlight  and  breathe  the 
fresh  morning  air. 

But  there  was  much  of  genuine  human  nature  in  that  pic- 
ture. Tom  Dixon,  quoting  a  philosopher,  says  that  the  more 
he  learns  about  men  the  better  he  likes  dogs.  Down  in  the 
humble  walks  of  life  whence  most  owners  of  fine  turnouts 
sprang,  there  are  many  aged,  many  sufiering,  and  many  in 
deep   poverty.     If  the   rich   woman's    carriage    should    be 
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often  used  to  give  these  a  breath  of  fresh  air  and  revive  the 
drooping  spirits  of  the  sick  by  a  helpful  drive  out  in  the 
morning  sun,  it  would  put  infidelity  to  shame  and  be  a 
stronger  proof  of  what  we  teach  than  all  our  books  and 
sermons.  But  it  is  rarely  so.  The  crutches  are  spumed 
now.  The  woman  that  was  once  poor  and  that  earned  her 
living  through  the  hardest  toil,  has  run  to  society  and  dia- 
monds, and  how  rare  it  is  that  the  light  from  costly  jewels 
ever  flash  on  the  straight  and  narrow  way  that  leads  to 
heaven  and  God ! 

Perhaps  there  are  none  of  us  that  are  just  what  we  ought 
to  be  along  these  lines.  I  have  known  some  preachers,  even, 
who  were  woefully  lacking  in  gratitude.  I  have  one  in  mind 
now  that  it  was  my  pleasure  once  to  help.  And  it  was  at  a 
time  when  he  needed  help.  But  he  seems  utterly  oblivious 
to  it  now.  It  may  be  there  are  thousands  who  will  read  these 
lines  who  will  be  able  to  recall  the  faces  of  friends  that  helped 
them  in  some  time  of  great  weakness  or  overwhelming  need. 
If  those  faces  come  before  you  and  you  can  reach  those  friends 
and  helpere,  tell  them  or  write  them,  gratefully  acknowledg- 
ing their  help  and  love.  One  reason,  I  fear,  why  the  hearts 
of  men  are  so  hard  is  that  the  ones  they  have  helped  have 
never  seemed  to  be  appreciative  of  their  kindness.  Sometimes 
when  you  do  a  man  a  kindness  he  never  forgives  you  for  it. 
Like  a  serpent  that,  rescued  from  the  snow,  is  taken  to  your 
heart  and  warmed  into  life,  he  seeks  to  repay  your  love  with 
treachery  and  hate.  But  while  this  is  true,  there  are  many 
who  are  deeply  grateful  for  benefits  received,  but  many  of 
these  never  say  so.  I  believe  in  not  only  being  grateful,  but 
in  saying  so.  As  I  write  there  come  before  me  the  faces  of 
many  who  have  helped  me.  The  face  of  a  sweet,  patient 
mother  bends  above  me  as  in  the  hallowed  days  that  are  no 
more.  Then  there  are  the  faces  of  the  faithful  preachers  that 
I  knew  and  loved  in  childhood  and  in  youth.     Above  the  tones 
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of  all  the  sermons  that  I  heard  as  a  little  boy  are  these  words, 
spoken  to  me  by  one  of  those  faithful  heralds  of  the  cross: 
"My  son,  you  must  some  day  lie  down  in  death.  In  youth 
remember  your  Creator.^  Though  he  has  long  slept  in  the 
humble  country  graveyard  which  is  "  familiar  with  forgotten 
years,"  I  feel  the  pressure  of  his  hand  to-day  as  I  did  when 
his  message  found  my  heart.  And  then  there  is  the  face  of 
the  preacher  who  led  me  to  Christ.  Never,  forever,  shall  I 
cease  to  hold  him  in  loving  remembrance,  and  in  Heaven  I 
shall  love  to  linger  by  his  side.  Many  others  fill  my  vision  as 
I  write,  and  to  all  who  have  ever  helped  me  I  send  these  grate- 
ful words  to-day.  I  have  many  and  serious  faults,  but  I  never 
threw  a  crutch  away.  And  I  would,  if  I  were  able,  revive  in 
every  heart  a  sense  of  gratitude  for  every  kindness  that  has 
come  into  their  lives.  It  has  been  given  to  me  to  help  some 
who  needed  help,  and  some  of  these  have  been  coldly  thank- 
less for  all  that  I  have  done,  but  let  us  forget  these  ungrate- 
ful ones  and  turn  our  hearts  to  those  who  have  been  the 
crutches  upon  which  we  have  leaned  in  our  journey  toward 
better  things. 

And,  as  we  remember  the  help  and  kindness  that  have 
been  bestowed  on  us,  let  our  hearts  and  hands  go  out  to  all 
whom  we  can  cheer  and  help.  The  world  is  full  of  suffering, 
of  helplessness,  of  sickness,  of  old  age,  of  wickedness. 
There  is  a  thousandfold  more  work  to  do  than  all  of  us  could 
do,  even  if  wo  worked  at  it.  It  saddens  my  heart  immeasur- 
ably when  I  hear  a  Christian  say  he  has  nothing  to  do. 
There  are  more  opportunities  for  Christian  work  than  there 
are  stars  in  a  moonless  sky.  The  time  is  short.  There  is 
about  us  the  suffering  that  kills  and  the  sin  that  destroys. 
And  if  we  find  ingratitude  here  let  us  keep  well  to  heart 
that  the  Father  watches  us  with  loving  eyes,  and  that  how- 
ever little  our  poor  efforts  to  serve  Him  are  appreciated  here, 
we  are  laying  up  treasures  in  heaven. 
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And  I  would  not  forget  the  contrast  between  men's  love 
and  God's.  "When  we  are  unfortunate  and  in  deep  distress 
our  earthly  friends,  as  did  the  priest  and  Levite  in  the  olden 
time,  pass  by  on  the  other  side.  But  it  is  just  here  that 
God's  love  and  help  grows  stronger.  His  love  and  gospel 
are  most  precious  to  those  whose  hearts  feel  the  greatest 
need.  As  earthly  lustre  fades  and  earthly  help  takes  wings, 
God's  face  shines  brightest  and  His  loving  arms  cling  closest^ 

So  to  you  and  to  all  who  have  through  poverty  or  ill-for- 
tune seen  the  friends  of  other  days  depart,  I  commend  this 
Friend  whose  heart  goes  out  in  tenderest  love  to  all  who  will 
put  their  trust  in  Him.  And  when  the  shadows  gather  thick 
about  your  dying  bed  and  shut  out  the  faces  of  those  who 
loved  you  here,  if  you  put  all  your  trust  in  Him  your  eyes 
will  open  on  the  faces  of  redeemed  ones  gone  before,  lit  up 
with  the  light  of  heaven  reflected  from  the  Savior's  face. 

Last  of  all,  I  wish  that  we  might  cherish  our  helpful  friends 
more  than  we  do.  We  are  slow  to  let  them  know  how  much 
we  love  them  and  how  much  we  appreciate  their  kindly  deeds 
of  love  and  cheer.  I  am  sure  it  will  be  a  strange  thing  to  do, 
but  I  wish  every  reader  of  these  lines  would  send  a  token  of 
appreciation  and  gratitude  to  each  helpful  friend  in  all  the 
world,  and  I  wish  it  might  be  true  that  all  of  us  would  try 
more  and  more  to  help  each  other,  and  less  and  less  to  hinder 
each  other  in  life's  stern,  hard  battle.  If  we  would,  we  would 
be  better,  and  at  last  come  to  be  more  like  that  Savior  who 
gave  His  life  that  all  of  us  might  live. 
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On  'Rearing  Children, 

^IlERE  are  several   ways   of  rearing   children*     It 
becomes  the  habit  in  some  homes  to  constantly 
point  out  the  shortcomings  of  the  children,  to  re- 
peat their  faults  before  any  company  that  chances 
be  present,  and  to  constantly  remind  the  children 
that  they  are  hopelessly  bad  and  will  ultimately  wind 
up  in  the  penitentiary. 

I  knew  a  mother  once  who  never  could  find  any  good  thing 
to  say  to  her  boy.  He  either  had  not  done  anything  at  all 
or  too  much,  and  what  he  had  done  was  wrong.  This  mother 
impressed  me  as  a  good  woman  in  the  main,  but  she  seemed 
always  to  be  at  work  on  a  catalogue  of  her  boy's  frailties. 
Like  the  Memorial  of  the  immortal  Mr.  Dick,  the  catalogue 
was  never  completed.  She  took  a  fresh  start  every  morning, 
in  the  presence  of  the  whole  family,  and  kept  it  up  at  short 
intervals  through  the  day.  Asa  matter  of  fact,  the  boy  was 
rather  bad,  but  the  wonder  to  me  was  that  he  was  as  good  as 
he  was  in  the  face  of  such  rearing. 

I  know  full  well  that  if  my  mother  had  pursued  such  a  course 
with  me,  I  would,  instead  of  being  a  preacher,  have  been  a 
train  robber  or  a  pirate.  I  know  that  I  was  not  an  exception- 
ally good  boy.  I  was  quite  full  of  mischief,  and  some  of  it  was 
not  of  the  varioloid  kind  either,  but  never  in  all  my  childhood 
did  my  mother  reprove  me  or  punish  me  before  company. 

She  did  reprove  me  and  punish  me,  and  her  punishment  was 
(140) 
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a  positive  kind  that  a  boy  was  likely  to  remember,  but  she  did 
it  when  we  two  were  together  alone.  While  the  entertain- 
ment was  going  on,  it  was  frequently  the  ease  that  we  were 
down  in  the  peach  orchard  **far  from  the  madding  world's 
ignoble  strife." 

When  company  came  to  our  house,  it  was  the  good  things 
my  mother  knew*  about  me  that  she  talked  about,  if  she  talked 
about  me  to  the  company  at  all.  How  well  do  I  remember 
the  times  I  used  to  be  invited  by  my  sweet  mother  to  say  my 
little  speech  before  her  visitors,  and  I  never  shall  forget  the 
pride  she  took  in  these  childish  exercises.  This  kind  of 
motherly  training,  if  I  am  anything  at  all  for  good  in  God's 
good  providence,  made  me  what  I  am ;  and  I  believe  that  a 
mother  who  is  wise  and  thoughtful  and  who  understands  boy 
nature  will  mold  for  good  even  the  roughest  and  most  uncouth 
boy  that  may  be  bom  to  her. 

Some  parents  seem  to  have  the  idea  that  it  is  perfectly 
proper  to  kick  and  slap  and  cuff  their  children  at  any  and  all 
times;  that  their  children  are  pieces  of  wood  that  have  no 
sensibilities ;  that  they  are  to  be  "  brought  up  by  hand,"  and 
that  kind  words  and  affection  are  utterly  wasted  on  them. 
With  all  the  powers  that  are  in  me,  I  would  discourage  this 
idea  of  raising  children.  I  believe  with  all  my  heart  that  the 
bad  temper  of  many  a  child  is  the  creation  of  that  child's 
parents.  The  parents  continually  quote  to  the  child  the 
word  of  God  which  says  for  children  to  obey  their  parents, 
but  they  studiously  persist  in  forgetting  that  the  Holy  Spirit 
also  says  that  parents  are  not  to  provoke  their  children  to 
wrath. 

A  boy  who  is  constantly  kicked  and  cuffed  about,  who 
never  heard  his  mother  proudly  speak  of  his  good  deeds  and 
his  noble  qualities,  but  who  on  the  contrary  has  never  re- 
ceived a  word  from  her  except  in  criticism  or  reproach,  is 
pretty  sure  to  go  to  the  bad  and  wind  up  in  the  penitentiary. 
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If  he  does  not  go  wrong  it  is  because  he  has  extra  good 
blood  in  him  and  because  some  ulterior  influences  for  good 
are  thrown  around  him. 

I  never  shall  forget  how  nearly  it  came  to  makhig  me  cry 
when  I  first  read  of  the  experiences  of  little  David  Copper- 
field  in  Mr.  Creakle's  school.  The  villainous  Murdstone  sent 
along  with  David  a  placard  that  he  had  to  constantly  wear, 
and  on  it  were  these  words:  "Avoid  this  boy;  he  bites."  I 
am  sure  there  is  many  a  little  boy  in  homes  where  this  book 
will  go,  who  might  as  well  wear  such  a  placard  on  him 
through  all  the  day.  His  mother  seems  to  say  to  all  the 
world  :  "  Beware  of  this  bad  boy ;  he  bites.''  His  faults  are 
looked  at  with  a  magnifying  glass,  and  the  little  good  he 
does,  which  maybe  is  not  much  at  best,  is  not  seen  at  all. 

God  help  us  to  be  kinder  to  our  children,  more  indulgent 
of  their  faults,  more  positive  in  their  punishment,  and  less 
disposed  to  harshness  and  unkind  criticism  of  their  short- 
comings. 

Numerous  volumes  have  been  written  on  the  importance 
of  the  early  training  of  children,  but  I  am  persuaded  that 
the  great  majority  of  parents  have  read  them  to  little  or 
no  purpose,  if  at  all.  Many  parents  neglect  the  train- 
ing of  their  children  until  they  have  become  almost  men 
and  women,  and  then  expect  them  to  develop  into  well- 
rounded  characters  as  if  by  magic.  Others  fix  a  time  in 
the  life  of  the  child  before  which  they  aver  it  is  unneces- 
sary to  seek  to  make  lasting  impressions  upon  his  mind,  all 
unaware  of  the  fact  that  the  character  may  have  before 
that  time  been  biased  for  good  or  evil. 

I  write  it  down  here  as  a  deep  and  abiding  conviction 
that  the  time  to  begin  to  shape  the  character  of  a  child  is 
that  time  when  the  child  knows  its  own  mother  from  other 
mothers,  and  becomes  awake  to  the  events  that  are  trans- 
piring around  it.      The  farmer  who  has  the  notion  that  his 
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child  can  wait,  does  not  dare  to  let  his  corn  and  cotton 
wait.  He  has  observed  that  there  are  noxious  weeds  that 
spring  up  side  by  side  with  the  seed  he  has  planted,  and, 
marvelous  to  tell,  the  weeds  outgrow  the  crop.  Soon  they 
will  have  sapped  the  life  of  his  corn  and  cotton  if  he  does 
not  cut  them  down. 

Let  all  take  this  lesson  deeply  to  heart.  Side  by  side  with 
the  good  impulses  of  your  tender  babe  in  arms  are  growing 
now  the  poisonous  tares.  They  are  rooted  already  in  his 
heart,  and  unless  they  shall  be  stricken  down  they  will  soon 
dominate  his  life.  And  there  is  but  one  way  to  destroy  evil. 
That  is  to  plant  good  in  its  place.  If  there  is  one  untenanted 
chamber  in  your  child's  heart,  hasten  to  inhabit  it  with  nobler 
thoughts  that  ere  long  shall  bring  forth  fruit  to  God.  Because 
Satan  never  lets  a  vacancy  in  any  soul  abide.  He  rushes  into 
empty  hearts  and  idle  lives  and  sows  his  tares  thicker  there 
than  there  are  leaves  in  Valambrosa. 

Parents  too  often  imbibe  the  notion  that  the  child  can  wait. 
When  some  one  must  wait  at  the  table  it  is  the  little  child  — 
by  far  the  hungriest  one  of  all ;  if  some  one  must  stay  home 
from  church  it  is  the  little  child,  who  needs  most  to  go ;  if 
some  one  must  be  kept  out  of  school  it  is  the  little  one  who, 
during  the  year  that  he  remains  in  idleness,  may  receive  im- 
pressions that  will  mar  all  his  after  life. 

Not  long  ago  I  chanced  to  be  in  a  Christian  home  on  a  Sun- 
day. It  was  a  great  day  in  the  little  town  and  everybody  was 
on  dress  parade.  In  the  home  were  three  little  children  aged 
respectively  six,  eight, and  ten,  and  they  were  unusually  bright. 
When  the  eleven  o'clock  service  came  they  all  were  kept  at 
home,  but  the  father  and  mother  both  went  to  church.  At 
nig'ht,  before  time  for  services  they  all  were  put  to  bed  and 
the  mother  went  again.  I  learned  long  ago  that  it  is  unwise 
for  a  visitor  to  interfere  in  family  affairs,  but  it  took  all  my 
powers  of  self-control  to  seal  my  lips  concerning  the  wrong 
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that  those  little  ones  were  suffering.  The  two  older  ones 
should  have  already  given  their  young  hearts  to  Jesus,  but 
when  that  mother  wakes  up  to  the  solemn  fact  that  they  are 
lost,  it  may  be  at  a  time  when  their  hearts  have  already  be- 
come hardened,  and  after  Satan  has  pre-empted  the  best  that 
is  in  their  lives. 

It  seems  to  me  that  one  of  the  most  grievous  sins  of 
Christian  parents  is  to  stay  at  home  on  Sunday  mornings  and 
let  their  little  ones  get  to  Sunday  school  the  best  way  they 
can.  Of  course  many  of  the  children  do  not  get  to  Sunday 
school  at  all  and  when  time  for  church  services  comes  their 
parents  go  and  leave  them  at  home  to  run  wild.  That  father 
or  mother  who  is  in  reasonable  health  who  allows  the  children 
to  thus  grow  up  away  from  opportunities  that  are  almost  in 
a  stone's  throw,  is  guilty  of  an  awful  sin  and  one  for  which 
they  will  be  brought  to  account  in  the  day  of  judgment.  Not 
this  only,  but  in  years  to  come  they  will  wail  out  their  sorrow 
over  prodigal  sons  and  daughters,  who  would  now  be  orna- 
ments to  society  and  the  church  if  their  parents  had  devoted 
half  the  care  on  them  that  was  expended  on  the  calves  and 
colts  that  grew  up  with  them. 

There  is  another  evil  in  the  rearing  of  our  children 
that  I  cannot  forbear  to  mention  —  that  of  allowing  them  to 
go  home  after  Sunday  school,  thus  absenting  themselves 
from  the  services  of  the  church.  I  once  thought  it  was. 
wrong  to  require  children  to  stay  to  church,  but  I  do  not 
think  so  now.  It  is  the  only  way  to  teach  them  the  habit  of 
church-going.  If  they  are  allowed  to  exercise  their  own  will 
the  chances  are  ten  to  one  that  they  will  never  become  habit- 
ual church-goers.  In  all  earnestness  I  implore  all  the  parents 
who  may  read  these  words  to  see  that  the  habit  of  attending 
the  house  of  God  is  inwrought  in  the  lives  of  their  children. 
It  will  be  a  blessing  to  them  for  which  they  will  thank  you 
long  after  your  spirit  has  found  its  restingplace  in  heaven. 
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Across  the  intervening  space  of  silence  and  of  tears  there 
come  memories  as  I  write  of  a  sweet  and  patient  mother.  I 
cannot  remember  when  she  began  to  talk  to  me  of.  Jesus  nor 
when  she  first  read  to  me  the  Word  of  God.  I  remember 
well  when  she  taught  me  how  to  read,  and  the  old-fashioned 
First  Reader  from  which  my  first  lessons  were  said  is  as  plainly 
before  me  now  as  in  those  long-past  days.  But  long  before 
that  I  heard  her  read  the  Bible  and  raise  her  voice  in  prayer 
for  all  she  loved.  And  to-day  those  memories  live  when  a 
thousand  busy  scenes  of  after  life  lie  dead.  And  when  old 
age  comes  on  —  if  God  shall  spare  me  to  be  old  —  the  mem- 
ory of  mother's  words  and  her  reverential  prayers  will  be  the 
brightest  of  all  the  joys  that  light  up  the  evening  of  my  life. 

One  of  the  saddest  stories  in  all  history,  sacred  or  pro- 
fane, is  the  recital,  in  the  first  book  of  Samuel,  of  the  ter- 
rible sinfulness  and  destruction  of  the  sons  of  Eli.  There 
were  two  of  these  sons,  and  their  lives  began  under  skies  as 
promising  as  ever  canopied  a  baby's  bed.  Their  father  held 
power  and  position,  and  these  sons  inherited  the  best  that 
could  have  fallen  to  the  lot  of  men.  But  there  was  a  missing 
link  in  the  chain  of  their  destiny.  Their  father  was  a  good 
man  in  many  ways,  but  he  let  his  sons  grow  up  and  go  out 
iHto  the  world  without  their  having  learned  the  value  of 
obedience  and  discipline  in  their  childhood  home.  They  had 
their  day,  as  every  wild  boy  has,  and  that  day  ended  in  their 
destruction,  as  ends  the  day  of  every  son  who  counts  right- 
eousness a  little  thing.  They  both  were  killed,  and  when 
the  news  of  their  tragic  ending  came  to  Eli,  the  old  man 
could  not  withstand  the  blow,  and,  relaxing  all  his  hold  on 
things  of  time,  he  also  met  a  speedy  death. 

Ten  thousand  times  since  then  this  tragedy  has  had  its 

counterpart.     Thoughtless,    reckless,    disobedient    sons   are 

bringing  their  own  souls  down  to  hell,  and  the  gray  hairs  of 

their  fathers  down  in  sorrow  to  the  grave  every  day.     You 
10 
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know  of  cases  like  that,  and  so  do  I,  and  we  will  know  of 
others  if  we  live  long,  and  the  others  may  be  you  and  me. 
God  knows.  Not  long  ago  a  mother  in  a  distant  State  wrote 
me  a  pathetic  letter.  She  is  a  widow.  She  has  three  sons, 
and  doesn't  know  what  to  do  with  them.  She  wrote  me  for 
advice,  and  I  gave  it  to  her  as  best  I  could.  Eli's  problem 
was  her  problem,  and  yours  and  mine.  It  is  a  harder  prob- 
lem for  a  woman  than  for  a  man,  for  a  woman  knows  less 
about  boys  than  does  a  man.  But  it  is  not  a  light  problem  for 
a  man.  It  takes  hold  on  three  worlds  —  heaven,  earth,  and 
hell.  God  and  the  angels  are  interested,  and  so  are  Satan 
and  the  demons.  The  answer  to  her  question  answers  the 
question  of  human  destiny,  for  whatever  the  gentle  and 
ennobling  influence  of  women,  the  destiny  of  nations,  and  of 
the  world,  must  be  worked  out  by  men.  And  men  are  but 
grown  up  boys. 

I  believe  sincerely  that  Eli  could  have  saved  his  boys.  The 
trouble  was  that  he  never  taught  them  to  obey,  and  those  who 
never  learn  the  lesson  of  obedience  never  learn  the  lesson  of 
self-control,  or  know  the  science  of  controlling  others.  We 
have  come  upon  a  time  when  there  is  small  discipline  in  our 
homes,  and  like  Eli  we  shall  reap  what  has  been  sown. 
There  are  many  new-fangled  things  I  like,  but  the  old- 
fashioned  way  of  controlling  boys  was  the  best.  There  has 
come  a  time  in  our  schools  when  the  teachers  inveigh  against 
corporal  punishment.  They  say  it  is  ''  degrading  "  and 
"brutal,"  but  long  before  they  were  born  God,  speaking 
through  Solomon,  said:  '^  He  that  spareth  the  rod  hateth  his 
son  ;  but  he  that  loveth  him  chastiseth  him  betimes."  I  be- 
lieve in  the  gospel  of  the  peach  tree  limb.  It  is  the  best 
means  of  keeping  children  straight  our  race  has  ever  known. 
Not  that  I  believe  in  its  untempered  use.  There  are  some 
parents  who  beat  all  the  energy  and  life  out  of  their  children, 
and  abuse  them  into  being  devils.     Any  parent  that  beats  a 
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child  for  revenge,  or  in  anger,  does  not  deserve  to  have  a 
child.  God  frowns  on  such  brutal  deeds  as  these.  But  there 
is  a  chastisement  of  love  —  a  chastisement  that  makes  for  the 
temporal  and  eternal  good  of  your  child.  That  chastisement 
should  be  administered  as  promptly  when  it  is  needed  as  the 
doctor  is  sent  for  when  the  child  is  sick. 

I  remember  well  how  my  dear  father  used  to  do,  and  I 
honor  him  for  it  to-day  as  much  as  I  honor  him  for  providing 
food  and  clothing  for  me  when  I  could  not  help  myself.  He 
was  never  cruel,  but  his  word  was  law.  He  never  beat  me, 
but  he  thrashed  me  sometimes  with  an  emphasis  that  I  remem- 
ber yet.  There  was  no  foolishness  with  him.  My  destiny 
was  ever  on  his  heart,  and  he  chastised  me  as  religiously  as  he 
prayed  for  me  when  we  gathered  when  the  day  was  done 
about  our  humble  hearth.  And  if  there  were  fathers  every- 
where as  faithful  as  my  father  was,  there  would  be  growing 
up  around  us  now  a  sturdier  race  of  men.  In  many  homes 
the  boys  are  turned  absolutely  loose  before  they  don  long 
pants,  and  nine  out  of  every  ten  of  such  boys  are  going  to  the 
bad.  It  is  from  boys  like  these  that  the  saloons,  gambling 
dens,  brothels,  and  jails  get  their  recruits,  and  the  fault  lies  at 
the  door  of  parents  who  allow  their  sons  to  be  brought  up  on 
the  street,  instead  of  rearing  them  at  home.  We  need  a 
revival  of  home  discipline.  We  need  a  race  of  stalwart 
fathers,  who  will  dare  to  train  their  boys  in  all  the  higher, 
nobler,  purer  ways  of  life.  We  need  men  who  will  practice 
their  religion  at  home,  and  seek  to  control  and  save  their  own 
sons  while  engaged  in  the  work  of  saving  the  alien  races  of 
the  earth. 

Am  I  preaching  to  myself?  Yes.  The  Thoughts  that  are 
printed  here  are  not  for  you  alone.  They  sound  first  the 
depths  of  their  writer's  heart  before  they  are  sent  to  yours.  I 
do  not  think  our  boy  is  bad,  but  I  could  wish  him  even  better 
than  he  is.     It  is  my  daily  burden  that  he  is  unsaved,  and 
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I  ask  all  of  you  who  pray  to  remember  him  when  on  your 
knees  with  God.  But  he  has  not  had  as  strict  discipline  as 
he  should  have  had.  There  were  two  boys  in  our  little  home 
in  the  long  ago.  There  is  but  one  to-day.  When  our  baby 
boy  was  two  years  and  seven  months  old,  God  took  him  to  a 
happier  clime.  You  say  that  should  have  made  no  difference 
in  our  rearing  of  the  other  one,  but  it  did.  It  may  have  been 
a  weakness  all  these  years  — and  more  than  half  a  score  of 
years  have  come  and  gone  since  baby  died  —  it  may  have  been 
a  weakness,  but  never  since  we  laid  our  darling  in  his  little 
grave  have  I  essayed  to  discipline  his  brother  but  what  there 
arose  before  me  a  baby  face,  serene  and  calm  in  its  last 
repose.  And  fearing  that  God  might  also  soon  take  the  boy 
He  left  to  us,  ray  hand  has  fallen  nerveless  at  my  side.  Not 
that  I  ever  punished  any  of  our  little  ones  for  vengeance. 
There  never  was  a  time  when  I  have  chastised  them  that  I 
would  not  have  rather  had  ten  lashes  laid  on  me  to  one  that  I 
had  laid  on  them. 

Many  a  good  boy  is  spoiled  by  the  foolish  indulgence  of 
parents — by  being  allowed  to  disobey  them;  to  shirk  re- 
sponsibilities; to  eat,  sleep,  and  dress  while  they  labor. 
Many  an  overworked,  care-laden  mother  plays  the  part  of 
a  menial  to  her  strapping  muscular  son,  soon  making  him  as 
worthless  as  a  banana-peel. 

I  believe,  with  all  my  heart,  that  children  —  all  children  — 
should  be  taught  the  lesson  of  obedience.  If  it  takes  the  rod 
to  teach  this  lesson,  lay  it  on,  but  temper  all  your  discipline 
with  love.  Never  whip  when  you  are  angry,  but  let  the 
chastisement  you  give  be  administered  in  tenderest  love. 
For  the  boys  that  so  soon  outgrow  parental  care  and  discipline 
are  fit  material  for  the  gallows,  or  to  spend  their  days  in 
prison  walls.  And  ruin  to  the  boy  means  ruin  to  his  parents 
and  his  home.  I  know,  if  my  boy  should  go  to  the  bad,  I 
would  not  care  to  live. 
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Vlayin^  touith  Fire. 

YV  long  ago,  while  a  guest  in  a  Christian  home,  I 
1^^  engaged  in  a  discussion  with  the  hospitable  wife 
-j^s\.  and  mother  concerning  wine-drinking.  She  is  of 
French  extraction  and  has  inherited  the  views  of 
tiiat  vivacious  people  on  the  question  of  wine.  She 
said  that  if  there  were  no  boys  in  her  home  she  would 
have  wine  on  the  table  at  every  meal,  considering  it  a  harm- 
less beverage  and  an  aid  to  digestion.  As  mildly  as  I  could, 
I  combated  this  view.  It  may  be  that  in  other  homes  some 
such  views  as  these  are  held;  hence  this  chapter. 

Experience  has  abundantly  shown  that  no  kind  of  stimulant 
or  narcotic  is  beneficial  to  body  or  brain.  Not  only  is  this 
true,  but  there  is  inherent  in  some  natures  a  taste  and  a  love 
for  intoxicants  that,  with  ever  so  slight  a  cultivation,  becomes 
a  deadly  and  uncontrollable  passion.  No  parent  can  tell 
whether  such  a  child  is  being  reared  in  his  own  home,  and 
those  childless  wives  and  husbands,  who,  because  they  have 
no  children,  feel  that  they  can  have  whatever  wines  they  may 
desire,  can  never  tell  what  influence  their  bad  example  is 
having  on  the  boys  in  the  home  next  door.  There  are  some 
natures  that  can  take  stimulants  moderately.  Some  men 
have  small  brains,  and  digestive  organs  of  iron.  The  ostrich, 
which  can  swallow  glass,  cement,  billiard  balls,  fish  hooks, 
barbed  wire  and  parlor  matches  at  will  and  feel  no  discom- 
fort, might  be  reared  in  a  wine-drinking  family  and  never  get 
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drunk;  but  the  active,  mercurial,  eager,  and  high-strung  boy, 
whose  brain  is  as  quick  as  the  flash  of  powder  and  ofttimes 
as  inflammable,  will  go  down  to  ruin  with  a  frightful  speed 
when  through  even  the  mildest  wines  he  takes  his  first  step 
toward  hell- 
Long  ago  I  decided  on  this  point  with  the  firmness  of 
adamant,  and  this  was  my  decision :  That  no  wine,  even  of 
the  mildest,  should  ever  find  a  place  on  my  table.  And  I 
went  further  and  resolved  that,  so  far  as  in  my  power  lay,  I 
would  keep  my  children,  both  boy  and  girl,  from  ever  learn- 
ing the  taste  of  wine,  beer,  or  any  other  intoxicant.  My  boy 
may  not  heed  the  counsels  of  his  father  in  years  to  come. 
God  knows.  But  when  he  does  leave  the  parental  roof  to  go 
out  to  fight  life's  stern  battles  for  himself,  I  want  him  to  go 
out  pure  and  unsullied,  and  while  perfectly  familiar  with  every 
seductive  influence  of  strong  drink,  I  want  him  to  be  in  total 
ignorance  of  its  deadly  power  so  far  as  any  experience  of 
his  own  is  concerned.  When  he  so  leaves  home,  if  in  after 
years  he  shall  go  down  the  dark  road  that  leads  to  death, 
I  will  not  be  haunted  with  the  thought  that  he  learned  to 
drink  wine  at  my  table  or  first  fired  his  blood  with  liquor 
by  tasting  the  sugar  in  the  bottom  of  the  glass  his  father 
drank.  When  I  come  to  die  I  want  no  faces  of  ruined  boys 
to  haunt  my  bed.  So  feeling,  I  have  been  rigid,  and  rigid 
I  will  be  forever  on  this  question  of  intoxicating  drink. 

But  was  this  sister  right  in  her  view  that  she  would  have 
wine  on  her  table  if  she  had  no  boys  to  raise?  Nay,  verily. 
As  was  hinted  awhile  ago,  she  has  neighbors  who  have  boys, 
and  girls,  too,  for  that  matter.  In  this  fast  age  women  get 
drunk  as  well  as  men.  In  a  swell  "society"  gathering  not 
long  since,  in  one  of  our  cities,  some  of  the  women  —  women 
high  up  in  social  circles  —  were  so  drunk  that  they  couldn't 
have  told  the  difference  between  diamonds  and  green  cheese. 
They  were  bundled  into  carriages  and  driven  home  as  limber 
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as  cabbage  leaves  after  they  are  boiled.  So  it  does  not  follow 
that  the.  boys  are  the  only  ones  whose  lives  and  eternal  inter- 
ests hang  trembling  in  this  scale.  Moreover,  the  drunkards  of 
the  next  generation,  both  men  and  women,  will  come  from 
now  happy  homes.  The  habits  that  are  to  be  inwrought  in 
the  web  and  woof  of  their  lives  are  forming  now.  In 
Heaven's  name  let  us  not  weave  into  these  young  lives  the 
taste  for  drink. 

Another  thing  I  wish  to  say  to  all  the  parents  who  will  read 
these  words  is  this:  The  Christmas  holidays  are  coming. 
There  are  many  Christians  —  men  and  women  too  —  who  stay 
sober  all  the  year  and  set  good  examples  before  their 
children,  who  thhik  it  no  harm  to  have  egg  nogg  on  Christ- 
mas. The  seductive  song  '*'  Christmas  comes  but  once  a 
year''  is  sung,  and  they  yield  to  its  delusive  influence.  I 
plead  with  all  of  these  to-day  as  I  shall  wish  I  had  pleaded 
when  I  come  to  die.  Do  not  for  your  right  arm  place  such 
temptations  before  your  children.  You  will  wake  up  appe- 
tites that  will  devour  them.  It  will  be  in  vain  in  after  years 
to  plead  with  them  to  give  up  drink.  Go  and  touch  fire  to 
powder  and  plead  with  it  not  to  blow  up ;  go  loose  the  brake 
of  a  freight  train  on  some  mountain  side  and  plead  with  it  not 
to  crash  to  the  destruction  that  below  yawns  to  meet  it ;  go 
plead  with  the  roaring  waters  and  ask  them  to  stop  when  they 
reach  Niagara's  brink  —  do  any  or  all  of  these,  but  do  not 
hope  to  stop  the  appetite  for  drink  in  your  child  when  it  is 
once  set  on  fire  of  hell. 

I  would  no  more  give  egg  nogg  to  a  child  of  mine  than  I 
would  drop  a  cobra  or  a  crotalus  in  his  bosom.  Rather  would 
I  put  strychnine  in  his  food  and  see  him  die,  for  then  his  spot- 
less soul  would  be  carried  of  angels  to  the  better  land,  while 
his  appetite  for  drink  once  set  on  fire  would  be  quenchless 
and  would  cause  his  soul  to  be  pinioned  by  demons  both  in 
this  world  and  in  the  world  to  come. 
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I  plead  to-day  for  our  beloved  children  who  are  the  light  and 
joy  in  so  many  homes.  I  plead  in  view  of  our  murdered  dead, 
whose  nameless  graves  dot  every  potter's  field  in  all  the 
world ;  I  plead  for  them  because  of  the  wrecks  that  abound 
on  every  hand  of  men  and  women,  who,  a  few  short  years  ago, 
learned  the  taste  of  liquor  in  the  wine  and  egg  nogg  they 
drank  in  Christian  homes.  Oh,  the  blasted  hopes,  the  with- 
ered lives,  the  ruined  homes,  the  broken-hearted  mothers,  the 
weeping  wives,  the  orphaned  children,  the  blighted  prospects, 
the  lost  souls  I  And  much  of  the  wreck  and  ruin  of  it  all  has 
come  because  fair  hands  of  Christian  wives  and  mothers  have 
been  the  first  to  set  fire  to  these  magazines  of  passion  for 
strong  drink.  Let  your  children  sleep  with  rattlesnakes,  or 
make  friends  with  hydrophobic  dogs,  or  play  with  loaded 
weapons,  or  make  toys  of  kegs  of  powder  and  saturate  their 
little  bibs  with  coal  oil,  but,  oh,  dear  brother,  sister,  teach 
them  in  their  youth  the  burning  words  of  God's  ancient 
prophet:  "  Look  not  thou  upon  the  wine  when  it  is  red,  when 
it  giveth  its  color  in  the  cup,  when  it  moveth  itself  aright,  for 
at  last  it  biteth  like  a  serpent  and  stingeth  like  an  adder." 

Richard  Lyle  was  one  of  the  brightest  members  of  the  New 
Orleans  bar.  He  had  all  the  gifts  and  graces  and  chivalry  of 
the  Southern  gentleman.  But  there  was  wine  on  his  mother's 
table,  and  through  it  in  his  boyhood  years  his  blood  caught  fire. 
He  died  of  delirium  tremens,  but  before  his  lost  soul  sank  iuto 
eternal  night,  a  gleam  of  the  old-time  life  and  vigor  lighted  up 
its  darkness  and  he  wrote  the  lines  that  follow,  which  I  pray 
most  earnestly,  may  sink  deep  into  many  careless  hearts :  — 

"  I  have  been  to  the  funeral  of  all  my  hopes, 
And  entombed  them  one  by  one. 
Not  a  word  was  said, 
Not  a  tear  was  shed, 
When  the  mournful  task  was  done. 
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"  Slowly  and  sadly  1  turned  me  round 
And  sought  my  silent  room, 

And  there  alone, 

By  my  cold  hearthstone, 
I  wooed  the  midnight  gloom. 

"  And,  as  the  night  wind's  deepening  shade 
Lowered  above  my  brow, 

I  wept  o'er  the  days 

When  manhood's  rays 
Were  brighter  far  than  now, 

"  The  dying  embers  of  the  hearth 
Gave  out  their  flickering  light, 

As  if  to  say. 

This  is  the  way 
Thy  life  shall  close  in  night. 

"  I  wept  aloud,  in  anguish  sore, 

O'er  the  blight  of  prospects  fair, 

While  demons  laughod 

And  eagerly  quaffed 
My  tears  like  nectar  rare. 

''  Through  hell's  red  hall  an  echo  rang, 
An  echo  loud  and  long. 
As  in  the  bowl 
I  plunged  my  soul 
In  the  night  of  madness  strong. 

'  And  there,  within  that  sparkling  glass, 
I  knew  the  cause  to  lie  ; 
This  all  men  own 
From  zone  to  zone, 
Yet  millions  drink  and  die." 
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One  of  the  traits  in  my  mother's  character  that  will  never  be 
forgotten  by  any  of  her  children  was  her  cautiousness  about 
fire.  She  trained  us  to  fear  it.  She  taught  all  of  us  never  un- 
der any  circumstances  to  play  with  fire,  and  on  occasions  when 
we  all  were  leaving  home  she  never  came  out  of  the  house 
until  by  personal  examination  she  had  found  that  every  spark 
of  fire  had  been  extinguished.  There  was  a  world  of  wisdom 
in  her  prudence.  In  those  days  no  insurance  companies  wrote 
risks  in  the  remote  country  districts,  and  a  fire,  when  it  came, 
entailed  losses  that  were  irreparable. 

Many  times  I  have  recalled  my  mother's  caution.  When 
I  have  seen  a  bright  boy,  flushed  with  the  conscious  approach 
of  manhood  and  happy  in  the  rainbows  of  promise  that  arched 
his  sky,  begin  to  spend  his  evenings  down  town  and  gravitate 
to  those  vile  resorts  where  human  vampires  most  do  congre- 
gate, I  have  recalled  my  mother's  teaching  concerning  fire. 
I  suppose  that  no  child  ever  meant  either  to  burn  the  house 
or  to  perish  in  its  flames.  The  beginnings  of  evil  are  always 
made  without  reference  to  the  end  or  indeed  without  a  thought 
that  destruction  yawns  at  the  foot  of  the  hill.  The  young 
man  that  takes  his  first  glass  of  beer  does  not  mean  to  become 
a  drunkard.  He  is  only  having  a  little  fun  with  the  boys  and 
doesn't  like  either  the  taste  or  the  effect  of  beer.  He  is  out 
for  a  good  time  and  must  not  be  tied  always  to  his  mother's 
apron  strings. 

But  he  is  playing  with  fire.  Just  as  soon  as  a  boy  becomes 
ashamed  of  being  tied  to  his  mother's  apron  strings  he  is  pre- 
paring himself  to  be  harnessed  to  the  devil's  yoke.  The 
great  Chicago  fire  began  in  one  woman's  careless  handling 
of  a  lamp,  and  the  great  array  of  drunkards  that  are  on  their 
funereal  march  to  a  deathless  hell  began  by  playing  with 
temptation.  At  first  there  was  a  kind  of  pleasure.  The  glare 
and  glitter  of  the  gilded  palaces  of  sin,  where  the  steps  of  men 
take  hold  on  hell,  at  first  intoxicated,  but  at  last,  oh,  at  last^ 
it  biteth  like  a  serpent  and  stingeth  like  an  adder. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


(157) 


Digitized  by 


Google 


158  COURAGE  AND  COMFORT. 

If  some  young  man  whose  first  steps  on  the  downward 
road  have  been  already  taken  shall  chance  to  read  these  lines, 
let  my  heart  appeal  to  his  heart  to  put  out  the  fire  before  it 
becomes  an  all-conquering  conflagration.  Not  long  ago  a 
block  of  buildings  was  burned  in  one  of  our  towns  because 
a  woman  dropped  a  box  of  matches.  She  feared  no  danger 
at  first,  but  one  after  another  was  ignited  until  she  fled  in 
terror  from  the  house.  There  is  a  time  when  even  on  a 
downward  road  a  man  can  stop,  but  intemperance  grows  by 
what  it  feeds  upon  and  when  the  appetite  becomes  a  part  of 
the  wreck  that  was  once  a  man,  it  is  too  late.  God  grant 
that  no  boy  who  reads  these  lines  will  ever  play  with  the  fire 
of  intoxicating  liquors  in  even  their  mildest  forms. 

There  is  another  and  more  delicate  question  that  comes  to 
my  heart  just  here.  It  is  the  carelessness  of  some  parents 
about  their  daughters.  I  have  never  been  of  the  number 
that  believed  that  the  sexes  should  grow  up  apart.  On  the 
contrary,  I  believe  heartily  that  within  the  limits  of  propriety 
they  should  be  associated  together.  But  I  would  no  more 
advocate  the  kind  of  contact  between  young  men  and  women 
that  is  allowed  by  some  parents  than  I  would  advocate  push- 
ing the  young  and  unsuspecting  maiden  into  the  fire.  It  has 
become  common  in  many  places  for  tender  girls,  all  innocent 
of  the  sin  that  breeds  in  the  wicked  hearts  of  men,  to  be 
thrown  with  these  tempters  and  recline  on  their  treacherous 
hearts  in  the  giddy  mazes  of  the  modern  dance.  That 
mother  that  places  her  daughter  in  such  haunts  as  this  sows 
to  the  wind.  In  days  to  come,  when  her  child,  all  scorched 
and  marred  and  blighted,  comes  to  her  for  sympathy  and 
help,  she  will  reap  the  whirlwind.  Far  better  place  the 
lighted  torch  in  the  hand  of  the  prattling  baby  as  she  rests 
on  her  mother's  knee  than  to  let  the  child  grow  up  to  be 
food  for  lechery  and  death. 
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And  this  is  not  all.  The  moonlight  buggy  ride  brings  in 
its  constant  harvest  of  ruin.  No  young  girl  has  any  business 
buggy-riding  around  promiscuously  at  night  with  a  man. 
True,  love-making  must  go  on  and  young  people  must  have 
opportunities  for  being  alone  together.  But  let  there  be  order 
and  decorum  and  care  in  it  all.  The  girl  that  allows  the 
familiarity  of  young  men  that  in  some  quarters  has  become 
all  too  common  now,  is  playing  with  fire.  Not  long  since  a 
young  man  told  me  that  in  his  circle  it  was  the  fashion  for 
the  boys  to  kiss  the  girls  and  that  even  greater  liberties  than 
this  were  taken  and  nothing  thought  of  it.  To  any  maiden 
who  may  read  these  Thoughts  I  bring  this  earnest  message : 
Do  not  go  moonlight  riding  with  any  young  man  nor  allow 
any  young  man  to  take  liberties  with  you  of  any  kind.  If 
his  respect  and  love  are  worth  winning  you  will  win  them  by 
conducting  yourself  as  you  would  conduct  yourself  toward 
other  men  were  you  his  wife.  Do  not  play  with  fire.  And  I 
appeal  to  parents  and  guardians  to  protect  their  girls  from 
such  contact  with  men  as  may  in  the  end  allure  them  to  their 
ruin.  The  army  of  outcast  women  grows  larger  day  by  day 
and  many  of  them  came  from  Christian  homes  as  good  as 
yours.  They  are  lost  to-day  and  hasten  on  to  hell  because 
their  parents  allowed  temptations  to  come  to  them  which  in 
an  hour  of  weakness  they  had  not  the  strength  to  bear. 

I  know  these  are  plain  words,  but  life  is  very  real  and  very 
earnest.  The  Bible  is  a  plain  book.  Sometimes  I  think  our 
preachers  do  too  much  gingerbread  preaching.  They  talk 
about  Moses  and  Samuel  and  the  Hebrew  children,  while 
right  before  them  are  men  and  women  who  have  just  begun 
to  play  with  fir«  and  whose  souls  might  be  saved  by  a  meed 
of  timely  warning.  May  God  give  us  that  wisdom  in  dealing 
with  the  young  that  comes  down  from  heaven. 
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[y  *  me  old  people  possess  grace  and  charm.  As  a 
r<^  little  child,  I  loved  to  linger  near  aged  men  and 
^'       matrons.     There    come   to   me  now  the    bowed 


forms  and  tranquil  faces  of  God's  aged  saints  who 
gave  cheer  and  brightness  to  many  a  childhood  day. 
There  is  nothing  more  soul-inspiring  than  the  in- 
fluence of  a  happy,  self-sacrificing  man  or  matron.  Gray 
hairs  were  then  at  once  the  sign  and  pledge  of  upright- 
ness of  character  and  tenderness  of  heart.  I  think  I  have 
mentioned  in  these  Thoughts  before  the  greatest  shock  that 
came  to  my  childish  heart  concerning  old  people.  As  I  write 
I  can  see  the  bowed  and  trembling  frame  of  an  octogena- 
rian, who  over  and  oft  passed  by  our  cottage  gate.  I  would 
frequently  hail  him  as  he  passed,  and  his  greetings  were 
always  kind  and  gentle.  He  was  a  man  of  remarkable  vigor 
for  his  years,  and  it  was  hard  to  realize  that  he  was  so  old. 
The  shock  of  which  I  speak  came  to  me  later  on  when  it  was 
developed  that  the  old  man  was  a  horse-thief.  My  eyes  were 
thus  first  opened  to  the  fact  that  some  old  people  were  not 
good,  and  anon  as  the  years  have  come  and, gone  the  same 
lesson  has  been  learned  anew. 

The  saddest  part  of  all  is  that  character  settles  and  be- 
comes more  staid  with  increasing  years.  The  good  man  who 
loves  God  and  who  rejoices  in  God's  blessed  service,  grows 
in  grace  and  in  the  knowledge  of  holy  things  as  the  years 
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go  by.     The  face   of    an  earnest   Christian  man,   however 

stern  in  his  prime,  and  when  contending  with  the  strifes  and 

woes  of  life,    becomes  benignant   with  the  caressing  touch 

of  Time.     Walter  Besant  says  in   one  of    his    latest  books 

that  a  man  has  a  face  for   every  year  —  that    the   changes 

that  are  wrought   as    time    flies    by  are  written    in    man's 

features,  and  at  last   there  is    yet    another  face  —  the  cold 

and  pallid  face  of  death  —  which  in  its  last   repose    shows 

forth  the  settled  character  —  the  character  with  which  man 

meets    his    God.      I  have    seen    on   the  faces  of  the  holy 

dead  smiles  that  must   have    settled    there  when    the    eyes 

immortal  caught  their  first   glimpses  of  the    angel    throng 

sent    down    from    God    to   carry   their    disembodied   spirits 

home. 

I  suppose   that  every  one  of    us    has  planned  somewhat 

concerning  the   period    called    old  age.     The  thought  that 

was  nearest  to  my  mother's  heart,  and  the  prayer  that  she 

oftenest  sent  up  to  God,  was  that  she  might  live  to  see  all 

her  children  grown  up  to  maturity  in  years,  and  followers 

of  Jesus.     My  dear  old   father  has  all    his    lifetime   had  a 

dread  that  in  his  old  age,  if  he    lived  to  be  old,   he  might 

become  no  longer  useful,  and  be  a  heavy  burden  upon  those 

who  loved  him.     With  my  knowledge  of  the  woes  that  have 

come  into  the  lives  of  many  aged  saints,  I  do  not  wonder  that 

this  fear  so  long  ago  settled  on  his  heart.     There  is  so  much 

selfishness  and  hard-hearted n ess  among  us  that   the  lives  of 

many  aged  ones  are  but  the  lengthening,  somber,   shadowy 

years  of    increasing   misery  and    pain.      The  aged  parents 

in  some  homes  get  in  the  way.     They  have  lived  too   long. 

Their   minds,    once   vigorous   and   responsive,  have   become 

weakened  and  corroded  with   the   death   of  passing   years. 

Some  say  that  these  have  reached  their  second  childhood,  but 

I  agree  with  all  my  heart  with  the  sainted  Luther  Benson  who 

said  that  there  was  no  such    thing  as   second  childhood,  but 
11 
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that  the  weakness  and  siniplicity  of  old  age  was  the  first 
childhood  come  back  again. 

Indeed,  this  is  the  truth.  The  mind  of  the  aged  one  lingers 
no  longer  on  the  scenes  and  strifes  of  life's  hot  conflicts,  but 
it  goes  back  to  life's  bright,  youthful  years  and  lingers  around 
the  old  family  hearthstone,  where  the  now  bowed  and  totter- 
ing frame  in  years  long  gone  rested  his  childish  head  upon 
a  loving  mother's  knee.  It  is  no  wonder  that  so  many  old 
people  live  in  the  past.  The  past  is  all  they  have.  The  pres- 
ent is  freighted  with  the  misery  that  comes  with  having  been 
so  long  uncherished  and  unloved, 

I  have  often  pictured  to  myself  the  kind  of  man  I  would 
hope  to  be  if  I  should  live  to  be  old.  I  would  pray  earnestly 
that  my  mind  might  remain  as  near  as  could  be,  unimpaired, 
and  that  up  to  the  very  last  hour  I  might  not  only  have  all 
my  faculties  about  me,  but  that  I  might  be  able  to  yet  do 
some  useful  service  for  our  God.  There  comes  to  me  now 
the  face  of  a  beloved  preacher  whom  I  knew.  When  I  first 
knew  him  he  was  growing  old.  Many  times  and  often  he  had 
said  to  me,  *'  I  want  to  die  in  the  harness."  It  was  even  so. 
After  preaching  one  night  one  of  the  ablest  sermons  of  his 
life,  he  laid  him  down  to  rise  no  more.  During  the  still  and 
silent  hours  God  called  him  to  a  happier  clime,  and  the  angels 
swept  down  from  the  skies  to  take  him  home.  As  I  write,  I 
have  the  grace  to  pray  with  all  my  heart  that  in  everything 
God's  will  be  done.  But  coupled  with  this  prayer  is  another 
prayer,  that  if  it  be  His  will,  and  I  shall  live  to  my  three  score 
years  and  ten,  that  my  old  age  may  be  one  in  which  all  the 
hot  and  surging  passions  that  have  so  beset  my  earlier  life 
may  have  faded  from  my  heart,  and  that  in  the  quiet  scenes 
of  tranquil  years,  resting  beneath  the  shades  of  grateful  trees, 
I  may  there  in  peace  and  joy  still  work  and  still  testify  for 
our  gracious  God. 

These   thoughts  took  form  and  shape  the  other  day  as  I 


Digitized  by 


Google 


OLD   FOLKS   AND   OLD   AGE.  168 

talked  and  prayed  with  an  aged,  suffering  saint.  For  many 
months  a  valiant  soldier  of  the  cross  has  in  this  city  lingered 
near  the  border  land.  He  has  suffered  much.  1  knew  him 
in  his  years  of  activity  and  strength.  A  strong  and  stately 
man  was  he.  Brave,  useful,  consecrated,  and  active  in  God's 
service,  he  did  a  gracious  work.  For  these  many  months  he 
has  been  ill,  and  yet  through  all  his  suffering  and  pain  he  has 
uttered  not  one  complaining  word.  As  I  talked  to  him  the 
other  day  he  told  me  that  he  had  had  a  vision.  Not  in  his 
sleep  did  this  vision  come,  but  when  he  was  wide  awake  and 
all  his  faculties  were  clear.  It  was  after  midnight.  All  the 
strident,  jarring  sounds  of  city  life  were  still.  Even  in  a  busy 
town,  there  comes,  when  the  night  is  lengthening  into  its 
post-meridian  hours,  a  time  of  stillness  and  of  calm.  Anon 
the  footsteps  of  some  belated  pedestrian  may  be  heard  as  he 
wends  his  homeward  way.  Mayhap  the  sound  of  some  iso- 
lated vehicle  may  be  heard.  But  soon  even  these  sounds  die 
away,  and  there  intervenes  a  period  of  quietude  when  all  the 
noises  cease,  and  when  all  the  town  lies  wrapped  in  stillness 
and  repose.  It  was  in  such  an  hour  that  the  vision  to  our 
suffering  brother  came.  He  heard  sounds  of  music  floating 
down  upon  the  still  night  air.  The  room  in  which  he  so  long 
had  suffered  grew  bright  with  a  light  from  the  better  world. 
The  music  he  could  not  describe.  As  I  talked  to  him,  he 
spoke  of  Paul  who  said  he  knew  a  man  who  was  caught  up 
to  the  third  heaven  and  there  received  impressions  and  delights 
that  it  was  not  lawful  for  man  to  utter.  My  aged  brother 
knew  that  the  vision  was  not  of  earth.  He  said,  while 
he  was  entranced  by  the  music,  and  while  supremely  happy 
in  the  joy  that  the  vision  brought  him,  he  thought  of  that 
expression  in  the  Old  Testament,  '*  Thou  wilt  keep  him  in 
perfect  peace  whose  mind  is  stayed  on  thee,''  and  of  that 
other  scripture  **  At  evening  time  it  shall  be  light.'' 

As  I  talked  to  this  patriarch  of   God  he  told  me  that  he 
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could  see  now  as  he  had  never  seen  before,  the  reason  for 
many  of  God's  providences  that  had  been  wrought  out  in  his 
Afe.  In  other  years  a  little  daughter  came  to  brighten  his  life 
and  home.  She  grew.  She  was  four  years  old.  She  had  the 
face  of  an  angel,  and  her  prattling,  childish  voice  gave  a  joy 
to  that  home  which  it  never  had  before,  and  which  has  never 
come  again  since  her  little  body  was  laid  in  the  grave.  He  said 
that  it  seemed  that  it  would  break  his  heart  when  this  sweet 
baby  died,  but  up  to  the  hour  of  her  death  he  was  yet  an 
unsaved  man.  Her  death  led  him  to  sober  thought,  to 
prayer,  to  conviction,  to  Jesus.  Now,  as  his  feet  press  hard 
upon  the  shore  of  that  river  that  intervenes  between  us  and 
our  home  above,  there  come  trooping  to  his  heart  memories 
of  that  little  child,  and  he  sheds  tears  of  joy  as  he  thinks  of 
the  quick-coming  time  when  he  will  clasp  her  to  his  heart 
again  and  forevermore. 

It  was  my  great  fortune  a  few  days  ago  to  spend  a  short 
time  in  company  with  an  ideal  man.  He  was  a  Christian,  an 
earnest  lover  of  every  good  work,  a  warm-hearted  compan- 
ion, and,  though  past  his  four-score  years,  retained  the 
brightness  and  good  cheer  and  elasticity  of  his  youth.  It  is 
not  given  to  every  one  to  live  to  be  old.  More  than  half  of 
those  who  are  born  into  the  world  die  before  the  years  of 
maturity,  but  there  are  some  who  will  read  these  lines  who 
will  live  to  a  good  old  age,  and  in  their  old  age  will  be  either 
a  blessing  or  a  curse  to  those  by  whom  they  are  surrounded. 

When  I  was  a  little  boy  I  had  the  notion  that  all  old,  gray- 
headed  people  were  good.  My  childish  heart  could  not  con- 
ceive of  the  possibility  of  an  old  person  being  bad.  I  had 
the  profoundest  reverence,  as  I  have  now,  for  gray  hairs  and 
old  age,  and  I  loved  then  as  I  do  now  with  all  my  heart  those 
old  people  whom  I  knew,  who  were  then,  as  now,  a  benedic- 
tion to  my  life. 

I  never  shall  for«:et  what  a  tremendous  shock  it  was  to  me 
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the  first  time  I  heard  an  old  man  swear.  The  boys  of  my 
set,  many  of  them,  were  quite  profane,  and  I  had  become 
accustomed  to  their  profanity,  but  when  I  heard  God's  name 
blasphemed  by  old,  trembling  lips,  it  gave  me  a  shock  from 
which  I  have  not  yet  recovered.  It  seems  to  me  that  of  all 
the  uncouth,  uncanny  sights  in  the  world,  it  is  to  see  an  old 
man,  bending  under  the  weight  of  many  winters,  whose  heart 
through  all  the  years  of  his  pilgrimage  has  each  day  become 
harder  and  more  estranged  from  God. 

And  these  thoughts  led  me  to  wonder  what  kind  of  a  man 
I  will  be  as  an  old  man  should  I  live  to  be  old.  When  I  think 
upon  it,  I  know  that  the  little  things  of  every  day  are  going 
to  make  up  the  sum  total  of  what  my  age  will  be.  Old  age 
is  but  the  gathering  years  added  together,  and  no  matter  in 
what  direction  I  am  growing,  whether  for  good  or  for  ill, 
that  growth  will  be  accumulated  in  my  old  age  should  I  live 
to  be  an  old  man. 

If  this  be  true,  how  careful  ought  each  one  of  us  to  be  of 
our  speech,  of  our  deeds  and  of  our  tempers  every  day. 
Beyond  all  question  the  greatest  influence  for  good  or  evil 
that  can  come  into  the  life  of  any  child,  is  the  influence  of  the 
old  people  by  whom  he  is  surrounded.  The  lives  of  children 
are  moulded  by  the  impressions  they  receive  from  their  seniors. 
This  fact  should  cause  each  of  us  to  strive  mightily  to  grow 
old  beautifully.  The  bad  temper  that  has  been  regnant  in 
early  life  may  be  concealed  up  to  old  age,  but  when  the 
second  childhood  comes  it  will  bloom  and  fruit  and  the 
atmosphere  that  surrounds  it  will  be  dark  with  the  forebod- 
ings of  the  evil  that  it  inspires. 

Not  only  is  this  true,  but  I  am  going  to  take  the  character 
that  I  have  with  me  to-day  and  that  shall  abide  with  me  in 
old  age,  into  the  other  world.  The  opinion  that  a  great  many 
people  have,  that  there  is  some  great  change  in  a  man's 
character  when  he  dies,  is  a  great  fallacy.     He  simply  crosses 
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the  river.  That  is  all.  His  character  is  just  the  same  the 
day  after  he  dies  as  it  was  the  day  before  he  died.  If  a  man 
is  unregenerate  at  death,  he  is  imregenerate  after  death,  and 
his  character  is  no  larger  and  no  stronger  when  he  passes 
out  of  this  life  into  another  world  than  it  was  when  he  re- 
mained on  this  side.  So  old  age  will  be  but  the  accumulation 
of  the  thoughts  and  deeds  of  all  the  dead  and  buried  years 
that  I  have  lived,  and  I  will  carry  with  nie  beyond  death  the 
same  impulses  that  have  formed  my  character  here.  So  in  a 
high  and  awful  sense  we  build  each  day  for  eternity.  The 
little  things,  so  little  that  they  seem  infinitesimal  in  size,  that 
go  to  make  up  each  day  of  life,  are  moulding  us  for  good  or 
ill,  and  will  not  die  in  all  the  years  to  come  nor  in  all  the 
ceaseless  ages  of  eternity. 
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fHE  case  of  Saul,  who  was  anointed  king  of  Israel, 
furnishes  all  of  us  with  food  for  reflection  con- 
cerning the  opportunities  God  gives  us  and  the 
possibilities  that  grow  out  of  them.  He  was  a 
country  lad  of  an  obscure  family,  yet  was  blessed 
with  comeliness  of  form  and  feature,  and  with  great 
physical  size  and  power.  It  was  a  distinction  to  be  head 
and  shoulders  taller  than  anyone  else  in  the  realm,  but  there 
were  the  other  qualities  of  courage  and  kingly  endowment. 
Not  in  the  history  of  the  whole  Bible  is  there  another 
instance  of  any  young  man  who  began  with  such  obscure 
surroundings  and  attained  to  such  prominence  among  the 
people.  Saul  could  have  been  more  than  David  if  he  had 
exercised  David's  faith,  and  had  taken  the  opportunities 
God  showered  at  his  feet  at  their  flood  tide. 

There  are  hundreds  of  young  men  to-day,  reared  up  in 
Christian  homes  and  with  splendid  opportunities,  who  stand 
at  the  threshold  of  their  lives  as  did  Saul.  Two  roads  stretch 
out  before  them.  One  is  a  narrow  way  leading  upward  and 
God  ward.  It  is  the  path  that  has  been  trodden  by  the  mar- 
tyrs and  prophets  and  men  of  faith  and  courage  through  all 
ages.  Indeed  it  is  bounded  by  some  difficulties,  and  sacrifices 
must  ofttimes  be  made  if  one  would  follow  in  it,  but  all  along 
the  way  is  increasing  usefulness,  increasing  power,  increas- 
ing honors,  and  at  the  end  life  eternal.  The  other  path  is  a 
broad  way.     The  Sauls  are  walking  in  it  now.     It  is  easier 
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to  travel  in  some  respects  tlian  the  road  to  righteousness,  but 
he  who  enters  here  leaves  hope  behind.  There  is  redness  of 
eyes,  an  aching  head,  a  bruised  and  bleeding  heart,  shame, 
disgrace,  death,  and  eternal  hell.  All  these  dog  the  path  of 
sin^-of  him  who  makes  the  choice  of  Saul.  Almost  the  last 
act  before  the  tragedy  in  which  he  ended  his  own  life,  was 
the  consultation  with  a  witch  who,  aided  by  Satan,  led  him 
to  self-destruction. 

Every  youth  who  reads  these  lines  comes  to  the  forks  of 
some  road  every  day.  There  must  be  a  choice  made  and  an 
election  concerning  one's  own  course  and  destiny.  Let  there 
be  solemn  prayer  and  a  grave  and  earnest  purpose  in  every 
heart  to  choose  the  right  way  always,  leaving  the  results 
with  God.  God  is  willing  to  make  kings  of  men  now  who 
trust  in  Him,  as  He  was  in  the  days  of  Saul  and  David ;  and 
Satan  is  as  ready  now  as  he  was  in  the  years  of  the  long  ago, 
to  entrap  the  unwary  and  lead  them  into  the  devious  paths  of 
sin,  and  at  last  to  eternal  death.  It  is  better  when  one  starts 
in  life  under  such  bright  auspices  to  trust  in  God  than  it  is 
to  trust  in  uncertain  riches,  or  in  the  applause  that  men  can 
give.  May  the  life  and  sad  ending  of  this  king  who  started 
out  with  such  bright  promise  serve  to  keep  our  feet  from  the 
quicksands,  and  to  cause  our  eyes  to  look  upward  toward 
God  and  heaven. 

One  of  the  saddest  facts  connected  with  Christian  homes 
is  that  many  of  them  are  divided  either  in  belief  or  action 
along  spiritual  lines.  In  many  homes  the  wife  is  a  Christian 
and  humbly  follows  her  Savior  day  by  day,  praying  mean- 
while that  her  husband  and  children  may  accept  her  Savior. 
In  other  homes  it  is  the  husband  who  has  given  his  heart  to 
Christ,  while  the  wife,  the  mother  of  his  children,  is  an  alien 
from  God  and  a  stranger  to  His  grace.  In  some  homes 
neither  father  nor  mother  has  accepted  Christ,  while  some 
little  child  in  the  home  is  an  humble  follower  of  the  Master, 
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having  given  heart  and  life  and  all  to  Him  and  His  work. 
It  seems  to  me  an  exceeding  sad  thought  that  it  shoald  be 
true  that  any  home    is    divided    in    this  way.     So  to-day  I 
make  an  appeal  to    the    unconverted  in  every  home  where 
there    are    Christians,  to    give    their   hearts   to  Jesus;  and 
with  all  the  earnestness  of  my  soul  I  would  urge  the  Chris- 
tians in  every  home  where  there  are  those  who  are  uncon- 
verted to  work  prayerfully,  unceasingly,  hopefully,  and  with 
faith    in  God,  to  the  end    that   the    unconverted   may  give 
their  hearts  to  the  Savior.     One  sad  fact  in  many  of  these 
homes  is  that  the  Christians  in  them  live  such  poor   Chris- 
tian lives  that  it  seems  to  give  no  encouragement  whatever  to 
the  sinners  in  the  home  to  accept  the  Savior.     Only  recently 
I  heard  a  noble   and   earnest   Christian    man  detailing    his 
experience  concerning  a  talk  he  hud  with  the    unconverted 
son  of  a  professed  Christian  father.     While  appealing  to  this 
son   with   all  the  earnestness   he  could   command  to  do  as 
his  father  had  done,  accept  the  Savior  and  follow  Him,  the 
son  cynically  replied,  "  If  your  religion  would  make  no  more 
change  in  me  than  it  has  made  in  my  father,  I  cannot  see  that 
it  would  help  me  any."    Undoubtedly  there  is  many  a  Chris- 
tian who  really  loves  the  Savior,  and  who  prays  day  by  day 
that  the  loved  ones  in  the  home  with  him  may  give  their  hearts 
to  His  God,  who  yet  lives  such  a  poor  Christian  life  that  the 
ones  who  know  him  best  fail  to  see  any  practical  good  in  the 
religion  which  he   professes.      It  seems   to    me   that   every 
Christian  has  a  frightful  responsibility  with  regard  to  the  life 
he  lives  before  those  who  know  him  in  his  inner  home  life. 
They  will  certainly  measure  the  strength  of  his  Christianity 
by  the  effect  it  has  on  him  at  home.     There  are  children  who 
are  growing  up  in  the  homes  of  Christian  parents,  who  see 
so  little   in    their    parents   worthy   of    Christian   lives     that 
they    are    not    attracted    to    our    Savior.      If    I  could  say 
any  word   that  would  stimulate  a  higher  standard  of  Chris- 
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tiaii  living  in  our  families  I  would  love  to  say  that  word  to 
you  to-day.     The  saddest  of  all  the  spectacles  that  I  expect 
to  see  at  the  Judgment  Bar  of  God  will  be  the  eternal  di- 
vision of  m^ny  homes.     Homes  that  are  divided  on  earth  will 
be  divided  in  eternity  and  throughout  eternity.     I  have  hope 
that  there  are  many  homes  that  are  divided  on  earth  in  one 
way   that   will   be    happily  re-united  in  heaven.     There  are 
many  Christian  homes  out  of  which  the  grown-up  boys  and 
girls  go  that  will  become  re-united  homes  in  the  better  land, 
because  before  the  old  homestead  was  left  forever,  and  before 
the  young  hearts  went  out  into  life's  stern  battle  for  them- 
selves, they  had  first  of  all  been  laid  on  God's  altar  and  puri- 
fied by  His   blood.     Beyond   any   doubt   one   of   the   most 
blessed  sights  on  which  human  eyes  ever  rested  'will  be  to 
see  those  divided  homes  re-united,  when  God  calls  forth  the 
sleeping  dead  to  meet  Him  at  the  final  judgment.     But  these 
other  divided  homes,  where  some  are  Christians  and  some  are 
unconverted,  will  remain  divided,  unless  through  the  grace  of 
God  the  unconverted  ones  may  be  led  to  Christ  while  there  is 
life  and  time  and  opportunity.     May  our   Heavenly  Father 
give  each  one  of  us  who  profess  His  name  grace  to  live  cir- 
cumspectly, uprightly  and  consistently  in  our  homes,  before 
our  children,  and  before  those  whose  lives  touch  ours  in  most 
intimate  relations.     To  know  a  Christian  in  his  home  life  is 
to  know  whether  or  not  that  Christian  really  and  truly,  day 
by  day,  serves  the  God  he  professes  to  love.     Let  there  be 
a  renewed   consecration   in  our  Christian  lives  at  home  and  a 
renewed   and  prayerful  energy  in  leading  the  unconverted  in 
the  home  to  accept  our  Savior. 

That  God  may  bless  these  Thoughts  to-day  to  the  good  of 
many  homes  is  ray  earnest  prayer. 
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Ejcamples,  Good  and  EHfit. 

vO  make  an  honest  confession,  I  do  not  think  I 'had 
ever  studied  the  life  of  Samuel  as  I  should  have 
done  until  it  was  our  Sunday-school  lesson.  This 
leads  me  to  digress  long  enough  to  say  that  the 
Christian  who  fails  to  attend  Sunday-school  every 
Sunday,  and  who  is  not  diligent  in  the  preparation  of 
the  lesson,  loses  an  inestimable  blessing,  and  is  deprived  of 
one  of  the  best  and  most  helpful  means  of  studying  the  Word 
of  God.  I  count  it  one  of  the  greatest  joys  of  my  life  to  be 
a  regular  attendant  at  Sunday-school,  to  teach  my  children 
to  be  in  their  places  promptly  each  Lord's  day  morning. 

In  Samuel's  time  there  were  no  Sunday  schools  just  like 
ours,  but  it  was  a  fundamental  part  of  the  Old  Testament 
economy  that  the  truths  of  God  and  the  history  of  His  deal- 
ings with  His  people  be  taught  to  the  children.  Samuel  was 
the  child  of  prayer.  His  mother  prayed  earnestly  to  God  in 
his  behalf  and  God  heard  her  supplications.  And  when  he 
was  two  years  old  she  earnestly  and  self-sacrificingly  dedicated 
Tiira  to  God.  And  this,  in  God's  providence,  was  the  reason 
why  there  ever  was  a  Samuel  at  all.  It  were  a  greater  honor 
to  this  mother  to  have  given  to  the  world  this  spotless  prophet 
of  God  than  to  have  been  president  of  all  the  woman's- rights 
clubs  since  the  creation  of  the  first  woman.  In  all  serious- 
ness we  say  it  —  and  may  it  sink  deep  into  many  hearts  —  the 

reason  why  there  are  not  more  Samuels  is  that  there  are  so 
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few  Hannahs.  May  God  send  us  a  generation  of  mothers 
such  as  she  wasl  When  such  mothers  come  to  bless  the 
earth  we  will  not  need  to  worry   so  much  about  our  boys. 

Since  Samuel  had  such  a  mother,  it  is  no  wonder  he  was  an 
obedient  child.  There  are  not  many  little  boys  that  will  get 
up  promptly  three  times  in  succession  at  midnight  to  wait 
on  an  old,  decrepit  man.  Many  times  since  Samuel's  day 
have  obedient  ones  answered  the  voice  of  God  when,  in  the 
kindness  of  their  hearts,  they  have  ministered  to  God's  aged 
saints.  SamuePs  obedience  marked  him  as  chosen  of  God 
for  a  great  service.  The  *'  Speak,  for  thy  servant  heareth  '' 
which  fell  from  his  childish  lips,  had  more  power  in  it  than 
the  tread  of  a  conquering  army.  It  was  the  key  to  his  kingly 
life  and  crowned  him  with  glory  and  honor  and  everlasting 
fame. 

There  are  not  many  of  us  who  are  always  thus  willing  to 
hear  and  obey  our  Father's  voice.  When  Paul  had  arisen 
from  the  earth  he  anxiously  inquired,  '*  Lord,  what  wilt  thou 
have  me  to  do?  "  And  he  waited  not,  but  went  about  his 
Master's  business.  Alas,  that  it  w^ere  not  true  of  all  of  us  I 
I  knew  a  man  who  wasted  more  than  half  a  score  of  years 
resisting  God's  call  to  preach  the  gospel.  If  in  those  first 
golden  years  of  his  young  manhood  he  had  hearkened  to  the 
voice  of  his  God  as  did  the  obedient  Samuel,  he  would  have 
increased  his  povver  with  God  and  men  a  hundredfold.  All 
his  lifetime  and  on  his  dying  bed  he  will  look  back  upon  those 
rebellious  years  with  a  bleeding  heart.  Be  it  known  to  all 
who  read  these  Thoughts  to-day  that  a  failure  to  heed  God's 
call  not  only  shuts  the  door  to  the  performance  of  God's  work, 
but  opens  the  door  to  the  service  of  Satan.  One  reason  why 
the  Devil  has  so  many  Christians  in  his  employ  is  that  they 
have  closed  their  hearts  against  God's  call  to  service.  I  pray 
that  God  will  impress  this  truth  deeply  on  every  heart. 

There  are  some  who  will  read  these  words  who  have  been 
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called  of  God  for  special  service  and  yet  who  have  halted  and 
rebelled,  thus  setting  their  puny  judgment  up  against  the 
wisdom  and  might  of  God.  Ah,  they  are  suffering.  They 
sleep  on  beds  of  thistles  and  feed  on  husks  with  the  Devil's 
swine.  I  plead  with  them  to-day  to  hear  the  voice  of  God 
and  follow  where  He  leads,  though  it  be  to  China,  or  Africa, 
or  the  isles  of  the  sea.  The  God  that  calls  has  power  to  fit 
us  for  our  work  and  care  for  us  while  we  are  performing  it. 

I  have  space  left  for  but  a  brief  suggestion  to  parents  that 
grows  out  of  the  call  of  Samuel.  He  was  a  little  child,  only 
twelve  years  old,  but  he  was  old  enough  to  hear  God's  voice 
and  to  do  God's  work.  So  are  your  little  children.  You 
wait  to  teach  them  of  the  Savior  until  Satan  has  already  pre- 
empted their  young  hearts.  They  are  accountable  to  God, 
many  of  them,  before  you  suspect  it,  and  wonder  why  you  do 
not  teach  them  the  way  of  life.  May  God's  Holy  Spirit  help 
us  all  to  so  live  before  our  children  and  so  teach  them  that 
they  will  remember  their  Creator  in  the  days  of  their  youth. 

Not  many  days  ago  I  had  a  serious  talk  with  one  of  the 
ablest  and  best  known  men  among  American  preachers. 
He  is  a  strong  thinker,  an  acute  observer,  always  w^illing  to 
avow  his  convictions — in  short,  one  of  the  distinct  personal- 
ities in  the  religious  life  of  the  nation.  If  I  should  mention 
his  name,  every  reader  would  at  once  recognize  him  as  a 
Goliath  among  us,  but  it  is  not  necessary  to  do  so. 

Our  conversation  turned  on  the  loose  living  so  evident  in 
the  lives  of  many  Christians.  Especially  did  we  discuss 
tobacco-using  and  other  vices  among  our  leaders  and  preach- 
ers. As  nearly  as  I  can  remember,  his  words  along  this  line 
were  as  follows: — 

"  Attend  closely  and  I  will  say  a  startling  thing :  Christian 
teachers,  preachers,  and  members  have  been  more  in  my  way 
in  properly  rearing  my  boys  than  all  the  saloon-keepers,  gam- 
blers and  brothels  on  earth.     You  are  surprised?     Of  course. 
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but  you  need  not  be.  When  ray  boys  were  small  I  sternly 
forbade  their  use  of  tobacco.  For  a  time  they  obeyed  me 
implicitly,  but  when  they  entered  college  I  found  they  were 
smoking  cigarettes.  It  occurred  to  me  that  the  proper 
thing  to  do  was  to  take  them  with  me  to  the  peach  orchard, 
and  this  I  promptly  did.  On  reaching  there  my  oldest  boy 
said :  — 

"  *  Father,  you  may  whip  us  if  you  will,  but  I  do  not  think 
it  will  be  right.  You  have  always  held  up  Dr. ,  our  pas- 
tor, as  a  pure  man,  and  one  to  be  followed,  and  have  especially 

commended  the  example  of  Prof. ,  our  college  president. 

I  learned  to  smoke  by  imitating  them.  I  took  your  advice 
and  have  become  addicted  to  the  cigarette  habit.  So  has 
brother.  Will  you  whip  us  for  patterning  after  the  men 
whose  examples  you  have  commended?  ' '' 

*'  My  arm  fell  nerveless  at  my  side.  I  had  either  to  ruin  my 
pastor  and  the  teacher  of  my  boys  in  their  esteem,  or  leave 
my  task  unfinished.  In  the  face  of  their  example  I  was  power- 
less, and  my  boys — both  grown  young  men  now  —  are  con- 
firmed cigarette  smokers,  and  are  ruining  their  brains  and 
their  bodies.  And  that  is  not  all.  I  taught  my  boys  and 
girls  that  card-playing,  dancing,  and  theater-going  were  all 
grave  sins  and  not  to  be  indulged  in.     They  came  back  at  me 

with  statements  like  these :  That  Deacon and  his  family 

gave  card  parties,  and  had  a  box  at  the  theater ;  that  Brother 

gave  social  dancing  parties,  at  which  many  members, of 

the  church  danced,  itid  that  several  other  members  belonged 

to  the club  that  gave  swell  receptions  and    balls.     Of 

course  I  could  manage  my  daughters,  and  these  vices  they 
have  never  learned,  but  my  boys,  soon  of  age,  could  not  be 
so  easily  infiuenced,  and  are  confirmed  theater-goers,  card- 
players,  and  dancers.  And  all  these  vices  they  learned  from 
those  who  were  members  of  the  same  church  that  I  was, 
while  learning  to  be  slaves  to  the  tobacco  habit  from  the  pas- 
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tor  and  the  college  president.  That  they  have  kept  free  from 
deadlier  sins  I  hope,  but  do  not  know,  but  I  do  know  that 
their  first  lessons  in  vice  were  learned  from  those  whose  lives 
should  have  led  them  to  lives  of  righteousness  instead  of  caus- 
ing their  steps  to  take  hold  on  hell.  You  will  not  wonder, 
then,  at  the  startling  statement  made  awhile  ago  —  that  Chris- 
tian teachers,  preachers,  and  members  have  been  more  in  my 
way  in  properly  rearing  my  boys  than  all  the  saloon-keepers, 
gamblers,  and  brothels  on  earth  combined.'' 

As  my  friend  and  much-loved  brother  finished  speaking 
there  were  tears  in  his  voice  and  on  his  face,  and  I  purposed 
then  to  give  his  sadly  truthful  words  to  you.  It  may  be,  dear 
fellow  traveler  to  God's  judgment  bar,  that  you,  like  these 
Christians  who  led  these  bright  young  men  astray,  are  help- 
ing to  lead  some  youthful  heart  into  hurtful  and  sinful  ways. 
Some  nervous  lad  with  frail,  consumptive  frame,  may  have 
learned  the  cigarette  habit  by  seeing  you  use  tobacco,  and  if 
he  did  you  are  responsible  in  God's  sight  for  the  ruin  of  both 
his  soul  and  body.  Perhaps  at  your  social  game  that  boy  learned 
to  play  so  well  that  he  now  stands  at  the  yawning  mouth  of  the 
gambler  s  hell.  Few  who  do  not  bow  to  Fashion ;  she  is  queen 
in  every  realm.  Or  it  may  be  that  that  once  bright  girl,  who 
was  loved  and  petted  by  all,  and  yet  who  will  lead  for  ever- 
more a  life  of  shame,  was  first  led  to  thoughts  of  sin  by  the 
glare  and  glamour  of  the  ball-room  or  theater,  to  which  she 
first  went  with  you. 

On  this  sweet  Lord's  day,  while  all  the  earth  seems  vocal 
with  the  Savior's  praise,  I  would  appeal  to  every  Christian  to 
walk  worthy  of  the  liberty  wherewith  Christ  has  made  us  free. 
I  am  not  perfect,  and  here  confess  to  my  full  share  of  human 
frailty,  but,  preacher  as  I  am,  I  would  not  have  my  son  or  the 
sons  of  my  brethren  see  me  use  tobacco  or  visit  a  theater  or  a 
ball-room,  for  the  right  hand  that  writes  these  words.  I  re- 
member that  the  Spirit  says  that  they  that  turn  many  to  right- 
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eousness  shall  shine  as  the  stars  forever.  If  so,  where  shall 
those  appear  whose  light  is  darkness  and  who  have  a  name  to 
live  and  yet  are  dead?  Cost  what  it  will  let  us  lay  aside  our 
vicious  habits  and  examples  and  reconsecrate  our  hearts,  our 
habits,  and  our  poor  bodies  to  our  God. 

A  recent  personal  letter  from  the  Indian  Territory  gives 
me  an  appropriate  text  for  this  week's  Sunday  Morning 
Thoughts.     It  is  as  follows: — 

"  I  write  to  ask  you  to  pray  for  me.  I  am  a  poor,  lost  sin- 
ner, on  the  road  to  ruin,  and  earnestly  desire  the  prayers  of 
all  Christians.     Please  pray  for  me  every  day." 

In  my  reply  to  his  letter,  I  assured  him  that  I  would  pray 
for  him  most  earnestly,  and  I  ask  every  Christian  who  reads 
these  lines  to  join  me  in  that  prayer.  It  was  my  pleasure  to 
write  this  earnest  seeker  that  Jesus  had  never  turned  any  soul 
away  empty,  and  that  I  could  pray  for  him  in  faith,  believing 
that  God  would  hear  my  prayer. 

This  letter  set  me  to  thinking  about  the  thousands  of 
unconverted  ones  —  for  there  must  be  thousands  of  them  — 
in  homes  where  these  Thoughts  are  read.  And  my  own 
home  is,  in  this  regard,  not  different  from  thousands  of 
other  homes  where  the  unconverted  loved  ones  live  and 
labor  side  by  side  with  those  who  love  and  serve  our  Savior. 
As  I  write,  my  only  living  boy,  just  turned  into  his  fifteenth 
year,  is  in  arm's-length  of  me,  and  has  not  as  yet  given  his 
heart  and  life  to  God.  Like  your  unsaved  children,  he  has 
been  the  subject  of  many  thousand  prayers,  for  it  seems  to 
me  that  I  have  prayed  for  him  every  day  since  he  was  born. 

It  is  to  say  a  word  to  those  unsaved  ones  that  these 
Thoughts  are  written  down  to-day.  The  unsaved  children 
do  not  realize  it  —  none  of  them  do  —  that  their  passing  days 
of  childhood,  spent  around  the  family  hearthstone  and  with 
father,  mother,  and  other  loved  ones,  are  life's  golden  hours. 
Xever  in  nil  their  lives  will  such  bright  and  gladsome  days 
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come  to  their  hearts  again.  And  never  more  will  their  hearts 
be  soft  and  tender  as  they  are  in  these  halcyon  days  of  child- 
hood  in  the  dear  old  home. 

Knowing  this,  I  would  make  a  plea  to-day  —  a  plea  that 
comes  from  my  very  heart,  and  such  a  plea  as  I  would  make 
if  I  were  dying  —  to  all  the  unsaved  who  may  read  these 
words,  to  seek  the  Savior  now.  To  wait  and  hesitate  is  to  be 
lost.  Not  long  ago  I  went  out  into  the  graveyard  and  saw 
its  new-made  graves.  It  chills  me  to  the  heart  to  see  how 
the  graveyards  grow.  And  some  are  the  graves  of  budding 
youths,  who  were  cut  down  at  life's  threshold  and  laid  in 
the  still  and  solemn  grave.  Some  of  these  came  from 
Christian  homes  and  had  been  warned  as  I  am  warning 
you  to-day  full  many  a  time,  but  they  said  as  you  are  saying 
now  :  "  It  is  time  enough  yet.'' 

Not  long  ago  I  talked  to  a  broken-hearted  mother.  She 
wore  in  her  breast-pin  the  picture  of  her  first-born  son.  A 
bright-faced,  comely  boy  was  he,  and  hope  beamed  from  every 
feature  of  his  manly  face.  His  widowed  mother  loved  him 
next  to  God,  and  urged  him  daily  to  become  a  Christian. 
"Not yet,  sweet  mother,"  he  would  say.  And  thus  the  days 
sped  by.  On  one  bright  day  they  brought  him  home  a  corpse* 
He  died  so  suddenly  that  he  had  not  even  time  to  pray  or 
send  a  message  to  his  mother.  That  mother  never  will  again 
be  happy.  Her  heart  is  buried  in  her  lost  son's  grave,  and 
her  crushing  sorrow  is  that  there  is  no  hope  that  he  was  a 
child  of  God. 

Dear  lost  one,  how  do  you  know  but  that  Death  crouches 
on  your  door-step,  even  now?  He  may  have  already  raised 
his  bony  hand  to  knock  at  your  door.  I  plead  with  you  to 
lay  every  other  question  by  till  you  have  settled  this  one.  To 
fail  here  is  to  fail  everywhere  —  in  time  and  in  eternity. 
For  the  life  of  me  I  cannot  see  how  any  one  of  you  can  dare 
to  close  your  eyes  in  sleep  while  yet  unsaved.      The  Death 
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angel  might  come  by  night  and  take  your  spirit  to  its  last  long 
home. 

I  paused  before  I  closed  these  Thoughts  to-day  to  pray. 
My  prayer  was  this :  That  God  would  send  this  warning  home 
to  many  hearts  and  bring  before  them  death  and  hell  and 
God's  last  judgment  day.  And  when  they  had  been  aroused 
to  their  true  condition,  that  the  same  blessed  Spirit  would 
show  them  the  suffering  and  bleeding  Savior  dying  on  the 
cross  for  them. 

Do  any  of  my  sinner  readers  desire  salvation?  And  do  you 
wish  that  I  should  pray  for  you  and  ask  other  Christians  to 
join  me  in  that  prayer?  If  you  do,  drop  me  a  line  and  it  will 
be  my  joy  to  ask  our  Heavenly  Father  to  forgive  your  sins, 
and  there  are  thousands  of  Christians  who  read  these 
Thoughts  who  will  with  me  pray  earnestly  to  God  for  your 
salvation. 
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XXll. 
The  Good  We  Meant  to  Do. 

ALL  the  good  we  are  moved  to  do  could  be  ac- 
^^^  complished,  the  world  would  soon  be  brought  to 
Christ,  The  suggestions  of  good  deeds  God's 
Spirit  makes  to  us  are  ten  times  mpre  than  all  the 
good  we  actually  perform.  We  may  not  soon  forget 
how  God's  Spirit  moved  Philip  to  join  himself  to  the 
Ethiopian's  chariot,  nor  how  the  same  Spirit  prepared  the 
Ethiopian's  heart  for  Philip's  coming.  Peter,  convinced 
that  it  was  his  duty  to  preach  to  the  Gentiles,  was  guided 
by  that  same  Spirit  that  moved  Cornelius  to  send  for  Peter. 
God's  Spirit  works  at  both  ends  of  the  line.  Whenever 
He  impresses  a  Christian  to  talk  to  the  unconverted,  we  may 
feel  assured  that  He  at  the  same  time  opens  the  sinner's 
heart  to  hear  the  message.  It  is  for  this  reason,  among  many 
others,  that  a  Christian  should  always  heed  this  inward 
prompting.  And  it  goes  even  further  than  this.  Many  times 
we  are  led  of  the  Spirit  to  speak  kindly  and  encouragingly  to 
other  Christians,  but  the  words  die  unspoken  on  our  lips. 
There  are  suffering  ones  toward  whom  we  purposed  well, 
but  the  kind  impulse  never  was  transmuted  into  deeds. 

John  says  of  our  Savior  that  if  all  that  He  said  and  did  had 
been  written  down,  verily  the  world  itself  could  not  contain 
the  books.  It  may  be  as  truly  said  of  many  a  Christian  — 
that  if  all  the  kind  things  that  he  meant  to  do  had  been  done, 
and  all   the  kind  words  he  meant  to  speak  had  been  spoken, 
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the  record  of  his  words  and  deeds,  if  written,  would  fill  the 
earth. 

I  recall,  now  that  he  is  gone,  a  letter  I  meant  to  write  to 
Dr.  Broadus.  Although  never  his  pupil,  his  kingly  life  and 
his  helpful  books  had  been  of  such  large  benefit  to  me  that  I 
meant  to  write  him  a  letter  expressing  my  earnest  gratitude 
for  the  help  he  had  thus  given  me.  But  he  is  gone,  and  the 
letter  was  never  written.  There  are  kind  words  we  mean  to 
say  to  loved  ones,  kind  tokens  of  their  helpfulness  and  love  we 
mean  to  give  them  —  but  the  days  pass  on,  the  passing  years 
grow  old  and  die,  the  graveyards  have  yet  other  mounds 
within  their  peaceful  walls,  and  the  generous  deeds  we 
planned  so  well  are  never  done. 

I  make  a  plea  this  Lord's  day  morning  to  every  heart  to 
whom  these  lines  may  come,  to  quickly  yield  to  every  faint 
impulse  for  good  God's  Spirit  sends  to  you.  If  thoughts  of 
kind  and  loving  words,  of  generous  deeds,  come  to  your  heart, 
be  quick,  oh  I  dying  man,  to  heed  God's  monitor  and  fashion 
these  good  impulses  into  action  1 

Not  long  ago  I  read  in  a  daily  paper  an  account  of  the 
sudden  death  of  the  little  boy  of  an  infidel  acquaintance. 
Like  a  flash  of  light  came  the  suggestion  to  write  him  a  let- 
ter of  sympathy,  and  say  some  words  to  help  his  wounded 
heart  and  may  be  lead  him  to  think  of  God  and  heaven.  This 
was  done.  An  opportunity  also  came  to  me  to  speak  some 
words  to  a  profane  man  who  "feared  not  God,  neither 
regarded  man."  I  was  really  surprised  at  the  kindness  with 
which  he  heard  me.  The  gathering  moisture  in  his  eyes, 
so  long  unused  to  tears,  gave  me  hope  that  God's  Spirit 
blessed  my  words.  But  I  confess  to  you,  dear  reader,  that 
oft  times  I  have  let  these  impressions  pass  me  by  unheeded. 
Thus  the  good  I  might  have  done  has  been  left  to  wither  and 
to  die.  But  I  am  resolved  by  the  help  of  God  to  heed  the 
Spirit's  voice  in  the  days  that  are  to  come.     '*  Where  He  leads 
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me  I  will  follow."  I  know  that  if  He  tells  me  to  go  into  the 
lion'B  den.  His  strength  will  manacle  the  lions;  if  He  bids 
me  enter  the  furnace  of  fire  His  hand  will  temper  its  flames 
so  that  no  harm  will  come  to  me.  If  He  bids  me  speak  a 
word  to  a  sinner  He  will  open  the  sinner's  heart  to  receive 
the  word.  And  if  I  am  impressed  to  give  my  means  to  His 
cause  He  will  prosper  my  gift  if  He  wills  it  till  it  accom- 
plishes more  than  a  hundredfold. 

God  help  us  all  to  take  each  golden  opportunity  for  good 
at  its  flood.  It  will  thus  lead  on  to  joy,  and  happiness,  and 
usefulness,  and  our  hearts  will  ring  with  the  melody  of  per- 
ennial gladness,  "  while  the  years  are  rolling  on."  A  word 
in  season  may  set  influences  in  motion  that  will  set  a  thou- 
sand hearts  to  singing,  and  will  fashion  a  thousand  lives  like 
unto  the  life  of  our  precious  Lord. 

Not  very  long  ago  I  heard  a  good  Christian  woman  say,"  If 
I  were  rich,  I  would  give  my  fortune  to  the  cause  of  Christ." 
I  have  no  doubt  that  at  the  time  she  was  thoroughly  sincere  in 
her  statement,  but  I  was  constrained  to  believe  that  if  she 
really  should  become  rich  she  would  be  about  as  covetous  as 
the  majority  of  rich  Christians.  I  have  observed  that  the  aver- 
age Christian  is  much  more  inclined  to  be  liberal  with  another 
Christian's  money  than  he  is  with  his  own.  I  do  not  mean 
that  he  would  appropriate  the  other  Christian's  money  to  his 
own  use,  but  he  makes  very  liberal  appropriations  of  it  to  the 
cause  and  constantly  wonders  why  the  other  Christian  doesn't 
give  it. 

But  this  is  not  the  true  Christian  way,  after  all.  It  is  not 
what  I  would  do  if  I  were  rich  that  fills  the  measure  of  my 
duty  to  God,  nor  what  I  would  do  under  any  imaginary  con- 
ditions, but  it  is  what  I  do  under  real  and  present  conditions 
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that  forms  the  basis  of  my  Christian  character.  And  I  am 
not  to  sit  in  judgment  on  my  fellow  Christian.  He  may  be 
far  more  liberal  than  he  seems  to  be.  I  do  not  know  all  the 
secrets  of  his  business  and  have  no  right  to  judge  of  his  liber- 
ality or  measure  it  by  my  own.  The  thing  for  me  to  do  is 
to  give  as  I  am  able,  no  matter  how  much  or  how  little  my 
neighbor  gives.  As  I  said,  really  rich  people  do  not  give 
much  to  the  cause  of  Christ.  There  is  something  in  the  proc- 
ess of  money-making  that  dries  up  the  fountains  of  benevo- 
lence. If  a  man  sets  his  heart  on  money  he  gradually  turns 
loose  of  life's  nobler  objects  and  anon  becomes  as  cold  and 
metallic  as  the  money  that  he  loves.  How  much  our  Savior 
meant  when  he  said,  "Set  your  affections  on  things  above 
and  not  on  things  beneath,  for  where  the  treasure  is  there  will 
the  heart  be  also.'* 

So  it  comes  to  this,  that  our  Christian  work  must  be  carried 
on  by  the  gifts  of  God's  poor.  Let  us  waste  no  time  in  say- 
ing what  we  would  do  if  we  were  rich,  but  give  every  mite 
we  can  to  Christ's  cause  out  of  our  poverty.  Not  long  ago  I 
heard  a  Christian  say  that  he  intended  to  give  much  when  he 
got  out  of  debt,  but  that  he  didn't  think  a  man  in  debt  ought 
to  try  to  give.  I  fear  that  is  a  far  too  prevalent  notion,  but 
however  prevalent,  it  is  from  the  devil.  My  first  debt  is  to 
God.  To  Him  I  am  indebted  for  life,  health,  strength,  rea- 
son and  salvation.  IN'o  paltry  dollars  I  may  owe  to  men 
can  take  the  place  of  a  stern  and  solemn  obligation  to 
God.  God  demands  the  first-fruits  and  I  must  honor  Him 
with  my  substance  before  I  divide  it  out  among  other 
creditors. 

I  believe  with  all  my  heart  that  many  a  Christian  is  hid- 
ing behind  his  debts,  and  thus  withholding  from  God.  He 
will  never  pay  his  debts  that  way.  God  can  prosper  him 
and  enable  him  to  pay  all  he  owes,  but  I  do  not  believe 
such  prosperity  will  ever  come  so  long  as  he  robs  God.     I 
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heard  of  a  church  not  long  ago  that  was  in  debt  in  a  sum 
equal  to  one  year  of  the  pastor's  salary,  and  its  (leacons 
decided  to  do  without  a  pastor  a  year,  and  thus  pay  the 
debt.  This  would  be  economy  if  applied  to  an  extra  clerk  in 
a  store,  but  it  is  suicide  if  applied  to  the  work  of  a  church. 
The  chances  are  ten  to  one  that  if  that  church  makes  the 
experiment  suggested  that  it  will  die  with  the  dry  rot  and 
need  an  undertaker  before  the  year  is  out.  We  cannot  use 
worldly-wise  economy  in  our  work  for  Jesus.  The  widow  of 
Sarepta  had  never  had  an  unfailing  cruise  of  oil  if  she  had 
adopted  the  economy  of  the  world.  She  fell  in  with  the  econ- 
omy of  God  and  her  meal  and  oil  were  renewed  daily  from 
above. 

The  man  that  waits  to  give  to  God's  cause  till  he  gets  rich 
or  out  of  debt,  will  never  get  rich  or  pay  out  of  debt.  The 
church  that  economizes  on  the  pastor's  salary  or  on  any  de- 
partment of  its  gifts  to  God,  kills  the  hen  that  lays  the  golden 
egg  and  courts  an  early  death.  We  must  not  wait  for  ideal 
conditions,  but  do  our  work  under  the  conditions  that  daily 
confront  us. 

This  great  truth  has  also  a  far  wider  application.  All  of 
us  have  heard  Christians  wish  that  they  were  eloquent  like 
Spurgeon,  or  strong  in  prayer  like  Charles  Wesley,  or  gifted  in 
Christian  song.  They  aver  that  if  any  of  these  great  gifts  were 
theirs,  they  would  compass  the  earth  with  labor  for  the  Mas- 
ter. But  they  wouldn't.  We  do  not  work  according  to  our 
gifts,  but  according  to  our  graces.  No  one  of  the  men  was 
judged  by  the  talents  God  gave  him,  but  by  what  he  did  with 
them.  Our  greatness  in  Christ's  service  is  not  measured  by 
what  we  have,  but  by  what  we  do  with  what  we  have.  I  can 
be  like  Spurgeon  if  I,  like  Spurgeon,  give  all  the  best  that  is 
in  me  to  God.  Christians  are  not  judged  by  their  weight, 
but  by  their  texture.  A  dollar  in  silver  weighs  almost  as  much 
as  twenty  dollars  in  gold.      There  are  many  big  Christians, 
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as  men  count  size,  who  are  small  indeed  in  the  eyes  of  God* 
If  any  poor,  struggling  child  of  God  does  the  very  best  that 
he  can  with  the  talents  and  opportunities  that  God  has  given 
him,  he  is  as  great  as  an  archangel,  for  after  all  an  archangel 
can  only  do  his  best.  It  is  thus  that  every  Christian  is,  in 
God's  providence,  the  arbiter  of  his  own  destiny  as  a  worker 
in  God's  great  harvest  field.  He  can  set  his  heart  on  things 
above  and  grow  into  a  giant  in  the  Master's  work  if  he  will. 
He  can  do  this,  however  poor  or  ignorant  he  is.  And  he  can 
set  his  heart  on  the  sordid  things  of  earth  and  shrink  into 
a  pigmy  in  God's  service  if  he  will.  And  he  can  do  this, 
however  wise  he  may  be  in  other  things. 

My  heart  this  day  goes  out  to  every  Christian  who  may 
read  what  here  is  said.  Some  are  following  hard  after  things 
that  soon,  with  them,  must  crumble  into  dust.  Their  vision 
all  is  filled  with  life's  butterflies  that  abide  but  for  a  day. 
How  my  heart  prays  that  they  may  face  about  and  look 
toward  God  and  heaven.  Sometimes  it  seems  to  me  as  though 
but  few  among  us  believe  with  all  our  hearts  what  Jesus  said. 
Some  do  not  seem  to  know  that  they  will  ever  die.  They 
hug  the  things  of  earth  up  to  their  hearts  as  if  this  life  would 
last  forever.  But  it  will  not.  And  when  it  ends,  the  basis 
of  God's  judgment  of  us  will  be,  not  what  we  had,  but  what 
we  did  with  what  we  had.  God  help  us  all  to  live  each 
day  as  in  full  view  of  life's  last  hour  and  God's  eternity 
beyond. 
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[HE  contention  among  the  disciples  as  to  who  should 
be  the  greatest  began  early  in  our  Lord's  minis- 
try. Not  only  were  the  disciples  themselves  dis- 
turbed about  it;  but  the  discussion  reached  their 
families  as  well.  The  mother  of  two  of  the  apostles 
asked  our  Lord  that  her  sons  occupy  the  chief  places 
in  His  kingdom.  If  this  vainglorious  spirit  had  ended  with 
the  twelve,  it  would  have  been  a  blessing  to  all  that  should 
come  after  them.  In  every  age  the  same  questions  have 
been  asked  and  the  same  scenes  reenacted. 

Not  only  the  laity  but  many  of  our  preachers  fear  some  of 
their  brethren  will  be  thought  greater  than  they.  The  con- 
tention now  has  a  new  name — ministerial  jealousy — but  it 
is  the  sanie  age-worn  evil  that  confronted  our  Lord  on  earth. 
We  see  it  in  our  associations  and  conventions.  Often  a 
brother  speaks,  not  because  he  has  anything  to  say,  but  be- 
cause he  is  desirous  of  being  counted  among  the  great. 
Among  our  pastors  this  ministerial  jealousy  takes  form  where 
one  is  particularly  successful  in  his  ministrations  or  able  in 
his  pulpit  work.  The  cry  at  once  goes  up  that  the  man  of 
talent  and  success  is  a  "  Pope,"  a  "  bishop,''  etc.  Through- 
out all  our  work  this  spirit  of  envy  and  jealousy  finds  place, 
and  I  am  told  that  it  even  rears  aloft  its  slimy  head  in  our 
mission  fields  and  among  our  women. 

I  confess  that  it  is  one  of  the  hardest  things  for  me  to  do 
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understand  that  I  ever  confronted.  I  claim  no  special  dis- 
pensation of  divine  favor  in  this  regard,  nor  do  I  pharisaically 
thank  God  that  I  am  not  as  other  men  —  not  even  as  some 
poor  fellow-preachers  that  1  know  —  but  I  write  it  down  here 
as  a  fact  and  call  on  God  to  witness  the  truth  of  it,  that  I 
have  rejoiced  at  every  success  aay  worthy  minister  of  Christ 
has  ever  achieved.  That  one  preacher  of  righteousness 
should  feel  envious  of  his  more  favored  brethren  in  their 
common  work  for  Jesus  was  a  shocking  revelation  to  me 
when  I  first  learned  the  fact.  And  the  greatest  shock  I 
have  ever  received  since  I  have  been  a  preacher  was  when  I 
found  out  that  another  preacher  had  actually  become  jealous 
of  me ! 

Whatever  may  or  may  not  be  the  evidence  that  can  be 
adduced  to  prove  a  succession  of  our  churches  since  the  time 
of  Christ,  of  one  thing  I  am  sure,  and  that  is  that  I  know 
some  brethren  who  are  in  the  direct  line  of  apostolic  suc- 
cession on  this  question  of  ministerial  jealousy.  This  is  one 
chain  that  I  am  sure  can  be  rattled  clear  on  back  to  James 
and  John,  the  sons  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Zebedee. 

But  no  matter  if  this  stream  did  not  have  its  source  in 
the  Apostles  of  our  Lord,  it  has  been  a  dismal,  swampy, 
malarial  stream  through  all  the  ages,  and  slimy  reptiles  infest 
its  green  and  murky  waters  now,  poised  by  day  and  night 
to  implant  their  deadly  fangs  in  unsuspecting  hearts. 

Jealousy  of  any  kind  is  of  the  devil.  Oliver  Goldsmith 
truly  says  that  virtue  which  has  to  be  watched  is  not  worth 
the  sentinel.  Wherever  the  green-eyed  monster  lurks  there 
is  a  gnawing  at  the  vitals  more  terrible  than  the  beak  and 
talons  felt  by  the  enchained  Prometheus.  But  it  is  at  its 
worst  when  it  mounts  God's  sanctuary  and  finds  lodgment  in 
the  heart  of  a  man  called  to  be  an  ambassador  for  Christ. 

I  think  I  am  in  my  right  mind  as  I  write  down  these  words. 
1  feel  that  God  looks  on  as  every  line  is  penned.     So  feeling 
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I  write  down  as  the  deepest  expression  of  my  heart  on  this 
subject,  and  it  is  this :  The  world  is  starving  for  the  bread  of 
life ;  hearts  wither  and  die  each  hour  for  lack  of  sympathy 
and  love ;  lives  go  out  in  darkness  as  the  moments  swiftly  fly 
because  no  one  lingers  at  the  bed  of  death  to  point  them  to 
the  light.  There  are  eight  hundred  millions  of  people  who 
have  not  so  much  as  heard  that  there  be  a  God.  In  all  this 
waste  of  human  life  and  warping  of  human  destiny  I  am  glad 
in  my  heart  for  every  word  that  trembling  lips  may  speak  for 
Jesus.  There  are  thousands  of  preachers  who  can  tell  the 
story  of  His  love  more  ably  than  can  I,  and  I  am  glad.  There 
are  thousands  of  pens  that  can  write  the  gospel  with  more 
power  than  can  I,  and  I  am  glad.  It  would  grieve  me  im- 
measurably if  I  thought  no  one  on  earth  was  truer  and  wiser 
and  stronger  in  the  Master's  work  than  I  am.  Thank  God, 
the  world  runs  over  with  them.  Thank  God  they  make  sac- 
rifices for  Christ  that  I  have  never  yet  had  strength  enough 
to  make.  May  the  earth  be  vocal  with  their  words  of 
warning  and  their  songs  of  praise  till  Jesus  comes. 

The  lesson  Jesus  taught  His  self-seeking  disciples  was  that 
there  was  but  one  standard  of  greatness  in  the  Christian  life 
and  that  standard  was  service.  He  that  loves  best  serves 
most ;  and  he  that  serves  most  is  greatest  in  Christ's  king- 
dom. It  is  not  our  eloquence,  nor  our  education,  nor  our 
riches  that  God  looks  at,  but  it  is  the  service  we  render  to 
Jesus  and  our  fellows  that  forms  the  basis  of  our  standing 
with  Him  while  we  live,  and  the  basis  of  His  judgment  on  us 
when  we  die.  Let  us  aspire  to  supplant  each  other  only  in 
this  grace  of  service  to  each  other  and  to  God.  The  preacher 
that  helps  his  brethren  most  and  hinders  them  least  —  he  is 
the  greatest.  The  preacher  that  thinks  of  himself  least  and 
God  most  —  he  is  the  greatest.  The  preacher  that  talks  of 
himself  least  and  God  most  —  he  is  the  greatest.  The 
preacher  that  looks  after  his  own  interests  least  and  God's 


Digitized  by 


Google 


192  COURAGE  AND  COMFOBT. 

most — ^he  is  the  greatest.  May  our  heavenly  Father  teach  us 
all  how  to  find  and  walk  in  this  true  and  only  road  to  real 
greatness.  ^ 

The  desire  to  be  beautiful,  comely  in  appearance,  is  inherent 
in  the  human  heart.  It  is  not  bounded  by  conditions  of  race, 
color,  or  sex.  Every  well-organized  human  being  desires 
to  look  well.  In  some  this  desire  leads  to  great  extremes, 
eventuating  in  inexcusable  vanity.  In  reasonable  bounds  this 
desire  is  a  virtue  and  not  a  vice.  It  was  implanted  in  our  hearts 
for  a  noble  purpose.  No  matter  how  much  we  may  desire  to 
look  well  outwardly,  however,  it  should  be  our  greatest  de- 
sire to  look  well  as  God  sees  us. 

We  are  taught  in  the  Scriptures  that  "  man  looketh  on  the 
outward  appearance,  but  God  looketh  on  the  heart."  So, 
after  all,  the  test  of  beauty  is  not  outward  adornment,  but  the 
out-flashings  of  character  shining  out  from  a  regenerated, 
loving,  and  trusting  heart.  The  old  adage  that  "pretty is  as 
pretty  does  "  was  founded  on  this  Scripture.  It  is  the  char- 
acter back  of  the  looks  that  God  looks  at,  and  that  really  is 
the  standard  of  human  conduct. 

It  is  thus  that  a  person  who,  to  the  eyes  of  men,  is  in  real- 
ity homely,  may  shine  with  radiant  beauty  to  those  who  have 
been  recipients  of  that  person's  benefaction. 

Only  the  other  day  an  illustration  of  this  came  to  my  obser- 
vation. A  kind-hearted  woman  who  is  not  distinguished  for 
her  comeliness,  had  been  especially  kind  to  another,  and  that 
kindness  took  such  practical.  Christian  shape  that  the  recipi- 
ent of  it  came  to  believe  that  this  good  woman,  who  by  the 
world  is  not  counted  handsome,  was  a  woman  of  charming 
loveliness  and  beauty. 

The  roughest  hand  becomes  smooth  when  busied  with  deeds 
of  kindness  and  love.  The  harshest  voice,  when  it  speaks  in 
kindly  sympathy  to  the  sad  and  suffering,  bears  in  its  tones 
the  sweetest  music,  and  the  uncouth  and  unlovely  face,  when 
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that  face  bends  over  those  who  yearn  for  sympathy  and  help 
and  love,  shines  with  celestial  radiance. 

Tljjs  is  the  reason  why  all  good  old  people  are  so  beautiful. 
They  totter  with  age,  and  wrinkles  have  long  since  driven 
out  the  plumpness  of  form  and  face,  but  the  benignant  kind- 
ness that  shines  on  their  faces  makes  the  very  homeliness  of 
their  old  age  beautiful.  It  is  thus  that  year  by  year,  to  those 
who  live  with  and  love  each  other,  new  beauties  are  seen  in 
each  other's  character.  As  the  comeliness  of  face  departs, 
and  as  the  years  silver  the  hair,  the  character  is  ripening  and 
the  heart  is  softening,  and  God's  image  shines  forth  more 
resplendently  in  all  that  they  do  and  say. 

Really,  it  is  this  kind  of  beauty  that  I  wish  we  all  might 
possess,  and  this  is  the  only  kind  of  beauty  that  does  not  fade. 
All  of  the  fancied  loveliness  of  form  and  face  withers  with  the 
touch  of  time.  The  silvery  voice  becomes  charmless  with 
the  passing  years,  and  the  flash  of  the  eye  is  dimmed,  and 
the  lithesome  movement  grows  stiff  and  heavy  as  age  comes 
on.  Nothing  of  what  the  world  calls  beauty  can  remain,  but 
the  real  beauty  of  which  God  speaks  is  that  beauty  of  char- 
acter formed  in  the  heart,  and  gleaming  out  in  the  life,  and 
abides  and  lives  for  ever. 

The  bloom,  to  the  one  who  loves  flowers,  is  prettier  than* 
the  fruit,  but  the  bloom  must  die  before  the  fruit  can  ripen. 
It  is  this  bloom  of  life  that  dies,  but  as.  the  flower  withers  the 
life  and  character  are  going  on  to  fruitage,  and  are  in  prepa- 
ration to  be  garnered  by  Him  who,  when  He  comes  in  His 
glory,  will  bring  His  sheaves  with  Ilim.  So  this  Sunday 
moming  I  want  to  leave  a  prescription  to  every  reader,  young 
and  old.  It  is  a  prescription  which  if  followed  will  make 
every  one  of  us  transcendently  beautiful.     This  is  it :  — 

Fill  each  day  with  kindly,  loving,  helpful  deeds,  remem- 
bering meanwhile  that  no  life  can  be  really  successful,  and  no 
one  can  be  really  beautiful  until  the  Savior  is  the  one  center 
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of  joy  and  comfort  in  that  heart.  Let  there  be  smiles  of  joy ; 
let  there  be  tender  words  of  sympathy  and  helpfulness. 
Bemember  to  let  the  tongue  speak  tenderly  and  lovingly  to 
all  who  suffer  and  are  heavy  laden.  This  will  make  charac- 
ter beautiful,  and  a  beautiful  character  is  worth  more  than  all 
the  merely  beautiful  faces  on  which  heaven's  sun  will  ever 
shine.  This  is  the  beauty  that  is  fadeless.  It  is  as  eternal  as 
God,  and  when  the  earth  is  crumbling  and  the  mountains  are 
falling,  it  will  shine  oiit  through  the  "  wreck  of  matter  and 
crash  of  worlds,"  and  live  with  God  throughout  all  the  ages 
to  come. 
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the   seventh   chapter  of  Bomans,  Paul  teaches  a 
'^  lesson  that  all  of  us  know,  and  yet  one  which  we 


need  to  continuously  be  learning  anew.  It  is  the 
lesson  that  when  a  man  is  saved  he  is  thenceforth  two 
men.  One  of  these  men  serves  the  law  of  sin.  The 
fleshly  nature  is  not  changed  in  regeneration.  The 
change  that  comes  is  the  birth  of  the  Spirit.  There  is 
a  wide  difference,  of  course,  in  his  relation  to  the 
world  and  to  the  things  of  the  world.  He  no  longer 
serves  the  law  of  sin,  but  after  his  conversion  he  serves  the 
law  of  righteousness.  It  is  none  the  less  true,  that  a  law  of 
sin  constantly  beckons  him  into  paths  and  seeks  by  its  own 
inherent  weakness,  aided  by  the  wiles  of  Satan,  to  bring 
God's  child  into  sinful  defeat.  Discoursing  on  this  very 
point,  Paul  says  (Romans  7:  18-24):  — 

'^  For  I  know  that  in  me  (that  is,  in  my  flesh),  dwelleth  no 
good  thing ;  for  to  will  is  present  with  me  ;  but  how  to  per- 
form that  which  is  good  I  find  not.  For  the  good  that  I 
would  I  do  not;  but  the  evil  which  I  would  not,  that  I  do. 
InTow,  if  I  do  that  which  I  would  not,  it  is  no  more  I  that 
do  it,  but  sin  that  dwelleth  in  me.  I  find  then  a  law  that 
when  I  would  do  good,  evil  is  present  with  me.  For  I  delight 
in  the  law  of  God  after  the  inward  man ;  but  I  see  another 
law  in  my  members,  warring  against  the  law  of  my  mind,  and 
bringing  me  into  captivity  to  the  law  of  sin  which  is  in  my 
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members.     O,  wretched  iiuiii  that  I  am;  who  shall  deliver 
me  from  the  body  of  this  death?  '^ 

This  is  stated  by  the  pen  of  inspiration,  and  so  stated,  it 
appeals  to  our  every  heart.  Paul  concludes  the  quotation  by 
deploring  his  wretched  state.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  Paul's 
life,  though  an  intensely  laborious  and  self-sacrificing  one, 
was  a  happy  life.  The  greatest  happiness  on  earth  is  that 
which  the  redeemed  soul  finds  in  the  service  of  the  Lord. 
Whatever  of  other  joys  there  are  which  come  in  to  make  glad 
his  life  and  to  set  nightingales  to  singing  in  his  heart,  his 
chiefest  and  ever-abiding  joy  is  that  of  laying  his  talents  and 
possessions  under  tribute  to  the  call  of  God.  In  the  highest 
sense  Paul  was  thus  happy,  but  in  the  words  which  I  have 
just  quoted,  he  exclaimed,  *'  O,  wretched  man  that  I  am  ;  who 
shall  deliver  me  from  the  body  of  this  death?  "  His  wretch- 
edness lay  in  the  fact  that  though  his  heart  had  been  renewed 
by  the  Holy  Spirit,  and  though  his  life  had  been  dedicated  on 
that  day  when  he  traveled  toward  Damascus,  to  the  service 
of  the  Lord,  sin  was  still  his  heritage,  because  his  fleshly 
nature  so  often  brought  him  into  condemnation. 

The  simile  he  uses  is  a  most  striking  one.  He  draws  for  us 
the  picture  that  Virgil  also  gives  us  in  the  eighth  book  of  the 
^neid.  It  is  that  of  a  Roman  prisoner  chained  to  a  corpse. 
There  he  was,  a  living  man,  his  heart  swept  by  all  the  hun- 
gerings  and  passions  common  to  every  life,  and  yet  he  was 
chained  to  a  decaying,  rotting  corpse  of  a  man  dead,  and  was 
destined  to  remain  thus  transfixed  until  either  the  flesh  of  the 
dead  man  had  fallen  from  his  bones  with  the  mildew  of  decay, 
or  his  own  life  had  paid  the  penalty  of  this  horrible,  but  con- 
tinuing union.  This  is  the  picture  the  apostle  draws,  and 
comparing  his  spiritual  nature  to  that  of  the  living  man,  he 
shows  us  that  it  is  chained  to  the  decaying  body  of  his  fleshly 
nature,  and  that  this  union  is  one  that  shall  not  end  as  long 
as  we  are  in  the  flesh. 
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I  know  full  well  that  there  are  many  Christians  whose  daily 
sorrow  is  that  their  lives  are  so  fleshly,  so  poor  and  so  barren 
of  results.  With  the  great  apostle  they  fall  on  their  knees, 
and  raising  trembling  hands  to  God,  they  wail  out  their 
despair  and  grief  as  they  think  upon  the  poverty  of  their  lives 
and  the  little  they  have  done  in  Christ's  gracious  service.  Not 
that  only,  but  they  bewail  the  fact  that  however  much  they 
have  longed  ;  however  much  they  have  prayed ;  however  much 
they  have  struggled  in  the  direction  of  better  things,  they 
are  still  thus  chained  down,  bound  with  bonds  and  manacles 
that  cannot  be  cut  asunder,  and  so  chained,  they  are  leading 
a  lame  and  halting  Christian  life  which  is  scarred  all  over  with 
their  own  sins  and  weaknesses. 

Once  many  years  ago  I  was  walking  on  a  Sunday  night  with 
a  godly  deacon  to  the  house  of  God.  So  far  as  I  ever  knew, 
he  led  a  pure  and  unsullied  life,  but  on  that  evening  he 
turned  to  me  and  said:  "I  want  to  die.  I  have  struggled 
these  years  and  years  with  my  hot,  impulsive  temper,  with  my 
surging  passions,  with  the  weaknesses  and  excesses  of  the 
flesh,  and  I  am  so  discouraged  at  all  that  I  have  done  that  I 
pray  for  the  hour  to  come  when  God  shall  release  my  re- 
deemed spirit  from  this  carnal  house.''  I  knew  full  well 
what  he  meant.  I  knew  what  had  been  his  struggles,  and 
I  know  that  there  are  many  hearts  who  will  read  these 
words  and  sigh  for  that  time  to  come  when  in  God's  good 
and  gracious  providence  their  spirit  shall  be  released  from 
its  house  of  clay,  and  leaving  it  to  rot  and  moulder  in  the 
tomb,  shall  speed  away  into  the  better  land.  It  is  not  that 
a  saved  man  is  a  cringing  coward,  shrinking  from  the  duties 
and  responsibilities  of  life.  There  is  no  such  element  a8  that 
in  the  feelings  that  this  good  brother  to  whom  I  have  referred 
expressed.  It  was  rather  that  he  longed  to  be  free  from  the 
poisonous  contaminations  of  the  fleehly  nature  which  so  long 
liad  hedged  him  in.     He  is  living  yet,  and  I  am  sure  that 
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he  is  living  well,  but  anon  the  feeling  that  he  expressed  to 
me  that  night  returns  to  his  struggling  soul,  and  he  repeats 
again  and  again  in  the  language  of  the  great  apostle:  ^^O, 
wretched  man  that  I  am ;  who  shall  deliver  me  from  the  body 
of  this  death?" 

In  another  place  Paul  refers  to  the  same  trouble  under 
another  figure.  There  he  calls  it  a  "thorn  in  the  flesh." 
A  thorn  in  the  flesh  is  a  sore  ailment.  It  is  as  if  walking 
over  life's  rough,  uneven  way  the  man  had  pierced  his  foot 
with  a  thorn.  He  would  naturally,  first  of  all,  stop  and  take 
out  the  thorn,  but  in  the  figure  Paul  has  given  us,  the  thorn 
abides  and  cannot  be  removed.  This  fleshly  nature  remains 
and  every  step  a  Christian  takes  on  his  journey  towards 
God,  it  pierces  yet  more  sorely  into  his  quivering  flesh. 
There  came  a  time  to  Paul  when  he  got  well.  It  was  a 
blessed  day  to  the  aged  apostle  of  our  Lord.  Through  his 
long  stragglings,  his  many  imprisonments,  his  manifold  be- 
setments  and  persecutions,  he  at  last  came  up  a  prisoner 
at  Rome.  There,  imprisoned,  he  preached  the  gospel  even 
to  CaBsar's  household,  and  there  were  converts  made  in  the 
very  home  of  the  wicked  king.  There  came  a  day  —  he 
describes  it  well  in  his  last  letter  to  Timothy  —  there  came 
a  day  when  he  saw  that  the  end  was  fast  approaching. 
In  that  sweet  epistle  to  his  son  in  Jesus  Christ  he  says: 
'*  The  time  for  my  departure  is  at  hand."  He  had  heard 
the  clanking  of  the  chains,  had  seen  the  sharpening  of  the 
ax,  had  felt  the  tightening  of  the  cord  around  ^  him,  and 
knew  that  soon  his  life  should  end.  It  is  pathetic  that  in 
this  message  he  said  to  Timothy :  "  I  have  fought  a  good 
fight."  Ah,  dear  Brother  Paul,  it  was  indeed  a  fight  1 
Some  of  us  weaker  and  more  humble  ones  have  some  con- 
ception of  the  fight  that  you  made  in  the  long  ago.  It  was 
a  fight  against  that  earthly  nature  of  which  you  so  eloquent- 
ly wrote.     It  was  a  fight  against  principalities  and  powers ; 
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against  wickedness  in  high  places;  against  false  bretlifen; 
against  the  tempestuous,  all-engulfing  waves  of  a  restless 
sea ;  against  serpents ;  against  perils  by  land,  and  perils  in 
the  deep ;  against  the  beasts  of  Ephesus  —  ah,  indeed, 
against  all  these  thou  didst  make  a  heroic  fight,  and  it  must 
have  been  sweet  to  have  felt  when  the  shadows  of  thy  great, 
eventful  life  were  growing  long,  and  its  sun  was  fast  sink- 
ing behind  the  westering  hills,  that,  "  The  time  of  my 
departure  is  at  hand  1  '^ 

When  the  ax  of  the  executioner  fell,  Paul  was  free.  He 
was  made  free  once  when  the  Savior  met  him  in  the  way,  but 
he  was  not  wholly  free  until  that  day  when  on  the  outskirts 
of  the  "Eternal  City"  his  great  life  found  its  end.  Then 
he  was  free  from  the  flesh  that  had  so  often  brought  him  into 
tears  and  sorrow,  and  he  will  indeed  be  free  in  that  brighter 
day  yet  to  come  when  that  flesh,  having  passed  through  the 
crucible  of  decay,  and  having  been  scattered  by  the  four 
winds  of  heaven,  shall  be  gathered  once  again,  and  Paul's 
spirit  shall  sweep  down  from  the  skies  to  take  up  its  abode 
again  in  that  body  which  it  left  so  long  ago.  There  will  be 
no  more  buffetings ;  no  more  temptations ;  no  more  sorrows ; 
no  more  dominion,  even  for  one  moment,  by  fleshly  lusts  and 
passions,  but  there  will  be  such  a  reunion  of  that  soul  and 
body  as  will  complete  the  redemption  wrought  out  by  our 
Lord  and  bring  back  to  mind  His  last  words  on  the  cross. 
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^  Letter  and  a  Dream. 

fHE  other  day  I  read  the  hist  letter  mother  ever  wrote 
to  her  preacher  son.  It  was  not  the  first,  indeed, 
for  in  other  days  there  were  many,  but  this  one 
Was  the  last  she  ever  penned  to  me,  and  will  be  kept 
as  a  sacred  token  of  her  love.  It  begins  as  all  her 
sweet  letters  began :  "  Through  the  mercy  of  a  loving 
heavenly  Father,  I  am  permitted  to  pen  you  these  lines.'' 
And  those  brief  words  give  the  keynote  of  her  whole  queen- 
ly life.  In  an  old  Bible,  now  brown  and  sere  with  the  touch 
of  swiftly  passing  years,  she  wrote  these  words :  "  Kemem- 
ber  now  thy  Creator  in  the  days  of  thy  youth." 

This  old  letter  brings  back  the  happy,  gladsome  days  of 
youth  and,  all  instinct  with  life  and  joy,  the  vanished  years 
come  forth  from  their  graves  and  cerements  and  live  again. 
Time  turns  backward,  and  I  am  a  child  once  more,  back  in 
the  old  country  home,  where  the  love  of  father  and  of  mother 
made  all  the  passing  days  fragrant  with  childish  hope  and 
joy.  I  recall  the  first  time  that  in  the  old  log  school- 
house  I  ever  tried  to  say  a  childish  speech.  It  was  mother 
who  had  smoothed  my  hair,  and  it  was  her  hands  that  made 
the  little  roundabout  of  which  her  baby  boy  that  day  was  so 
exultant  and  so  proud.  And  of  all  that  came  to  hear  the 
school  boys  speak  she  was  the  one  to  whom  her  own  boy 
looked   for  sympathy   and    praise.     And   never   was    there 

mother,  since  the  day  the  first  mother  praised  God  for  her 
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first  boy,  who  wrought  and  prayed  more  faithful I3'  for  trust- 
ing children,  than  she  whose  hand  penned  this  last  letter, 
whose  lines  grow  dimmer  with  the  passing  years. 

All  through  the  fleeting  changes  of  babyhood  and  boyish 
life,  on  till  manhood  came  and  then  wife  and  home  and 
children,  and  all  of  life's  grave  issues,  she  was  a  hope,  a  help, 
an  inspiration  that  all  the  tender  words  of  all  earth's  sweetest 
dialects  could  not  express. 

And  who  knows  but  what  on  this  Sabbath  day  of  God  she, 
at  the  dear  Redeemer's  feet,  is  sweetly  praying  yet  for  the 
one  to  whom  these  last  words  were  penned?  Who  knows? 
And  who  would  dare  to  say  that  she  loves  him  less  for  whom 
she  so  often  prayed  on  earth,  now  that  her  redeemed  spirit  is 
with  God?     Who  knows? 

Love  to  God  and  her  children  —  this  was  the  twin-inspira- 
tion of  her  life.  Never  was  tenderer  hand  more  softly  laid  on 
fevered  brow  than  was  mother's  hand.  Her  touch  soothed 
when  pain  ran  riot,  and  her  gentle  words  gave  hope  when 
death  was  knocking  at  the  door.  Her  prayers  were  low  and 
soft  and  simple,  but  they  "  pulled  the  rope  on  earth  that  rang 
the  bells  in  heaven."  It  was  she  swept  out  the  creeping 
sins  of  daily  life  and  made  home  happy.  Even  now  I  can- 
not think  of  passing  through  a  serions  illness  without  her 
hope-inspiring  presence. 

But  her  life  is  done.  The  lines  before  me,  now  almost 
obscured  with  tears,  are  the  last  words  she  will  ever  send  to 
cheer  my  life  and  renew  my  hope  in  heaven  and  confirm  my 
strengthening  faith  in  God.  Blest  token  of  a  mother's  love, 
abide  till  I  too,  shall  go  hence  to  clasp  the  hand  that  penned 
thy  tender  words  1  The  silver  threads  are  coming  to  my  own 
locks  now,  just  like  the  ones  that  crowned  my  mother's  head 
and  thicker  grew  before  she  went  to  God.  And  as  the  years 
pass  by  I  lose  my  hold  on  things  once  fondly  cherished  and 
strengthen  my  grasp  on  the  things  that  are  to  be.     And  if 
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she  could  be  beside  him  who  pens  these  lines  to-day,  the 
gladdest  sound  that  could  greet  her  ears  would  be  the  tidings 
of  his  increasing  faith  in  God. 

Rest  on,  dear  sainted  mother,  till  the  resurrection  mom. 
Let  flowers  bloom  upon  thy  grave  in  gladsome  days  of  spring, 
and  let  falling  leaves  of  g9ld  abide  upon  thy  resting-place  when 
winter  comes.  Thou  art  not  gladdened  by  bloom  or  saddened 
by  shade.  With  Jesus  thou  art  to-day  in  hallowed  peace  and 
rest,  and  some  day,  some  sad,  sweet  day  to  come,  I  too,  shall 
"Cross  over  the  river  to  rest  under  the  shade  of  the  trees.'' 

Last  night  I  dreamed  of  mother.  The  vision  filled  the 
silent  hours  of  night  with  gladness.  Years  of  time — one  of 
the  many  strange  things  about  dreams — seemed  crowded  into 
those  fleeting  hours.  Childhood's  years  and  the  yet  sterner 
days  of  manhood  seemed  strangely  to  commingle,  and  mother 
was  in  them  all,  as  indeed  she  really  was  in  times  long 
past  —  these  times  that  come  back  to  me  anon  in  dreams. 

One  thing  impresses  me  strangely.  I  dream  oftener  of 
mother  now  than  I  did  in  the  first  sad  days  when  the  sorrow 
of  her  death  was  freshest  in  my  heart.  I  dreamed  about  her 
then,  indeed,  but  not  so  often  as  I  dream  about  her  now. 
Can  it  be  that  because  I  am  coming  daily  nearer  to  the  time 
when  we  shall  meet  again,  that  I  dream  of  her  so  often  now? 
It  does  seem  so  to  me,  and  yet  I  rejoice  when  in  visions  of  the 
night  her  sweet  face  bends  above  my  bed  as  in  boyhood  days. 

Last  night  we  said  our  little  speeches  —  brother  and  I  — 
just  as  we  did  in  our  old  country  home  in  the  cherished  long 
ago.  The  school  was  soon  to  close,  and  mother  took  great 
care  to  see  that  we  knew  our  pieces  well.  Company  had 
come  in,  and  here  we  were  in  the  old  front  room  rehearsing  to 
our  mother's  guests  as  we  really  did  so  many  times  in  those 
sweet  days.  She  was  proud  of  her  boys  in  last  night's  dream 
just  as  she  was  more  than  a  score  of  years  ago. 

And  I  pause  in  this  recital  to  say  a  word  to  every  mother 
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who  may  chance  to  read  these  lines.  It  is  this:  It  is  easier 
to  love  a  boy  into  duty  than  it  is  to  kick  and  cuff  him  into  it. 
The  way  to  a  boy's  head  is  through  his  heart.  And  he  will 
fill  the  gauge  his  mother  sets  for  him  to  fill.  There  are  so 
many  mothers  —  God  forgive  them  —  who  always  look  for 
things  to  censure  in  thctr  boys,  and  thus  never  find  a  thing  to 
praise.  I  never  cease  my  thankfulness  to  God  that  my  dear 
mother  often  spoke  of  me  in  praise.  Sometimes  I  overheard 
her  so  speak  to  others,  and  then  my  boyish  heart  would  leap 
for  very  joy. 

It  was  of  scenes  like  these  last  night  I  dreamed.  The  old 
sweet  woodlands  lived  again,  and  in  them  the  forest  flowers 
bloomed  and  nodded  to  the  springtime  breezes.  The  song 
birds  in  anthems  of  virgin  melody  mingled  their  voices  with 
the  laughing  zephyrs^  and  all  with  one  accord  gave  glad  ac- 
claim to  God.  The  fields  were  bright  with  tasseling  corn 
and  blooming  cotton,  and  beneath  the  overhanging  leaves  the 
luscious  melons  grew.  The  prairies  were  alive  with  the 
voices  of  the  herds,  and  carpeted  with  the  sweetest  flowers 
that  ever  turned  their  smiling  faces  up  to  God. 

So  it  last  night  seemed  to  me.  And  in  each  scene  the 
sweet,  smiling  face  of  mother  was  the  background  that  made 
the  picture  what  it  was. 

Then  it  changed.  The  hours  of  childhood  seemed  to  pass 
as  if  by  magic,  as  indeed  they  did.  Manhood  had  come.  I 
was  a  preacher  now,  and  in  the  audience  my  mother  sat,  more 
interested  to  hear  the  sermon  than  all  the  rest  beside.  Her 
locks  were  whitening  now,  and  the  marks  of  vanished  years 
were  heavy  on  her  face.  But  when  the  sermon  ended  —  and 
poor  enough  it  seemed  to  me  —  her  eyes  were  wet  with  tears, 
and  the  patient  face  was  wreathed  in  smiles  of  joy.  I  re- 
membered then,  as  I  had  often  thought  upon  it  in  waking 
hours,  that  my  mother  prayed  that  I  might  be  a  minister  of 
God  and  tell  the  tidings  of  a  Savior's  love  to  a  lost  and  suf- 
fering ^orld. 
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It  was  thus  the  hours  passed  away;  and  now,  though  the 
broad  day  shines  upon  my  face,  I  love  to  keep  the  dream 
close  to  my  heart.  I  know  that  when  such  dreams  come  to 
me  by  night  God's  Spirit  is  not  far  away.  Soon  this  sweet 
dream  shall  no  longer  be  a  dream.  Some  glad  day  by  and 
by  the  sordid  cares  that  so  press  upon  me  now  shall  rest  for- 
ever. The  bonds  in  which  I  have  so  poorly  labored  will  be 
laid  aside.  The  burdens  that  so  sorely  load  my  heart  shall  be 
laid  down,  and  peace  —  radiant,  blissful,  eternal  peace  —  will 
chase  the  shadows  from  my  soul.  There  will  be  no  more 
dreams  of  sainted  dead,  no  more  yearnings  to  be  with  Jesus. 
The  wicked  shall  cease  from  troubling.  The  oars  with  which 
I  have  rowed  against  the  angry  current  of  human  prejudice 
and  passion,  shall  have  done  their  work.  The  last  page  of 
life's  last  chapter  shall  have  been  finished  and  the  record  of 
it  all  be  in  the  hands  of  God.  But  as  long  as  here  I  shall  be 
spared  to  stay  I  pray  that  ever  and  anon,  in  sleeping  and 
awaking,  my  spirit  may  linger  again  among  the  scenes  of 
other  days  made  radiant  by  a  mother's  love  —  that  mother's 
love  that  has  wrought  so  mightily  in  my  poor  Ufe  and  lived 
again  in  all  the  good  that  I  have  ever  done. 
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the  last  night  of  the  old  year  I  dreamed  my  only 
boy  was  dead.  He  had  died  suddenly  and  had 
gone  unprepared  to  meet  his  God.  It  broke  my 
heart  to  give  him  up,  and  I  awoke  with  my 
face  bathed  in  tears  to  thank  God  it  was  all  a 
dream  and  that  my  boy  was  still  alive  and  well. 
It  was  hours,  though,  before  I  could  again  sleep,  and  I 
reviewed  the  many  blessings'  God  had  vouchsafed  to  me. 
There  came  back  to  me  visions  of  the  time  when  as  a  country 
boy  I  gave  my  heart  to  God.  The  sweet  incense  of  a  moth- 
er's love  came  to  m}'  heart  again  as  I  thought  upon  the  hal- 
lowed influences  that  her  queenly  life  had  left  to  me,  and 
my  heart  was  sad  because  while  she  was  by  my  side  I  did 
not  love  her  more  and  cherish  her  as  I  should  have  done. 

So  the  dream  that  came  at  midnight  on  the  old  year's  last 
day  set  before  me  all  Qt>d's  choice  gifts  to  me  and  all  the 
neglected  duties  to  those  who  love  me  that  had  come  in  that 
fast-dying  year.  God  had  not  called  my  only  boy,  nor  had 
our  little  circle  been  beset  by  lingering  sickness  during  all  the 
year.  None  of  the  family  name  had  died  and  all  had  had  the 
best  and  richest  of  our  Father's  mercies  —  health,  food,  and 
raiment  and  the  gospel  of  our  Lord. 

When  my  heart  recalled  these  mercies  it  was  lifted  up  anew 
in  thankful  gratitude  to  God  who  sees  the  little  sparrow  as 
he  folds  his  tiny  wings  to  die.     As  I  thought  I  prayed.     God 
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knows  that  I  tried  liaril  to  do  some  good  during  the  year  that 
now  is  gone.  Many  a  time  while  writing  Thoughts  for  you  I 
have  prayed  that  some  word  would  cheer  your  heart  and  give 
you  grace  and  strength  for  such  trials  as  are  yours.  I  have 
tried  to  lead  some  souls  up  to  the  light  of  love  and  hope  and 
life  eternal.  And  sometimes  I  have  helped  God's  homeless 
poor  as  best  I  could  and  anon  have  sent  some  gifts  to  preach 
the  gospel  to  the  lost.  While  all  of  this  is  true,  I  suffered 
much  that  last  night  of  the  dying  year  because  so  little  had 
been  done. 

My  boy,  if  he  had  died  as  I  had  dreamed  he  did,  would 
have  gone  into  death  without  a  shadow  of  a  hope  of  heaven, 
and  in  my  heart  these  thoughts  kept  surging:  Have  I  loved 
God  and  lived  my  religion  so  as  to  cause  my  boy  to  yearn  for 
Christ?  Has  my  life  as  he  has  seen  it  —  my  real  life,  as 
daily  lived  at  home — been  such  a  life  as  would  impress  a 
growing  ,youth  to  seek  the  Lord?  Have  I  prayed  enough? 
Have  I  counseled  him  enough?  Or  have  I  counseled  him  too 
much  and  lived  so  as  to  discount  what  I  said?  Does  he 
take  knowledge  of  me  daily  that  I  have  been  with  Jesus? 
Thoughts  like  these — burning,  abiding  thoughts  that  would 
not  down,  swarmed  around  my  heart  like  arrows.  And  if  my 
only  boy  had,  as  I  dreamed,  been  lying  dead,  these  thoughts 
would  have  made  wounds  within  my  heart  that  only  heaven 
could  heal.  So  out  of  the  dream  I  made  this  good  resolve, 
that  come  what  would  I  would  do  my  best  to  live  at  home 
before  my  boy  a  life  that  would,  if  all  else  failed,  impress  his 
heart  to  seek  the  Lord. 

Thousands  of  parents  will  read  these  words,  and  so  I  lay 
these  questions  on  their  hearts  too.  They,  like  me,  have 
not  been  grateful  for  the  health  and  lives  of  their  loved  ones. 
They  have  forgotten  oft  the  Source  from  whom  all  hallowed 
mercies  come.  They  have  forgotten  too  that  their  little 
ones  were  watching  their  evei'v  act  and  would  follow  closely 
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in  their  footsteps.  Parental  responsibilty  is  one  of  the  most 
solemn  of  all  life's  solemn  trusts.  I  do  not  think  I  ever 
came  to  know  what  it  meant  until  that  graphic  dream. 
When  our  baby  died  long  years  ago  he  was  scarce  more  than 
two  and  a  half  years  old,  and  we  knew  that  when  his  prattling 
tongue  was  silenced  here  it  was  attuned  to  sing  in  God's 
choir  on  high.  We  wept  because  we  loved  him,  but  mingled 
with  those  bitter  tears  were  tears  of  gratitude  that  he  had  so 
early  gone  to  God  and  had  escaped  so  many  of  life's  canker- 
ing cares.  But  it  would  not  be  so  now.  As  the  other  boy 
has  grown  in  years  he  has  passed  that  mysterious  line  that 
divides  sinless  childhood  from  accountability  to  God.  This 
was  the  thought  that  broke  my  heart  in  that  sad  dream,  and 
I  pray  God  it  will  help  you  and  me  to  take  our  bearings  and 
live  such  lives  as  will  preach  louder  sermons  to  our  boys  and 
girls  than  ever  fell  from  sacred  desk. 

The  family  circle  will  not  always  be  unbroken.  -There  will 
come  a  time  when  some  voice  will  be  still.  There  will  be 
heart-sobs  and  bitter  tears  and  words  of  love  spoken  all  too 
late  to  cheer  the  dead  one's  heart.  Neglected  duties  to 
that  one,  now  cold  and  silent  in  the  last  long,  sleep,  will 
come  in  upon  us  like  a  whelming  flood,  and  we  will  kiss  the 
marble  face  oft  and  again  in  our  vain  endeavor  to  solace  our 
bleeding  hearts.  Our  only  hope,  dear  friend,  is  to  do  unto 
the  living  as  we  shall  wish  we  had  done  when  they  are  dead. 
If  I  can  cause  one  thoughtless  father  to  have  a  care  for  those 
he  has  so  long  neglected,  it  will  repay  me  twice  ten  thousand- 
fold for  every  word  and  prayer  with  which  these  Thoughts 
are  freighted.  If  in  some  home  whence  love  and  happiness 
have  fled  and  where  little  children  fear  to  hear  their  father's 
voice,  there  shall  come  more  tenderness  and  love,  then  God 
will  there  be  honored  in  the  blessing  that  has  crowned  the^e 
words.  May  God  so  use  what  I  have  said  that  there  will  be 
joy  and  gladness  in  a  thousand   homes  where  neglect  and 
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harshness  have  oft  caused  wife  and  little  ones  to  weep  in 
hopeless  sorrow. 

A  few  more  words  and  I  am  done.  We  are  not  only  thank- 
less for  our  children,  our  friends  and  other  blessings  that  make 
glad  our  lives,  but  we  are  ungrateful  for  the  opportunities  for 
good  God  places  in  our  hands.  But  a  few  days  ago  I  talked 
with  a  preacher  who  had  for  many  months,  for  no  fault  of 
his,  been  in  exile.  He  had  not  been  able  to  hold  forth  the 
Word  of  life  as  he  had  done  in  those  bright  days  when  in 
another  state  he  was  a  chosen  leader  of  God's  conquering 
host.  As  we  talked  the  teai-s  rained  down  his  face.  "  It  is  all 
too  true,"  he  said,  "  that  we  do  not  prize  our  blessings  until 
they  are  gone.  Never  in  my  days  of  prosperity  and  gladness 
did  I  know  how  great  a  privilege  and  honor  had  been  mine  in 
being  a  preacher  of  Christ's  blessed  word.  But  now  I  know 
and  in  all  after  years  I  will  know  the  depth  and  meaning  of 
this  sacred  call." 

Beloved  friend  and  reader,  the  hours  of  gold  are  slipping 
from  us  fast.  The  years  are  born  and  the  years  die  more 
swiftly  than  in  our  youthful  days.  What  we  do  for  Jesus 
and  our  loved  ones  must  be  done  soon  or  never  done  at  all. 
Will  you  and  I  see  the  closing  of  this  glad  new  year?  God 
knows.  And  may  we  labor  for  Him  as  we  will  wish  we  had 
when  our  feet  have  touched  death's  chilly  stream  and  weeping 
friends  stand  round  our  dying  bed. 

The  other  night  I  dreamed,  amid  much  distress,  that  my 
only  son  liad  been  killed  by  an  unruly  horse,  and  that  I  was 
witness  of  the  dreadful  accident.  The  scene  rises  up  be- 
fore me  as  T  write  as  plainly  as  it  came  to  me  in  the 
still  and  solemn  hours  of  the  night.  The  horse  was  rearing 
and  plunging,  and  at  last  the  boy  was  thrown  and  his  brains 
were  dashed  out  against  a  tree.  All  of  the  harrowing  and 
terrible  ordeal  of  his  death,  his  burial  and  the  funeral  that 
we  gave  him,  are  yet  fresh  upon  my  heart.     I  awoke  with 
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heart-breaKiDg  weeping,  and  it  was  hours  before  I  slept  again. 
During  those  waking  hours,  alone  with  God,  I  thanked  Him 
from  the  depths  of  my  heart  that  it  was  all  a  dream,  and  that 
near  me  the  boy  lay  sleeping,  all  unmindful  of  the  ordeal 
through  which  when  wrapt  in  sleep  my  soul  had  passed. 

The  waking  hours  were  filled  with  solemn  thoughts  that 
came  trooping  to  my  heart.  I  thought  of  the  many  homes 
from  which  the  only  son  had  been  carried  out  and  laid  to  his 
last  earthly  rest.  I  pictured  scenes  of  sadness  and  of  gloom 
in  which  frail  women  were.  They  had  for  days  and  days 
watched  beside  beds  of  suffering  where  the  only  son  lay  prone 
and  stricken,  and  at  last  they  had  followed  his  remains  out  to 
the  grave.  I  saw  heartbroken  fathers,  better  men  than  I, 
who  had  been  called  to  give  up  their  only  son.  There  came 
back  to  my  mind  the  form  of  an  aged  minister  of  Christ 
whom  I  knew,  and  whose  son  I  knew.  He  was  a  bright, 
hopeful,  happy  youth,  and  grew  into  strong  and  buoyant  man- 
hood. He  had  married  a  bright  young  girl,  and  God  had 
greatly  blessed  them  in  every  way.  In  the  very  flush  and 
bloom  of  these  halcyon,  happy  days,  the  strong  young  man 
was  stricken  and  they  brought  him  back  to  his  childhood 
home  a  corpse.  Never  can  I  forget  the  grief  of  that  servant 
of  our  Lord.  In  the  language  of  David  he  cried  out  from 
the  depths  of  the  dark  night  that  shut  him  in,  "  Would  to 
God  I  had  died  for  thee,  ray  son,  my  son ! ''  They  took  the 
body  of  the  young  man  and  laid  it  gently  in  the  grave,  and 
the  lonely,  sad-hearted  father  lived  on  and  lives  to-day.  !N"o 
other  son  has  come  to  bless  his  heart  and  home,  and  the 
gloom  that  settled  on  his  life  that  day,  though  lighted  with 
the  smiles  of  God  and  His  continuing  love  and  care,  shall  be 
lifted  nevermore  until  son  and  father  are  re-united  in  the 
better  land.  In  my  waking  hours  these  scenes  came  to  me^ 
and  those  of  other  stricken  homes  and  broken  hearts  rushed 
in  upon  me  like  a  flood.     You  need  not  wonder  that  I  thanked 
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God  more  truly  and  more  tenderly  for  having  yet  spared  the 
life  of  my  boy,  than  I  had  ever  thanked  Him  in  the  days 
gone  by. 

The  saddest  thought  of  all  to  me  in  the  dream  was  that  he 
was  snatched  suddenly  into  eternity  unsaved.  It  was  that 
which  smote  most  sorely  on  my  heart.  I  can  understand  how 
a  bereaved  father  may  be  consoled  and  reconciled  and  go  on 
in  his  lonely  way  in  life  without  murmuring  or  complaining, 
when  the  one  who  has  been  taken  gave  evidence  of  peace 
with  God.  But  it  is  hard  to  see  how  one  can  ever  shake  off 
the  pall  and  gloom  and  darkness  that  shrouds  his  heart  when 
the  loved  one  taken  dies  unsaved. 

The  dream  made  a  deep  impression  on  my  mind  in  other 
ways.  One  of  these  impressions  was  that  perhaps  I  am  to 
blame  for  the  fact  that  the  boy  is  not  a  Christian.  I  press 
that  question  home  to  paternal  hearts  to-day.  It  is  freighted 
with  interests  eternal.  Have  you,  dear  father,  so  demeaned 
yourself  before  your  child,  and  have  you  so  lived  and  wrought 
and  pleaded,  that  everything  had  been  done  that  could  be 
done  for  his  soul's  salvation?  I  press  the  question  on  the 
hearts  of  mothers  who  have  children  yet  unsaved.  How 
have  you  lived  before  them?  Have  you  been  so  consecrated, 
so  zealous,  so  earnest  in  the  Master's  service,  so  devoted  to 
your  Christian  duty,  that  your  children  have  taken  knowledge 
of  you  that  you  have  been  with  Jesus?  I  would  not  add  the 
weight  of  a  feather  to  the  burden  of  any  heart,  but  I  press 
this  question  home,  not  to  make  your  souls  unhappy,  but  to 
stir  you  up  to  better  living  and  more  faithful  doing.  I  be- 
lieve that  ever  and  anon  parents  should  talk  to  the  children 
about  their  souls,  but  there  is  a  sermon  in  example  a  thousand- 
fold more  potent  than  any  sermon  that  can  be  put  in  words. 
I  know  it  is  hard  to  always  live  right.  The  cares  and  tempt- 
ations of  this  world  press  hard  upon  us,  and  oftentimes 
choke  out  the  noble   sentiments  that  would  otherwise  bear 
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fruit  in  our  lives.  But  that  does  not  excuse  us.  Our  chil- 
dren,  growing  up  around  our  knees,  growing  into  manhood 
and  womanhood,  growing  into  forgetfuhiess  of  God  —  these 
should  stir  us  to  the  very  depths  as  we  think  upon  the  eter- 
nal interests  that  hang  upon  the  examples  we  set  before 
them. 

I  have  prayed  for  my  boy  many  hundred  times,  but  I 
don't  think  I  ever  prayed  so  earnestly  for  his  salvation  as  I 
did  that  night  when  in  the  darkness  the  somber  shadow  of 
that  dream  was  yet  fresh  upon  my  heart.  And  I  resolved, 
as  much  as  in  me  lay,  to  set  before  him  a  better  example 
than  I  had  ever  done  before.  I  commend  this  resolution  to 
you  all;  and  in  commending  it  to  parents  I  have  a  word  for 
the  sons  and  daughters  in  the  homes  where  these  Thoughts 
are  read  each  week.  I  know  that  no  boy  can  comprehend 
the  solicitude  that  his  parents  have  for  him.  Never  can  a 
daughter  enter  into  the  hopes  and  fears  her  parents  have 
concerning  her.  How  well  do  I  remember  the  uneasiness  of 
my  sweet  mother  concerning  all  her  children  I  When  I 
would  go  away  from  home  there  was  no  end  to  admonitions 
to  be  careful  for  myself,  to  not  expose  myself  to  unneces- 
sary danger  or  privations,  and  to  always  remember  God.  I 
could  not  understand  it  then,  because  when  I  would  kiss  her 
good-bye  I  would  speed  away  from  the  old  cottage  home 
without  a  thought  of  the  uneasiness  that  would  rest  upon 
her  heart  while  I  was  gone.  I  understand  it  now.  As  the 
years  have  come  and  gone,  and  as  I  have  seen  the  little 
babies  that  once  were  ours  grow  up  and  have  seen  their 
characters  take  shape  and  form,  I  have  learned  the  meaning 
of  my  mother's  care  and  toil  and  tears.  It  is  a  joy  that  I  can 
not  put  in  words  that  God  spared  her  to  us  until  every  one 
of  her  children  had  given  their  hearts  to  Christ.  There  has 
always  been  something  unspeakably  forbidding  in  death.  I 
have  never  wanted  to  die,  hut  it  seems  to  me  that  death  would 
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possess  the  horrors  of  the  nether  world  for  a  parent  to  die 
with  unsaved  children  ranged  around  his  bed. 

So  my  admonition  to-day  is  not  to  parents  only,  but  to  the 
children  in  the  home  as  well.  For  the  sake  of  Jesus  who 
died  for  us,  I  appeal  to  the  sons  and  daughters  who  shall 
read  these  words,  to  give  their  hearts  to  Christ.  I  don't  see 
how  they  can  sleep  soundly  in  the  hours  of  night  when,  if 
God  should  call  them  before  the  morning's  dawn,  their  souls 
would  wake  up  in  hell.  They  will  never  know  until  they 
have  grown  up  and  have  children  of  their  own  how  anxious 
the  father  and  the  mother  are  concerning  them,  nor  can  they 
understand,  not  in  this  world  nor  in  the  next,  the  solicitude 
of  God  for  their  lost  souls.  "  God  so  loved  the  world  that 
He  gave  his  only  begotten  Son,  that  whosoever  believeth  in 
Him  should  not  perish  but  have  eternal  life."  The  love  of 
God  was  so  strong  that  it  robbed  heaven  of  its  brightest 
jewel  and  that  love  no  one  can  ever  comprehend. 

There  will  be  some  young  people  in  homes  where  these 
words  are  read  that  will  not  live  another  year.  Indeed,  coffins 
have  been  already  made  for  the  bodies  of  some  in  the  homes 
where  these  earnest  words  shall  go.  God  knows  which  ones 
they  are.  The  grave-yards  are  always  growing.  The  mes- 
senger of  death  is  not  idle  for  a  moment.  My  heart  yearns 
with  love  unspeakable  and  with  prayer  as  earnest  and  faithful 
as  I  know  how  to  pray  that  the  sons  and  daughters  in  our 
homes  will  early  turn  to  God.  Many  who  are  converted  to 
God  at  all  are  converted  before  they  are  fifteen,  and  most  of 
all  of  the  Christians  that  I  know  gave  their  hearts  to  God 
before  they  had  reached  twenty.  Every  hour  that  the  son 
or  daughter  waits  is  an  hour  of  unspeakable  danger  and 
calamity.  Not  only  is  there  danger  that  the  soul  may  be 
called  to  God,  but  there  is  another  danger  —  that  of  living 
and  going  on  in  sin  while  every  moment  the  heart  is  growing 
harder    and    wandering    farther  and   yet   farther   from    the 
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Heavenly  Father's  house.  May  God  graciously  help  all  of 
us.  May  He  help  us  as  parents.  May  He  help  the  children. 
If  it  be  His  blessed  will,  may  it  come  to  pass  that  no 
home  in  which  these  Thoughts  are  read  from  week  to  week 
may  in  the  day  of  Judgment  be  divided  to  be  united  never 
more. 
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A  Letter  to  My  T^ati^hter. 

DEAR  LITTLE  DAUGHTER:  The  other  day 

J]    when  T  was  in  Memphis,  a  white  hearse  passed 

by  with  a  snow-white   coffin  in  it.     A  colored 

!^,  boy  looked  up  at  me  and  said:  "That's  the  young 

lady's  hearse.     It   is  on  its  way   now  to  Mr. 's 

hoitse.  His  daughter  is  dead."  Like  a  flash  of  light- 
ning came  this  thought:  What  if  it  were  my  daughter  and 
what  if  the  hearse  with  the  snow-white  coflin  was  on  its  way 
to  our  door?  All  unknown  to  the  strangers  I  had  never 
seen,  I  oflFered  a  silent  prayer  for  those  who  were  bereaved. 
I  thought  of  you  —  my  precious  and  only  daughter  —  and 
if  you  had  been  near  me  then  you  would  have  felt  the  tender- 
est  kiss  that  ever  rested  on  your  face.  How  well  do  I  re- 
member the  night  that  you  were  born  —  how  that  you  came 
to  us  with  the  dawn,  and  were  the  first  baby  God  sent  to  our 
humble  home.  I  was  a  young  man  then  —  almost  a  boy  — 
and  your  mother  had  just  entered  her  twentieth  year.  The 
great  storms  and  tempests  that  were  to  sweep  over  my  life, 
and  the  great  world-outlook  that  one  day  was  to  open  before 
my  eyes,  were  yet  in  store.  It  was  in  life's  spring  time  when 
you  came,  and  your  life — every  hour  of  your  life  —  is  in- 
wrought in  all  the  sorrows  and  joys,  the  failures  and  suc- 
cesses, that  have  come.  The  world,  with  its  great  pulsing 
life,  its  unmeasured  tragedies,  and  its  throbbing  tempests, 
was  to  me  an  unknown  field,  on  that  bright  summer  night 
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when  you  were  born.  There  had  never  been  a  coffin  in  our 
house,  and  none  had  ever  come  into  the  childhood  home  from 
which  so  lately  I  had  wandered.  Life's  woodlands  were  in 
their  greening  time,  and  the  morning  of  my  life  was  still  so 
young  that  the  dew  yet  glistened  on  every  bud  and  bloom, 
and  the  morning-glory  had  not  shut  its  gentle  leaves  to  die. 

You  were  a  tiny  baby,  but  we  loved  you  with  all  the  fervor 
of  our  hearts.  How  well  do  I  remember  your  first  tooth,  and 
then  your  baby  talk,  and  then  your  childish  way  of  seeing 
things.  Your  bereavement  was  so  great  when  we  killed  the 
pig,  and  when  you  found  we  were  going  to  eat  him  up,  that 
it  knew  no  bounds.  It  was  the  first  sorrow  you  had  ever 
known,  and  the  grief  and  pathos  of  it  makes  me  sad  to- 
day, as  it  is  all  recalled.  And  I  do  not  forget  when  you 
first  went  to  school  —  the  little  private  school  —  and  there 
began  to  learn  of  books.  To-day  as  I  write,  and  as  you 
are  more  than  a  thousand  miles  away,  your  whole  life  comes 
before  me,  and  with  the  memory  of  that  hearse  and  coffin 
strong  upon  me,  I  know  how  much  my  heart  clings  to  you 
in  tender,  inexplicable,  inexpressible  love.  You  mistake  if 
you  think  your  father  does  not  love  you  with  all  his  heart. 
Of  all  the  women  I  ever  knew,  it  seems  to  me  my  mother 
loved  her  children  best.  I  know  that  I  am  a  big,  overgrown 
man,  but  I  feel  that  I  have  inherited  my  mother's  love  of 
children.  If  women  are  strong  in  their  loves  —  and  so  all 
poets  sing  —  then  there  lingers  in  the  background  of  my  life 
another  life  —  the  life  of  a  tender,  clinging  woman  —  who 
mingles  the  gentle,  indulgent  love  of  mother  with  the  strong, 
protecting,  defending  love  of  father.  My  precious  and  only 
daughter,  I  love  you  with  both  these  loves,  and  to-day  would 
lay  down  my  life  for  you  if  it  were  needful  that  I  should. 

Yes,  you  are  a  woman  now,  though  I  have  tried  to  hide 
that  fact  from  my  heart.  If  I  could  have  had  my  selfish 
way  you  would  always  have  remained  my   baby  girl,   with 
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your  charming,  childish  ways  and  modes  of  thought.  I  never 
would  have  wanted  you  to  be  older  than  you  were  that  night 
ten  years  ago,  when  I  sat  by  your  bed.  You  had  been  very 
sick  for  many  days.  The  fever  still  was  raging  —  the  same 
fever  that  caused  your  little  brother's  death  —  and  we  were 
in  mortal  fear  for  you.  That  night  I  watched  with  you  alone. 
With  the  gathering  night  you  fell  into  a  quiet  sleep  —  so  soft 
and  still  that  I  often  put  my  face  close  to  yours  to  see  if  you 
had  ceased  to  breathe.  While  watching,  I  saw  you  gently 
open  your  eyes,  and  to  my  dying  day  I  will  remember  what 
you  said.  With  a  sweet,  glowing  smile,  not  born  of  earth, 
you  said :  "  Papa,  I  have  seen  an  angel  I  Yes,  I  see  the 
angel  now!"  I  asked  you  where  the  angel  was,  and  you 
raised  your  baby  hand  and  said :  "  There,  standing  at  the 
foot  of  the  bed  I  "  I  looked,  but  my  eyes  were  holden,  yet  I 
believe  to-day  that  the  angel  came  that  night  and  smote  the 
consuming  fever  and  gave  you  back  to  life  and  health.  We 
all  thought  then  that  this  angel  was  the  leader  of  the  angel 
band  that  had  come  to  take  you  home,  but  since  then  we  feel 
that  he  was  the  angel  of  life. 

With  all  my  heart  I  believe  that  God's  care  has  been  over 
you  since  you  were  a  babe  in  arms.  And  you  never  will 
know  how  glad  it  made  me  on  that  happy  night  when  you 
were  twelve  years  old,  and  when  leaning  your  darling  head 
upon  my  breast,  you  gave  your  heart  to  Christ.  Nor  yet 
how  glad  I  was  when  your  letter  came  the  other  day  that  told 
us  you  had  talked  to  others  about  the  Savior,  and  had  done 
your  best  to  lead  the  lost  to  Him.  I  feel  all  unworthy  of 
these  transcendent  blessings,  but  they  fill  my  heart  with  a 
joy  that  carunot  be  put  in  words. 

If  you  were  not  the  girl  you  are,  I  could  give  you  a  helpful 
lecture,  but  such  a  lecture  you  do  not  need.  I  know — at 
least  I  hear  —  that  it  is  the  fashion  nowadays  for  the  boys  to 
kiss  the  girls  and  to  take  liberties  that  would  put  them  and 
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their  parents  to  an  open  shame  if  their  parents  knew  about  it, 
but  you  are  not  such  a  girl. 

There  courses  in  your  veins  the  blood  of  two  of  the  purest 
grandmothers  and  the  purest  mother  God  ever  gave  a  girl, 
and  I  thank  God  that  there  is  not  in  you  the  faintest  shadow 
of  that  forwardness  that  has  cost  the  souls  of  so  many  happy 
girls.  You  know  what  I  have  always  said,  and  that  is  that  a 
girl  should  kiss  no  boy  but  her  brother,  and  no  man  but  her 
father  and  her  nearest  kin.  On  this  rock  of  carelessness  with 
men,  a  million  souls  have  stranded,  and  a  million  girls  gone 
into  lives  of  shame.  Not  to  you — for  I  have  no  fears  of 
you  —  but  to  giddy  daughters,  daughters  whose  fathers  love 
them  as  I  love  you  —  I  write  a  message  here.  It  is  this : 
Count  any  man  who  would  take  liberties  of  any  sort  with  you 
an  enemy  to  be  avoided  as  you  would  shun  a  rabid  dog  or 
ravening  devil.  Young  men  do  not  respect  girls  they  kiss 
and  with  whom  they  take  liberties.  No  self-respecting  man 
will  attempt  such  things  with  girls  that  he  respects.  To 
every  girl,  in  every  home,  who  thinks  lightly  of  these  things,  I 
would  say  in  tones  as  loud  and  loving  as  if  they  were  my  own  : 
avoid  all  these  things  as  you  would  avoid  the  grip  of  Satan. 

My  precious  daughter,  my  future  is  wrapped  up  in  you. 
When  I  was  in  my  first  childhood  it  was  a  tender  woman's 
care  that  guided  my  untaught  feet ;  in  maturer  years,  it  is 
the  hand  and  heart  and  love  of  a  woman  that  have  made  me 
strive  with  all  the  powers  of  my  soul  to  live  worthily,  use- 
fully and  well ;  and  in  years  to  come,  I  shall,  in  old  ag^, 
when  second  childhood  comes,  reach  out  to  grasp  the  gentle, 
guiding  hand  of  a  woman  —  my  precious  daughter  —  who  will 
be  to  me,  even  then,  the  little  daughter  to  whom  the  angel 
came  when  she  was  a  little  child. 

My  precious  child,  great  potentialities  are  wrapped  up  in 
you.  You  enter  life's  arena  when  the  tide  of  human  great- 
ness  and  achievement  is  at  its  flood.     Many  men  and  women. 
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great  and  strong  and  noble,  have  longed  to  see  this  day, 
when  the  great  throbbing  world  was  first  to  know  the  high- 
est product  of  the  earth  —  a  well-educated,  queenly,  conquer- 
ing woman.  When  you  take  your  degree  in  college  —  as 
soon  you  will  —  you  can  lay  claim  to  close  kinship  with  that 
greatest  evolution  of  the  race  —  the  finished  woman.  May 
our  precious  Father  give  you  health  and  usefulness  and  length 
of  days,  and  crown  your  life  with  all  the  joys  that  ever 
wreathed  a  human  life.  And  know  this,  that  since  the 
world  was  in  the  golden  glory  of  its  youth,  no  father  has 
ever  loved  a  daughter  more  than  I  love  you. 
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[II EKE  18  perhaps  no  work  outside  of  the  Bible  and 
Shakespeare  that  has  execised  so  strong  an  in- 
fluence upon  mankind  as  the  *^  Pilgrim's  Prog- 
ress," written  while  the  immortal  Bunyan  lan- 
guished in  Bedford  jail.  The  custom  of  incarcerating 
the  servants  of  God  is  a  very  old  one.  It  has  ever 
been  disastrous  to  those  who  imprisoned  them,  but  this  les- 
son of  history  has  been  lost  upon  those  who  would  persecute 
God's  heroes  for  opinion's  sake.  Jeremiah  was  in  jail  when 
he  wrote  the  thirty-third  chapter  of  his  immortal  book.  The 
old,  weeping  prophet  of  Israel  did  not  become  discouraged. 
While  thus  shut  out  from  the  light  of  day  he  was  none  the 
less  in  touch  with  God,  and  from  the  Babylonian  dungeon  he 
heralded  gracious  prophecies  of  a  brighter  era  yet  to  come 
than  any  the  world  had  known.  In  the  eleventh  verse  6f  this 
chapter,  prophesying  of  the  time  when  the  streets  of  the 
then  desolate  Judean  cities  should  again  hear  the  songs  of 
bride  and  bridegroom  and  the  laughter  of  little  children,  he 
adds  these  words:  "  His  mercy  endureth  forever." 

There  are  very  few  things  in  this  world  that  endure.  The 
things  that  we  now  know  and  that  now  know  us,  with  all 
that  environs  us,  will  in  a  few  fleeting  days  be  known  no  more 
on  earth  forever.  Granite  itself  does  not  endure.  Witness 
the  marble  steps  on  public  buildings  where  the  tramp  of 
thousands  upon  thousands  of  men  gradually  wear  them  into 
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dust.  There  are,  indeed,  some  abiding  evidences  of  material 
durability,  but  they  are  very  few.  I  have  seen  a  mummy 
that  was  three  thousand  years  old,  and  the  pyramids  that  look 
down  upon  the  Nile  have  remained  as  they  are  to-day  these 
thousands  of  years.  .  These  are  the  exceptions.  Nearly 
everything  we  touch  and  by  which  we  are  surrounded  must 
soon  crumble  into  dusty  death,  eaten  by  the  corroding  tooth 
of  Time.  Friendship  fails.  Who  is  it  that  shall  read  these 
words  that  does  not  recall  some  buoyant,  engaging  friend- 
ship of  the  long  ago  that  is  now  no  more?  There  were  hours 
of  sweet,  confidential,  heart-thrilling  converse  when  each  was 
strong  in  the  hope-inspiring  friendship  of  the  other,  and  when 
each  believed  that  the  happy  state  would  never  end.  Alas 
for  the  evanescence  of  all  earthly  things  I  That  friendship 
long  ago  has  died,  and  those  two  who  were  such  warm  and 
loving  friends  now  pass  each  other  by  as  indifferently  as  if 
the  sacred  relation  named  had  never  been  sustained.  And 
love  dies.  Love  that  comes  in,  radiant  with  the  heart's 
gentle,  softening  dew  I  Love  that,  like  the  morning  dawn, 
gilds  life's  horizon  and  sends  floods  of  light  into  every  recess 
of  the  heart  I  Even  these  who  one  day  swore  that  love 
should  live  forever  find  sadly  in  the  after  years,  that  it  does 
not  endure.  The  lovers  live  on,  but  the  love  dies.  Even 
the  old  time  trysting-places  are  forgotten,  and  the  happy 
hours  that  sped  so  swiftly  by  in  other  days  are  no  longer 
cherished  now. 

Twenty-three  years  ago  I  left  the  old  childhood  home.  I 
never  shall  forget  that  bright  and  buoyant  day  in  May,  when, 
following  the  lowing  herds,  I  looked  upon  our  childhood  home 
for  the  last  time.  I  did  not  then  think  that  it  would  be  the 
last  time  that  I  should  see  those  happy  childhood  scenes, 
but  it  was  so.  For  many  years  I  hoped  to  go  back  and  drink 
again  from  "the  old  oaken  bucket  that  hung  in  the  well." 
I  longed  to  go  once  more  into  the  orchard,  where  in  the  sunny 
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days  of  spring  the  fragrant  flowers  bloomed ;  to  tramp  again 
in  the  verdant  woods,  alive  full  many  a  day  with  the  joyous 
songs  of  birds  and  the  gentle  gurglings  of  crystal  streams. 
But  it  was  not  to  be,  and  now  I  have  no  wish  ever  again  to 
see  those  once  hope-inspiring  scenes.  My  brother  went.  He 
told  me  that  the  old  house  had  been  torn  down.  Only  the 
debris  of  the  old  chimney  yet  remained.  The  old  oak  tree 
that  overhung  the  well,  and  in  whose  grateful  shade  I  had 
sat  full  many  a  summer  afternoon  and  slaked  the  cowboy's 
thirst,  had  been  cut  down,  and  the  well  that  was  such  a 
treasure  to  us  in  those  glad  and  happy  days  had  been  filled 
up  with  grime  and  dirt,  and  its  fountains  shall  flow  no  more 
forever.  These  scenes  did  not  abide.  Like  the  flowers  of 
morning  they  vanished  away,  and  when  youth's  evening 
came  there  was  scarce  one  memento  of  that  bright  and 
happy  past. 

In  such  a  world  as  this,  environed  as  we  are  on  every  hand 
by  change,  decay,  and  death,  how  gracious  it  is  to  come  up 
to  God's  inspired  and  inspiring  Word  and  hear  anew  the  old, 
but  never-aging  truth  that  "  God's  mercy  endureth  forever." 
Mr.  Moody  says  that  he  knows  that  the  Bible  is  inspired 
because  it  inspires  him.  We  know  that  God's  mercy  shall 
endure  forever  because  there  shall  never  come  a  time  when 
we  shall  not  need  to  claim  that  mercy.  There  is  an  earth- 
quake every  day  in  Tokyo,  Japan.  The  earth  trembles  under 
the  tread  of  man  and  there  is  no  certitude.or  certainty  as  to 
what  buildings  next  shall  fall,  or  who  shall  next  be  engulfed 
by  the  opening  chasm.  It  is  not  so  with  God's  mercy.  Com- 
ing in  with  the  hour  of  our  birth  ;  watching  over  the  cradle  of 
the  little  babe ;  following  the  child  in  arms  when  it  lingers 
near  the  viper's  nest;  abiding  with  the  little  boy  when  he 
wanders  out  beyond  his  depth  in  the  treacherous  stream ; 
linjjering  yet  by  the  side  of  the  thoughtless  youth,  who  in  a 
thousand  ways  invites  danger  and  risks  his  life  and  health ; 
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continuing  with  the  young  man  who,  in  irecklessness  and 
utter  disregard  of  God,  goes  into  devious  and  forbidden 
paths ;  forsaking  not  the  man  in  his  maturer  years,  who  even 
after  giving  his  heart  to  God,  wanders  oft  afar  and  forgets 
the  Lord  that  bought  him  with  His  blood ;  abiding  still  with 
tottering  age  when  life's  sun  dips  low  toward  the  westering 
hills ;  remaining  yet  and  last  by  the  bed  of  death,  where  the 
old  and  palsied  man  lifts  up  his  trembling  hands  to  bless  the 
loved  ones  ranged  around  his  bed  1  It  has  not  mattered  all 
these  years  whether  the  wanderer's  love  for  God  endured.  It 
is  enough  to  know  that  through  all  the  changes  and  all  the 
troubles  that  have  come,  God's  mercy  has  endured,  and  that 
it  followed  the  wayworn  pilgrim  to  the  end. 

The  work  of  Jesus,  in  its  every  phase  and  on  every  occa- 
sion, demonstrates  the  abundant  and  all-abounding  love 
of  our  Father  for  a  lost  world.  Nothing  that  He  did, 
however  unimportant  in  itself,  was  done  stintedly.  At 
the  marriage  in  Cana  of  Galilee  when  the  "  conscious  water 
saw  its  God  and  blushed"  into  wine,  there  was  an  exceeding 
great  abundance  for  all  who  had  come,  and  even  more. 
When  the  loaves  and  fishes  of  the  disciples  were  so  multi- 
plied that  thousands  ate  and  were  filled,  there  was  such  an 
abundance  that  there  were  more  fragments  gathered  up  after 
the  repast  than  there  had  been  of  all  the  food  in  the  begin- 
ning. It  is  everywhere  the  same.  Whatever  miracle  was 
done;  whatever  pain  relieved;  whatever  sorrow  healed  — 
all  was  done  out  of  the  great  abundance  —  the  unwasted  and 
unwasting  fullness  of  the  power  and  love  of  God. 

Once  a  poor,   heart-sick,  love-hungry  woman  saw  for  the 

first  time  the  crested  billows  of  the  boundless  sea.     She  had 

been  reared   in  the   inland  fields   and  had  all  her  life  long 

known  nothing   but  the  narrow  precincts  that  shut  her  in. 

Pinching,  gaunt  and  gnawing  poverty  had  been  her  lot,  and 

she  had  never  known  what  plenty  was.     When  she  saw  the 
15 
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broad  expanse  of  ocean  and  heard  the  roaring  of  the  waves 
that  rode  its  unsounded  depths,  and  when,  looking  out  upon 
its  restless,  endless,  heaving  bosom  she  for  the  first  time  saw 
Infinity,  she,  in  her  poor,  backwoods  way,  exclaimed: 
"  Thank  God  I  I  have  one  time  in  my  life  seen  something 
that  there's  enough  of !  " 

It  is  so  with  Jesus.  Whoever  knows  Him ;  whoever  lin- 
gers at  His  feet  and  feels  the  thrilling  impulse  of  His  love, 
sounds  the  unfathomed  depths  of  an  endless  sea.  Three 
times  in  the  New  Testament,  in  the  writings  of  the  Apostle 
Paul,  reference  is  made  to  His  abundant  grace.  In  Romans 
5: 17  Paul  uses  these  words:  "  For  if  by  one  man's  offense 
death  reigned  by  one ;  much  more  they  which  receive  abun- 
dance of  grace  and  of  the  gift  of  righteousness  shall  reign 
in  life  by  one,  Jesus  Christ."  In  2  Cor.  4:  15-16  he  pre- 
sents it  this  way:  "For  all  things  are  for  your  sakes,  that 
the  abundant  grace  might  through  the  thanksgiving  of  many 
redound  to  the  glory  of  God.  For  which  cause  we  faint  not ; 
but  though  our  outward  man  perish,  yet  the  inward  man  is 
renewed  day  by  day."  And  in  1  Timothy  1 :  14  he  reaches 
the  climax  in  this  loving  acknowledgment  of  that  grace 
which  had  sustained  him  all  the  way,  and  which  was  suffi- 
cient as  he  neared  the  end:  "And  the  grace  of  our  Lord 
was  exceeding  abundant  with  faith  and  love  which  is  in 
Christ  Jesus."  I  have  never  had  in  me  an  atom  of  that 
world-proud  spirit  which  desired  to  plnck  a  single  chaplet 
from  my  Savior's  brow.  I  declare  that  to  me  salvation  is  nil 
of  grace —  abundant  grace.  The.^e  is  not  in  all  the  great  sil- 
vation  scheme  one  faint  shadow  of  any  power  outside  of  that 
Power  which  conies  down  from  Heaven,  and  which  was  made 
manifest  to  men  in  our  dear  Redeemer.  Abundant  gracr! 
Thank  God  that  our  salvation  rests,  not  on  works  of  riglt- 
eousness  which  we  have  done,  but  entirely  and  alone  en 
the  abounding  grace  of  God,   not   one  iota  of  which   was 
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ever  given  to  men  through  any  good  deeds  which  they  had 
done. 

Parallel  with  the  stream  of  abundant  grace  that  has  coursed 
through  the  earth  these  almost  countless  centuries  of  time  is 
God's  abundant  love.  John  says  in  3:16  that  "God  so 
loved  the  world  that  He  gave  His  only  begotten  Son,  that 
whosoever  believeth  in  Him  should  not  perish,  but  have  ever- 
lasting life.''  There  was  enough  blood  shed  on  the  cross  of 
Calvary  to  save  every  soul  that  had  ever  or  should  ever  come 
into  the  world.  It  took  all  the  blood  that  Jesus  shed  to  save 
one  soul,  and  yet  enough  was  shed  to  save  us  all. 

And  how  the  hungry,  lonely  hearts  of  storm-tossed  human 
kind  long  for  a  touch  of  love  I  There  are  some  who  die  of 
hunger  in  this  poor,  selfish  world,  but  a  far  greater  number 
faint  and  fall  in  their  thorn-pierced  way  in  life  because  their 
hearts  starve  to  death  for  love.  Some  fragile  flowers  can  not 
live  without  the  frequent  falling  of  the  rain  or  the  gentle 
presence  of  the  distilling  dew.  The  hot  sun  scorches  and 
abrades  them,  and  they  wither  unless  their  fragrant  petals  oft 
know  the  touch  of  the  life-giving  water.  So  with  human 
hearts  that  starve  for  love.  They  wither,  droop  and  die,  and 
when  the  tidings  come  that  tell  us  they  have  fallen,  the  word 
goes  out  that  they  died  of  heart  failure.  And  it  is  true.  But 
it  was  the  failure  of  some  other  heart,  and  not  their  own.  It 
was  the  failure  of  a  heart  that  should  have  loved  and  yet  was 
shut  up  and  cold  against  the  one  of  all  the  others  on  the  earth 
that  bled  for  human  sympathy  and  love.  Let  us  thank  God 
that  His  love  never  faileth  ;  that  it  is  abundant ;  that  it  can 
be  had  if  we  only  ask  that  it  be  ours;  that  it  will  abide 
against  every  cruel  cross  and  bitter  woe,  and  be  sweetest  and 
most  precious  to  our  hearts  when  human  love  ia  least  power- 
ful to  give  us  strength  and  help. 

But  His  abundant  grace  and  abundant  love  is  not  all. 
There  are  yet  other  abundances.     When  Peter  was  growing 
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old  he  wrote  three  epistles.  In  the  first  one,  right  at  the 
beginning,  he  sounds  this  clarion  note  of  praise  and  gratitude 
to  God  :  "  Blessed  be  the  God  and  Father  of  our  Lord  Jesus 
Christ,  which  according  to  His  abundant  mercy  hath  begot- 
ten us  again  unto  a  lively  hope  by  the  resurrection  of  Jesus 
Christ  from  the  dead.  To  an  inheritance  incorruptible  and 
undefiled,  and  that  fadeth  not  away,  reserved  in  heaven  for 
you.  Who  are  kept  by  the  power  of  God  through  faith  unto 
Kulvation  ready  to  be  revealed  iii  the  last  time."  Across  the 
gulf  that  intervenes  between  me  and  childhood's  happy  years 
there  comes  the  recollection  of  a  little  country  church  and 
school,  where  the  little  urchins  went  to  school  throughout 
the  week  and  on  the  Lord's  day  gathered  with  their  parents 
to  worship  God.  I  was  a  very  little  boy  —  so  small  that  my 
bare  feet  did  not  reach  the  puncheon  floor.  One  Sunday,  a 
preacher  —  Rev.  John  Orchard,  long  since  with  God  — 
preached  from  the  text  that  I  have  quoted  here.  How  he 
loved  to  dwell  on  God's  abundant  mercy  I  I  didn't  realize 
it  then,  but  I  know  now  what  the  great  apostle  meant  when 
he  so  magnified  the  mercy  of  our  God.  I  have  so  much  and 
such  constant  need  of  mercy ;  so  often  do  I  have  to  bring  my 
lame  and  halting  life  to  God  and  plead  for  help,  that  it  has 
made  me  tolerant  of  all  the  frail  men  and  women  of  the  race. 
Abundant  mercy!  Thank  God  that  it  was  abundant!  A 
little  stock  of  mercy  wouldn't  go  anywhere  for  me,  and  so  I 
love  to  come  up  to  the  shore  of  God's  ocean  of  forgiving 
love  and  with  the  simple  country  matron  lift  up  my  heart  and 
(M-y :  "  Thank  God  !  Here  is  something  that  there's  enough 
of!  "  And  as  we  meditate  upon  God's  thrice  plenteous  love 
and  grace,  let  us  open  our  poor  erring  hearts  to  help  the 
weak  and  fallen  whose  blighted  lives  touch  ours. 

There  is  yet  one  more  abundance  to  which  our  hearts  to-day 
can  turn.  Peter  refers  to  it  in  his  Sv*cond  Epistle  in  these 
words:  "For  so  an  entranot*  shall  be   ministered  unto  you 
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abundantly  into  the  everlastinjf  kingdom  of  our  Lord  and 
Savior  Jesus  Christ.''  Abundant  grace,  abundant  love, 
abundant  mercy,  abundant  entrance  into  Grod's  everlasting 
home  I  Dear  footsore,  wayworn  pilgrim,  do  not  grow  heart- 
sick as  the  conflict  grows  hard  and  yet  harder  round  thy 
storm-tossed  soul.  There  is  light  ahead.  The  lowering 
clouds  are  pregnant  with  the  outflashings  of  eternal  rain- 
bows, and  behind  the  roar  and  raging  of  the  hurtling  storm 
abides  eternal  calm. 

The  greatest  drawback  to  every  department  of  Christian 
work  is  our  lack  of  genuine  and  abiding  faith  in  CTod.  It 
is  said  that  "Abraham  believed  God,  and  it  was  account- 
ed unto  him  for  righteousness."  He  proved  that  he 
had  faith  in  God  in  the  fact  that  without  knowing  whither 
he  went,  he  took  his  wife  and  all  that  he  had  and  went  **  to 
seek  a  country,"  solely  on  the  promise  of  God.  He^did  not 
ask  for  maps  or  charts  or  desci-iptions.  He  was  willing  to 
implicitly  and  unequivocally  place  his  all  in  his  Father's 
hands.  If  Christians  would  learn  to  pay  less  attention  to 
mere  worldly  and  transitory  interests,  and  trust  their  all,  after 
doing  their  full  duty,  in  the  hands  of  God,  it  would  be  a 
brighter  and  a  better  and  a  happier  world.  We  are  too  much 
inclined  to  want  our  own  way,  to  be  heady,  high-minded  and 
self-opinionated.  If  we  believed  the  whole  gospel  with  our 
whole  hearts,  there  would  come  to  us  an  inspiration  in  our 
work,  which  would  leap  over  difficulties  and  rise  above  per- 
plexities that  now  sorely  vex  us. 

There  are  those  who  really  and  truly  believe  God's  Holy 
Book.  Some  of  these  it  has  been  given  to  us  to  know. 
Not  long  ago,  we  saw  a  missionary  leave  for  his  foreign  .field, 
and  witnessed  the  evidences  of  that  calm  and  supreme  faith 
in  God  that  caused  him  and  his  consecrated  wife  to  leave 
home  and  kindred  and  friends  for  their  God-appointed  field 
of  labor. 
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Without  genuiDe  faith,  this  could  not  be.  Without  this 
faith  the  struggling  preacher  on  the  frontier  would  fall  limp 
and  nerveless  in  his  tracks;  but  genuine  faith  makes  a 
granite  pillow  soft,  transmutes  thorns  and  briars  into  bloom- 
ing roses,  paints  rainbows  of  promise  on  lowering  clouds, 
and  clothes  the  heavens  with  radiant  sunlight. 

No  wonder  Paul  said,  "  I  can  do  all  things  through  Christ, 
who  strengtheneth  me,''  No  wonder  Bunyan  could  flash 
the  light  of  immortality  on  the  musty  pages  of  his  manu- 
script, written  in  Bedford  jail.  No  wonder  that  Judson 
could  labor  tirelessly  and  hopefully  seven  years  without 
seeing  even  the  budding  of  any  fruit  of  his  labors.  No 
wonder  that  martyrs,  encircled  by  devouring  flames,  could, 
with  glad  acclaim,  sing  praises  to  God  as  their  souls  bounded 
into  Heaven.  It  is  this  conquering  power,  this  ever  strength- 
ening faith,  that  is  the  Gibraltar  of  our  lives.  May  God  lead 
us  to  believe  more  and  more  His  blessed  word,  to  trust  more 
and  more  in  His  loving  promises,  to  6erve  more  and  more  in 
the  field  to  which  He  has  assigned  us,  and  after  awhile  our 
faith  shall  be  sight,  and,  free  from  our  burdens,  we  shall 
wing  our  way  to  our  home  at  His  right  hand. 

You  that  are  poor  and  halting  now;  you  that,  like  our 
dear  Savior,  own  no  earthly  home ;  you  that  know  no  luxury 
on  earth,  but  who  linger  ever  in  the  dark,  forbidding  ways  in 
life ;  you  who  are  in  rags  and  whose  children  are  in  want  — 
do  not  grow  bitter  or  despiring.  There  dawns  a  brighter, 
happier  day.  There  lingers  near — so  near  that  you  may 
almost  hear  their  voices  now —  the  angel  band  that  shall  con- 
voy your  triumphant  spirit  home.  An  abundant  entrance 
into  the  everlasting  kingdom  I     Thank  God  I 
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)!N'G  the  many  good  things  said  at  a  recent  State 
convention  none  were  more  impressive  than  a 
statement  of  a  pastor.  In  other  years  he  was  an 
editor.  His  statement  was  that  when  he  was  an 
editor  he  set  apart  a  pigeonhole  in  his  desk  which  he 
labeled  his  "  Cooling  Box."  If  he  wrote  an  editorial 
or  a  letter  that  was  sharp  and  caustic,  he  laid  it  in  this  Cool- 
ing Box  for  a  week,  and  when  calm  he  read  these  products 
of  his  moments  of  haste  and  temper.  The  result  was  that 
the  contents  of  the  Cooling  Box  melted  into  ashes. 

There  is  a  field  for  prayerful  thought  suggested  by  this 
recital.  It  caused  me  to  resolve  at  once  to  begin  a  new  de- 
partment— the  Cooling  Box  Department — which,  unlike  the 
other  departments,  would  never  be  printed.  All  my  life 
long  I  have  suffered  from  hasty  speech.  Sometimes  words 
have  been  written  down  and  printed  in  cold  type  that  cut 
their  way  like  feathered  arrows  and  left  abiding  scars.  ISo 
one  but  God  knows  what  struggles  I  have  had  to  do  as  well 
as  I  have  done,  but  with  His  help  I  shall  do  yet  better  still. 
All  caustic  words  shall  hereafter  be  laid  in  the  Cooling  Box 
and  shall  wait  until  the  day  each  week  when  I  have  written 
Sunday  Morning  Thoughts.  Then  when  at  my  best,  I  will 
read  them  over  again,  and  you  need  not  be  told  where  they 
will  land. 

This  is  my  confession  and  my  hope,  and  I  pray  that  every 
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one  who  reads  these  words  may  join  me  in  this  earnest  eftbrt 
for  better  things.     There  ought  to  be  a  Cooling  Box  in  every 
church.     Some  of  the  members  make  it  a  point  to  say  unkind 
words   about  the   pastor.       He   is    bowed  down    with   cares 
already,  but  his  heaviest  load  is  that  on  his  heart  are  some 
who  never  help,  but  always  hinder,  and   who  never  utter  a 
word  of  encouragement  to  him  in  his  arduous  work.     It  is 
true  that  the    workers   never   grumble    and    the    grumblers 
never  work.     Would   to   God   that   these   grumblers  would 
have  each  a  Cooling  Box  and  would  talk  his  naggings  and 
complainings  into  it,  and  leave  them   there   to  cool.      The 
work  is  hard  enough,  even  when  the  workers  hear  only  words 
of  praise ;  it  becomes  almost  unbearable  when  the  idlers  add 
their  own  weight  to  the  load. 

And  we  need  a  Cooling  Box  in  each  one  of  our  homes. 
Of  all  places  in  the  world  home  should  be  a  place  of  peace, 
of  kindness,  of  love,  and  of  gentle  words^.  But  alas  1  there 
are  many  homes,  and  in  some  of  them  these  lines  will  be 
read,  where  harah  words  fall  on  childish  ears,  and  kicks  and 
cuffs  have  usurped  the  place  of  caresses  and  of  love.  In  our 
contact  with  the  outside  world  there  is  some  artificiality  — 
enough  to  smooth  the  roughest  speech.  But  in  the  home, 
that  first  temple  of  the  sovereign  God,  the  man  and  woman 
show  for  what  they  are.  Within  these  walls  where  no  alien 
eye  can  see,  and  where  love  and  passion  are  uncurbed  by 
what  the  world  may  think  or  say,  the  real  character  —  the 
character  that  God  sees  and  knows  —  asserts  itself  and  reigns 
supreme.  And  it  is  in  the  home  that  we  need  to  be  always  at 
our  best.  Growing  up  at  our  hearthstones  are  human  souls 
that  will  spend  eternity  with  God  or  with  the  lost  in  hell. 
Their  little  bodies  grow  apace  and  they  soon  are  too  much 
grown  to  rest  upon  our  hearts  as  in  days  gone  by.  And  as 
their  bodies  grow  their  lives  are  being  made  for  weal  or  woe. 
And  we  are  making  them.     How  important,  then,  how  higher 
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than  any  other  duty  we  owe  to  man,  it  is  to  bo  fashion  our 
lives  and  theirs  that  when  these  fleeting  years  are  gone  and 
we  sleep  side  by  side  among  the  graveyard  trees,  our  souls 
will  be  united  at  God's  right  hand. 

I  know  some  fathers  who  sadly  need  Cooling  Boxes  in 
their  hearts.  They  speak  to  their  little  ones  more  harshly 
than  they  do  to  the  beasts  and  reptiles  of  the  field.  Ifo  gen- 
tle words,  no  kindly  counsel,  no  lingering  touch  of  love. 
And  there  are  mothers  who  nag  and  growl  and  snarl  and 
acidulate  all  day  long.  The  children  have  always  just  done 
some  mischief,  are  doing  some  mischief,  or  are  going  to  do 
some  mischief.  It  is  out  of  the  question  that  they  could 
ever  do  anything  right.  They  are  watched  more  closely  than 
the  warden  watches  the  *'  trusties  "  at  the  penitentiary.  The 
mother  runs  with  a  hot  box  the  year  round,  burning  out  all 
that  is  ennobling  in  her  own  heart  and  raising  her  children  up 
for  train  robbers,  thieves,  and  pirates. 

There  are  many  parents  who  never  learn  that  the  conquer- 
ing power  of  this  world  is  love.  They  never  know  how  the 
tender  lives  that  God  has  given  to  their  keeping  hunger  for 
kindness  and  love.  The  wanderer  in  the  desert  knows  what 
it  is,  when  all  the  food  is  gone,  to  feel  the  gnawing  pangs  of 
hunger  as  he  is  with  them  consumed.  He  learns  what  it  is 
to  die  by  inches,  to  feel  his  life  ebb  out  drop  by  drop  as  he 
yields  himself  to  the  torturing  horrors  of  starvation.  Like 
the  man  sinks  in  the  quicksands,  he  hour  by  hour  feels  the 
ever-increasing  weakness  that  forecasts  the  tomb.  But  this 
starvation  is  physical,  and  no  suffering  like  this  can  be  com- 
pared to  that  starvation  from  which  men  and  women  and 
little  children  die  because  they  have  no  love.  I  would  plead 
with  all  my  heart  to-day  for  these  that  starve  for  love.  Let 
that  mother  who  has  spent  her  life  thus  far  in  discontent  and 
grumbling  bethink  herself  to-day.  Let  that  father,  who  with 
her  has  been  unmindful  that  words  can  cut  like  knives  and 
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bruise  like  blows,  help  her  to  so  shape  her  future  years  that 
the  little  ones  that  linger  on  her  knee  may  grow  np  loved  and 
loving  and  become  useful  lights  for  God  in  this  dark,  suffering 
world. 

Then  there  are  husbands  and  wives  that  have  long  ago 
forgotten  the  days  when  alone  with  God  they  gave  to  each 
other  their  solemn  vows  of  love.  The  old  story  that  came 
in  with  that  first  pair  in  Eden  is  as  new  to-day  as  when  the 
blushing  roses  first  heard  its  soft  and  gentle  words.  But  in 
some  homes  there  is  a  man  and  woman  who  took  vows  at  a 
marriage  altar  once,  but  they  no  longer  love.  There  have 
been  hot  and  cruel  words  and  endless  heartaches  until  now 
hearts  have  grown  hard  and  unloving.  To  all  these  may 
there  come  to-day  a  resurgence  of  that  first  love  that  bloomed 
in  other  days.  Let  the  hot,  hasty  words  be  said  no  more. 
Let  the  calloused  hearts  be  melted  as  the  days  of  old  come 
back  and  sweet  memories  of  happy  hours  crown  again  the 
now  hard  and  wrinkled  brow.  And  if  there  are  young  hearts 
that  just  now  have  in  united  love  begun  life's  journey,  I  plead 
with  them  to  keep  love  burning  in  their  hearts  and  not  to  mar 
.  it  by  hasty  words  or  thoughtless  deeds. 

A  few  words  more  and  I  am  done.  None  of  us  have  more 
than  one  earthly  life  to  live.  However  much  we  may  yearn 
to  have  another  chance  at  life,  this  is  our  last  and  only  life  on 
earth.  It  will  do  no  good  to  stop  now  and  bemoan  the  losses 
and  the  failures  of  our  past.  Our  only  chance  lies  in  our 
future,  and  it  is  for  that  future  that  I  make  my  plea.  Let  us 
make  it  bright  with  kindly  words  and  generous  deeds,  and 
sanctify  it  all  with  love  to  God,  to  our  families  and  to  all  men. 
If  we  cannot  speak  kind  words  let  our  lips  be  sealed.  And 
let  our  forgiveness  for  evil  done  to  us  abound  as  we  day  by 
day  hope  for  God's  forgiving  love  to  us.  If  I  never  live  to 
write  another  line  I  want  these  words  to  linger  after  I  am  laid 
to  rest :  I  have  no  enemy  on  earth  that  I  do  not  now  forgive. 
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However  cruel  have  been  wrongs  done  to  me  I  leave  them  all 
here  at  the  cross  and  pray  for  those  who  made  the  wounds. 
And  if  we  will  linger  here  and  forgive  and  love,  there  will  be 
sunshine  in  our  hearts  in  life's  darkest  storms,  and  angels  will 
camp  around  our  beds  when  love's  last  kisses  close  our  eyes 
in  death. 
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^he  Vrecicher. 

^N  E  of  the  most  remarkable  incidents  recorded  in  the 
Bible  is  that  concerning  the  manner  in  which 
Ahab  obtained  Xaboth's  vineyard.  After  Israel, 
through  Ahab's  leadership,  had  lapsed  into  idolatry, 
God  sent  Elijah  to  give  Ahab  warning  concerning  his 
deadly  course.  Through  his  righteous  ministration 
the  hearts  of  the  people  were  turned  again  to  God.  The 
sacrifice  which  was  placed  on  the  altar  when  the  trial  by  fire 
was  made  was  consumed,  while  the  sacrifice  oilered  to  Baal 
remained  untouched.  This  formed  the  crisis  in  AhaVs  dis- 
astrous reign.  The  prophets  of  Baal  were  slain,  and  God  got 
to  Himself  a  great  name  through  the  work  which  that  day 
transpired  on  Mount  Carmel. 

Following  this  signal  manifestation  of  God's  power  and 
goodness  to  Ahab,  were  two  marvelous  victories  over  Ben- 
Hadad,  the  king  of  Syria.  Ben-Hadad  was  a  convivial  king. 
He  gave  a  feast  and  invited  thirty-two  of  the  kings  of  smaller 
realms  to  partake  of  the  bounteous  repast.  It  is  pretty  clear 
that  they  all  got  drunk.  During  this  time  of  revelry,  which 
reminds  us  strongly  of  Belshazzar's  feast,  messengers  were 
sent  to  Ahab  demanding  that  he  deliver  unto  the  Syrians 
various  and  sundry  items  of  his  possessions.  This  was  agreed 
upon,  but  Ben-Hadad,  whose  insatiate  thirst  for  conquest 
was  increased  by  the  liquor  he  had  drunk,  made  yet  further 

demands  which  Ahab  declined  to  grant.     Through  the  war 
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that  ensued  Israel  was  victorious,  and  Ahab  knew  that  Israel 
was  victorious  because  God  reigned  in  Israel.  When  the 
next  war  came,  a  year  after  that  time,  God  gave  Ahab 
another  gracious  victory.  A  hundred  thousand  Syrians  were 
slain  in  a  day  by  the  Israelites,  and  twenty-seven  thousand 
others  were  killed  by  the  falling  down  upon  them  of  a  wall. 
The  most  remarkable  studies  in  the  Scriptures  are  the  wars 
waged  by  the  people  of  God.  Whenever  God  rides  on  the 
chariot  wheels  of  war,  and  whenever  His  voice  thunders  in 
battle,  the  opposing  armies  are  no  more  than  feathers  pitched 
against  the  conquering  power  of  the  storm.  Sennacherib's 
army  perished  in  a  night.  The  Midianites,  alarmed  by  Gideon 
and  his  faithful  band,  fell  upon  and  literally  destroyed  each 
other.  When  God  wills  it,  the  fleets  of  Spain  vanish  before 
the  conquering  armies  of  a  liberty-loving  people  as  the  snow 
melts  before  the  noon-day  sun. 

This  was  the  sort  of  victory  that  Ahab  gained,  and  yet, 
with  it  all,  Ahab  was  not  content.  He  lived  in  his  marble 
palace  at  Jezreel  and  fared  sumptuously  every  day,  but  over 
against  his  house  was  Naboth's  unpretentious  vineyard  for 
which  the  eye  of  the  covetous  king  lusted.  He  and  his  wife 
planned  the  murder.  The  murder  was  committed.  The  blood 
of  the  innocent  husbandman  crimsoned  the  ground  over  which 
Ahab  reigned.  But  ^N'aboth  was  not  dead.  The  livest  man 
in  the  world  is  a  dead  man  who  has  been  murdered.  When 
Ahab  died  his  blood  cried  out  from  the  crimsoned  earth  and 
it  did  not  cry  in  vain.  When  Uriah  fell  at  the  battle  front 
the  victim  of  David's  lust  he  became  the  most  vital  man  in 
Israel.  He  lived  again  in  Nathan's  withering  glance  and 
piercing  finger  when  he  cried  out  to  Israel's  king,  "  Thou  art 
the  man  1  "  When  John  the  Baptist  was  beheaded  his  mur- 
derer saw  him  live  again  in  every  godly  man.  When  Jesus 
came  into  Israel  his  blood-biased  vision  saw  John  the  Baptist 
raised  from  the  dead.     The  victim  of  Eugene  Aram,  whose 
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body  was  hidden  in  a  cave,  did  not  die  when  he  breathed  his 
last.  True,  the  flesh  fell  from  the  bones,  and,  at  last,  when 
the  body  was  found,  his  body  was  a  grinning  skeleton,  but 
the  livest  man  in  England  was  this  dead  man  when  Eugene 
Aram,  the  cultured  and  guilty  murderer,  at  last  paid  the 
penalty  for  his  crime  on  an  English  gallows.  I  was  in  St. 
Louis  when  Maxwell,  the  murderer  of  Preller,  was  on  trial. 
Although  Preller  was  killed,  carved  up,  and  packed  as  bag- 
gage in  a  trunk,  he  was  not  dead.  His  blood  cried  out  to 
Heaven  for  vengeance,  and  Heaven  heard  its  cry.  There 
never  was  a  liver  man  in  America  than  this  murdered  English- 
man whose  mute,  insensate  bones  were  swift  witnesses  against 
his  murderer,  and  at  last  compassed  his  murderer's  death. 

Ahab  reckoned  without  his  host  on  that  day  when  he 
went  down  into  Naboth's  vineyard.  As  he  went  down,  the 
sun  came  out  and  the  luscious  grapes  mirrored  their  forms 
against  the  azure  sky.  Like  many  another  murderous  crim- 
inal, Ahab  felt  that  he  was  alone  and  could  now  revel  in 
this  much  coveted  prize.  But  when  he  walked  in  that 
garden  God  was  there.  In  the  form  of  God's  prophet. 
Justice  raised  its  threatening  and  impending  hand  and  the 
murderous  king  stood  aghast  as  God's  prophet  again  con- 
fronted him.  One  of  the  most  memorable  exclamations  in 
the  "Word  of  God  is  that  which  Ahab  made  when  he  saw 
Elijah.  Raising  his  blood-stained  hands,  he  exclaimed, 
"  Hast  thou  found  me,  oh  mine  enemy? ''  He  forgot  that, 
as  God's  minister,  Elijah  had  been  the  best  friend  he  ever 
had. 

Let  it  be  remembered  by  every  reader  of  these  words  that 
the  best  friend  to  any  soul  is  that  friend  who  gives  timely 
and  loving  admonition  to  a  better  life.  Many  a  bright  young 
boy  in  whose  heart  evil  reigns,  feels  that  his  Christian  mother 
is  his  enemy  because  that  Christian  mother  hovers  over  his 
life  like  a  ministering  angel.     She  raises  her  gentle  voice 
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against  all  his  evil  ways.  She  waits  for  him  through  all  the 
long,  dark  hours  of  the  night,  and  cannot  sleep  because  he 
has  not  come.  She  kneels  beside  his  empty  bed  when  he  is 
reveling  with  evil  men  and  women,  and  prays  for  him  as 
Elijah  prayed  for  Ahab  and  Israel.  The  boy's  best  friend 
is  his  mother,  and  yet  it  happens  often  that  he  will  raise 
his  hand  and  rail  out  almost  in  the  very  words  of  Ahab 
against  this  queenly  ministrant  to  his  young  and  thoughtless 
life. 

There  are  those  who  hate  the  preachers.  They  curse  the 
churches,  they  are  opposed  to  Sunday-schools,  they  execrate 
the  Bible,  but  every  man  who  so  lives  and  does  is  as  rotten  at 
the  heart  as  Ahab.  One  of  the  finest  tests  of  a  man's  heart 
character  is  the  esteem  in  which  he  holds  God's  preachers, 
God's  churches,  and  all  holy  things.  A  man  is  as  much 
judged  by  the  company  he  does  not  keep  as  by  the  company 
he  keeps.  He  is  as  much  judged  by  the  things  he  hates  as 
by  the  things  he  loves.  Every  evil  man  on  earth,  who  persists 
in  evil  and  whose  heart  is  set  toward  hell,  hates  preachers, 
opposes  churches,  and  rails  out  against  all  God's  enginery  of 
good.  Had  Ahab  been  a  righteous  man,  who,  on  that  bright 
and  balmy  day,  had  sought  quiet  in  that  vineyard's  peaceful 
shades,  he  would  have  looked  up  into  the  face  of  God's 
noble  and  courageous  prophet,  while  tears  of  joy  glistened  in 
his  eyes.  He  would  have  held  out  his  hand  and  grasped  the 
hand  of  Elijah  in  loving  and  fraternal  kindness.  It  is  only 
the  evil  man  that  hides  when  God  walks  among  men.  It  is 
only  the  outbriaking  sinner  that  regards  God's  preacher  as 
his  enemy. 

The  truth  is  that  the  best  friend  a  sinner  has  next  to  his 
God  is  the  preacher.  How  often  have  I  seen  it  so  1  The 
sinner  who  has  counted  the  preacher  as  his  enemy  falls  sick. 
He  lingers  for  many  weeks  upon  a  bed  of  pain.  His  vital 
powers    fail.     His    heait,  so   long  callous  and  unthankful, 
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becomes  softened  ]ike  the  heart  of  the  prodigal  boy  in  the 
far-off  land.  He  begins  to  think  of  God.  All  of  those 
who  had  reveled  with  him,  who  had  helped  him  to  spend 
his  substance  in  riotous  living,  now  are  gone.  They  do  not 
come  near  him  while  he  is  prone  in  what  may  be  his  last 
illness.  It  is  then  that  the  man  whom  he  has  counted  his 
enemy  comes  with  loving  heart  and  gentle  voice,  and  wishes 
to  talk  with  him  of  God  and  Heaven,  and  to  lead  his  heart 
into  the  paths  of  righteousness  his  mother  trod.  If  Ahab, 
in  the  years  that  had  gone  by,  had  fallen  in  with  God's  over- 
tures of  mercy,  and  had  heeded  the  warning  of  God's  brave 
and  royal  prophet,  Ahab  had  never  murdered  Naboth,  and 
Ahab  had  never  had  cause  to  regard  the  prophet  as  an 
enemy. 

I  once  knew  an  infidel  who  never  lost  a  chance  to  curse 
churches  and  preachers.  I  had  often  talked  to  him  of  God 
and  holy  things.  He  met  my  admonitions  with  ridicule,  and 
his  hatred  of  Christ's  churches  and  ministers  grew  with  his 
increasing  years.  I  knew  him  when  he  died.  God  in  His 
abundant  mercy  followed  this  skeptic  to  the  end.  When  he 
was  on  his  death-bed  in  a  hospital,  the  trained  nurse  who 
waited  on  him  was  a  Christian.  She  found  that  he  was  skep- 
tical, and  knew  that  his  soul  was  lost.  As  any  Christian 
should,  she  gently  told  him  of  the  Redeemer,  and  appealed  to 
him  even  on  his  death-bed  to  give  his  heart  to  Grod.  He  sent 
for  his  friend  and  asked  for  the  nurse  to  be  taken  away,  say- 
hig,  "  She  persists  in  talking  to  me  about  religion,  and  I  da 
not  want  to  hear  it."  The  infidel  died.  We  can  not  see 
into  the  grave,  but  judged  by  the  standards  of  Christian 
judgment,  the  man's  soul  was  lost.  He  counted  God  his 
enemy,  and  yet  God  was  his  patient,  loving,  long-suffering, 
oft-appealing  Friend. 

If  it  shall  be  given  to  me  to  be  conscious  when  I  die,  I 
want  God's  snints  to  gather  around  my  bed  of  death.     I  shall 


Digitized  by 


Google 


9M 


OOUBAOE  AND  COMFOBT. 


never  forget  a  song  which  my  mother  used  to  sing.     The 
first  two  lines  were  these, 

"  O  sing  to  me  of  heaven 
"When  I  am  called  to  die.'' 

A  man  whose  heart  and  life  are  right  wants  to  meet  God. 
He  loves  to  meet  God's  ministers.  He  enjoys  their  com- 
panionship, he  glories  in  their  friendship,  he  is  happy  when 
listening  to  their  words.  May  God  save  all  of  us  from  the 
career  and  character  of  Ahab.  When  God's  prophet  speaks 
to  us  may  we  not  count  him  as  an  enemy,  but  may  we  recog- 
nize in  him  a  friend  who,  in  Christ's  stead,  begs  us  to  be 
reconciled  to  God. 

One  of  our  preachers  recently  told  me  a  pathetic  story. 
As  well  as  I  can  remember  these  are  his  words : — 

"[Not  long  ago,  tired  and  worn  with  the  arduous 
labors  incident  to  my  mission  of  traveling  among  the 
churches,  I  was  invited  by  a  deacon  to  be  his  guest  for 
the  night.  The  invitation  was  gladly  accepted  —  all  the 
more  so  because  the  brother  was  one  of  the  prominent  lay- 
men in  that  part  of  the  State.  I  was  shown  to  my  room, 
which  I  afterwards  learned  adjoined  the  room  of  the  deacon 
and  his  wife.  Soon  his  wife  came  in,  and  in  evident  agita- 
tion, took  her  husband  to  task  for  having  invited  me  to  her 
house.  I  could  not  help  hearing  her  words,  and  really  think 
she  meant  that  I  should.  They  were  as  follows :  ^  Husband, 
what  on  earth  did  you  bring  that  preacher  home  with  you 
for?  Do  you  think  we  are  running  a  free  hotel  for  these 
traveling  evangelists?  They  are  nearly  all  dead-beats,  and 
just  put  up  here  to  save  hotel  bills.  I'm  tired  of  it.  I  don't 
want  to  be  bothered  with  'em.  How  long  is  this  one  going 
to  stay  here? ' 

"I  could  scarcely  hear  the  deacon's  reply,  as  he  spoke  in  a 
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lower  tone.  Very  soon  the  supper  bell  rang.  You  may 
know  that  I  had  but  little  appetite,  but  I  concealed  my  mor- 
tification as  best  I  could,  and  after  supper,  though  I  sadly 
needed  rest,  I  took  a  night  train  for  my  next  appointment- 
I  do  not  think  I  could  have  slept  a  wink  under  such  an 
inhospitable  roof.'* 

This,  and  much  more,  this  brother  said  to  me,  and  it  made 
a  deep  impression  on  my  heart.  The  memory  of  our  country 
home  and  the  welcome  all  preachers  had  at  our  humble  board 
when  I  was  a  little  boy,  came  back  to  me,  and  I  remembered 
as  if  it  had  been  but  yesterday  the  happy  hours  that  passed  too 
quickly  by  when  the  servants  of  God  of  that  early  time  found 
shelter  there.  "When  the  time  for  the  monthly  meeting  was 
drawing  nigh,  my  sainted  mother  began  to  "  cook  up,"  so 
that  the  preacher  would  have  the  best  of  everything  we  had. 
It  was  a  time  of  glad  expectancy.  The  preacher  in  those 
good  days  was  never  thought  of  as  a  "  dead-beat,"  but  he 
was  reverenced  as  a  messenger  of  Q-od,  and  his  fervid  talk:^, 
pathetic  prayers,  and  soulful  exhortations  made  an  impress  on 
that  unpretentious  home  that  has  worked  lasting  good  in  the 
lives  of  the  little  ones  that  grew  up  in  that  Christly  atmos- 
phere. 

You  need  not  tell  me  that  there  are  some  preachers  who 
really  are  on  the  beat.  I  know  it  all  too  well.  And  some  of 
them  travel  around.  It  is  a  shame  on  our  churches  that 
such  men  continue  in  the  ministry.  They  should  be  promptly 
silenced.  There  are  not  many  of  this  sort,  and  should  be 
none.  The  brother  of  whom  I  write  is  not  a  dead-beat.  He 
is  a  Christian  gentleman,  and  his  presence  in  a  home  is  a 
blessing  and  a  benediction  there.  As  I  heard  his  words,  and 
as  he  recounted  the  cruel  blows  the  wife  of  this  deacon  struck 
him  —  for  hard  words  are  stunning  blows  —  I  looked  out  into 
the  future.  I  saw  a  time  when  that  enemy  of  preachers 
would  have  crape  hanging  on  her  door.     I  saw  the  hearse 
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drive  up  to  the  gate  and  turn  round  in  front  of  her  spacious 
grounds.  I  saw  her  pale  and  anxious  face,  not  hard  now, 
but  softened  with  the  dew  of  tears ;  I  saw  her  bend  above  a 
marble  form,  wrapped  in  the  cold,  unfeeling  drapery  of 
death.  I  heard  her  stifled  sobs  as  she  gazed  upon  that  pallid 
face  and  kissed  those  unresponding  lips  for  the  last  time. 
And  then,  as  I  stood  with  uncovered  head  in  that  richly  fur- 
nished parlor,  I  heard  the  preacher  —  to  her  a  dead-beat  once, 
but  now  a  messenger  of  peace  —  read  the  blessed  words :  "  I 
am  the  resurrection  and  the  life.'' 

My   mind  went   yet   farther   still.     Beyond  this  scene  of 

death  I  saw  yet  other  scenes  that  linger  with  me  as  I  write. 

I  saw  a  weak  old  woman,  bent  with   the  weight  of   years, 

and  lonely  in  a  bleak  old  age.     Her  husband,  the  good  old 

deacon,  had  for  years  been  sleeping  with  the    dead.      Her 

children  trained  by  her  in  selfishness  when  they  were  young, 

cared  little  for  the  mother  that  had  borne  them,  and  looked 

forward  to  the  time  when  she  would  pass  out  and  leave  all 

her  property  to  them.     The  robust  frame  that  pulsed  with 

life    and   health    on    that  night  when  her  cruel  words  sent 

God's  tired  minister  away,  was  fragile  now,  and  her  palsied 

feet  were  tottering  on  the  border-land  of  death.     Who  is  it 

I  see  coming  up  the    granite    steps?     Look  closely.     It  is 

the  preacher  I     Not,  indeed,  the  one  of  whom  I  write,  but 

another,  who  has  come  to  spend  an  hour  with  a  childish  and 

toothless  old  woman,   and  talk  gently  to  her  of  the  better 

land.     I  see  him  as  he  takes  her  wrinkled  hand.     There  is 

a  note  of  eternal  peace  and  calm  in  his  consoling  words.    I 

hear  him  quote  to  the  aged  listener  the  immortal  words  of 

George  Keith :  — 

"E'en  down  to  old  age  all  my  people  shall  prove. 
My  sovereign,  eternal,  unchangeable  love; 
And  when  hoary  hairs  shall  their  temples  adorn. 
Like  lambs,  they  shall  still  in  my  bosom  be  borne." 
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And  then  they  kneel — the  old  woman  and  the  "dead- 
beat" —  and  he  commends  her  in  pathetic  prayer  to  that 
God  who  can  even  forgive  a  slight  to  one  of  his  toiling  min- 
isters. 

Elijah  was  a  preacher  —  a  traveling  evangelist  —  and  one 
day  he  asked  for  lodging  in  a  poor  woman's  home.  She  was 
not  like  this  deacon's  wife,  who  was  blest  with  a  spacious 
home,  but  she  was  poor  and  lone,  and  had  but  one  scant  meal 
on  earth.  But  God's  prophet  was  no  "dead-beat"  to  her. 
He  found  a  welcome  in  her  humble  home  as  royal  as  she 
would  have  given  to  a  king.  God,  who  identifies  Himself 
with  His  ministers  and  prophets,  saw  her  generous  deed,  and 
with  His'  hand  He  touched  the  barrel  of  meal,  so  that  it  never 
failed  again,  and  opened  an  unfailing  supply  of  oil  from  the 
almost  empty  cruse. 

Our  Savior  was  a  preacher.  He  had  not  where  to  lay  His 
head.  As  foot-sore  and  weary.  He  walked  about  Galilee 
and  journeyed  on  in  His  mission  of  healing  and  salvation, 
He  rested  in  many  an  humble  home.  You  would  be  glad 
to-night  if  the  dear  Redeemer  came  to  your  gate  and  asked  a 
night's  lodging  at  your  hands.  There  would  be  nothing  too 
good  for  Jesus.  You  would  want  to  talk  to  Him  all  night  if 
Jesus  came.  Hear  me,  dear  brother,  dear  sister,  when  I  say 
that  you  welcome  Jesus  when  you  welcome  the  messenger  He 
sends.  When  you  call  His  ministers  ^*  dead-beats  "  you  call 
Jesus  a  "  dead-beat."  When  you  shut  your  door  in  the  face 
of  the  servants  of  God,  whom  you  sneeringly  call  "  traveling 
evangelists,"  you  close  your  home  against  our  Lord.  Jesus 
left  His  preachers  here  to  represent  Him  till  He  comes. 
They  are  poor,  but  they  bear  the  tidings  of  eternal  wealth. 
They  are  earthen  vessels,  but  they  carry  God's  message  to 
the  lost.  And  many  a  home  has  been  blessed  for  time  and 
for  eternity  by  the  presence  in  that  home  of  consecrated  min- 
isters of  God.     I  feel  the  touch  of  the  hands  of  the  preach- 
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erB  my  mother  loved  on  my  head  to-day,  and  the  good 
wrought  in  my  life  by  their  presence  in  our  childhood  home 
will  outlive  the  stars. 

Once  upon  a  time,  in  Western  Texas,  a  mob  made  up  to 
kill  a  man.  He  was  really  a  good  man,  but  the  tongue  of 
slander  had  slimed  him,  and  he  was  marked  for  death.  The 
night  for  his  execution  came.  The  mob  gathered.  They 
bore  down  on  the  house.  As  they  neared  that  frontier  home 
they  heard  a  voice.  Not  understanding  what  it  meant,  a 
posse  was  sent  to  reconnoitre.  They  approached  and  peeped 
through  an  opening  between  the  logs.  There,  kneeling 
around  the  only  table  in  the  room,  were  the  inmates  of  the 
home,  engaged  in  prayer.  The  prayer  was  led  by  the  frontier 
missionary,  who  had  found  a  Christian  welcome  in  that  cabin 
home.  The  posse  retired  and  reported,  and  the  mob  dis- 
persed. They  rightly  judged  that  their  neighbor  who  wel- 
comed preachers  and  had  prayer  in  his  home,  should  be 
allowed  to  live.  And,  so  the  preacher  guest  saved  the  good 
man's  life,  and  his  brethren  in  other  homes  have  saved  ten 
thousand  lives,  not  alone  for  time,  but  for  eternity.  And  are 
our  dear  traveling  brethren  "dead-beats?"  Nay,  verily. 
God's  blessed  Spirit  says :  "  Be  not  forgetful  to  entertain 
strangers,  for  thereby  some  have  enteitained  angels  un- 
awares." 
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had  looked  forward  with  a  happy  heart  to  the 
Christmas  time;  but  on  the  night  the  Christ- 
mas entertainment  came  she  lay  on  her  little  bed, 
in  her  last  repose.  She  was  seven  years  old,  and 
her  little  heart  had  oft  responded  to  the  songs  and 
teachings  of  the  Sunday  school,  where  on  the  night 
that  she  lay  dead,  other  little  children,  instinct  with  life  and 
joy,  made  merry  as  their  little  hands  were  richly  filled 
with  generous  gifts.  She  had  talked  much  about  the  coming 
of  the  Christmastime,  and  even  in  her  illness  she  had  talked 
of  the  happy  hour  when  she  would  see  with  her  own  bright 
eyes  all  the  lovely  gifts  that  the  hands  of  officers  and  teach- 
ers had  made  ready  against  that  happy  night.  But  when 
the  hour  came,  she  had  been  laid  out,  and  her  arms  were 
folded  across  her  little  breast,  as  she  lay  still  and  silent.  I 
suppose  that  many  who  gathered  when  the  festive  evening 
came  gave  no  thought  to  the  absent  child;  but  my  heart 
was  with  the  hearts  of  those  who  wept  around  her  bed. 

There  are  many  into  whose  lives  has  never  come  the  sorrow 
and  bereavement  that  floods  the  heart  when  God  takes  to  Him- 
self a  loved  and  loving  little  child.  In  the  home  where  this 
sweet  baby  had  lived  and  grown,  she  was  the  oldest  girl. 
Seven  years  is  not  a  long  time  at  its  worst  or  best,  but  the 
seven  years  that  will  follow  the  death  of  this  sweet  child  will 
seem  like  a  century  of  time  to  the  hearts  of  her  loving  par- 
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ents  who  mourn  for  her  as  their  first  child  that  haa  gone  on 
to  God.  The  seven  years  that  made  up  her  little  life  were  to 
these  paternal  hearts  a  full  seven  years  of  plenty,  but  the 
next  seven  years  that  come  will  be  seven  years  of  hard  and 
harsh  and  empty  famine.  On  many  a  night,  when  darkness, 
with  its  sable  curtains  shuts  out  the  light  of  stars  and  moon, 
and  when  the  cold  and  cheerless  winter  winds  sing  their  death- 
dirges  in  the  trees,  the  hearts  of  this  father  and  mother  will 
go  out  to  the  graveyard  where  the  little  child  is  buried,  and 
hover  there  through  all  the  cold  and  chilly  silence  of  the 
winter  night ;  and  through  all  the  coming  years,  every  time 
they  see  a  little  girl  with  happy  face  and  radiant  eyes,  they 
will  think  of  their  own  sweet  child  who,  on  angel  pinions, 
was  carried  to  the  home  of  God  on  that  winter  night  of  long 
ago.  Many  times  they  will  wish  to  have  her  back  again,  and 
tl^re  will  be  memories  of  her  presence  in  the  home,  making 
merry  with  the  other  children,  as  she  did  before  the  fatal 
sickness  came ;  and  often  at  other  times,  when  all  the  sounds 
of  earth  are  still,  and  when  the  town-clock  strikes  the  mid- 
night hour,  they  will  wake  from  hallowed  dreams  which  were 
filled  with  visions  of  a  sweet  and  loving  face  —  the  face  of 
their  little  darling  that  has  gone  out  of  their  earthly  life  to 
come  back  nevermore.  But  as  the  days  pass  by,  and  as  the 
elasticity  and  buoyancy  of  youth  fade  slowly  before  the  on- 
coming of  maturer  years,  they  will  become  resigned  to  the 
absence  from  their  home  of  this  bright  jewel,  whose  light  was 
enshrouded  and  entombed  in  the  years  long  gone.  There 
will  come  a  time  when  they  will  see  the  marred  and  bloated 
faces  of  ruined  girls,  sunk  deep  in  the  slime  and  degradation 
of  their  shame,  and  they  will  then  in  the  depths  of  their  loving 
hearts  thank  God  that  their  sweet  little  girl  is  safe  and  has 
been  safe  these  many  years  from  every  snare.  They  will  be 
glad  that  God  took  her  unto  Himself  while  yet  the  touch  of 
childish  joy  and  innocence  was  on  her  face,  and  they  will 


Digitized  by 


Google 


252  CK)URAGB  AND  COMFORT. 

rejoice  when  they  remember  that  no  tempter,  with  beguiling 
words,  can  lure  her  from  the  lofty  pedestal  of  purity  and  love 
on  which  she  is  enshrined. 

The  journey  will  be  long  without  her,  and  there  will  come 
trooping  in  upon  their  minds  ten  thousand  times  sad  mem- 
ories of  her  sweet,  childish  words  that  made  bright  their  lives 
when  they  were  young.  Sometimes,  as  the  years  go  by,  they 
will  together  look  again  at  the  childish  treasures  that  she 
loved.  They  will  anon  take  out  her  little  dolls  and  play- 
things, and  they  will  take  into  their  hands  once  more  the 
little  shoes  she  wore,  and,  with  tears  raining  from  their 
faces  they  will  mourn  for  blessings  that  have  left  their 
earthly  lives.  But  it  will  not  be  a  hopeless  grief.  They 
will  fold  their  hands  in  silence  as  they  recall  the  bright  and 
happy  days  that  came  to  them  before  the  blighting  fever 
took  her  angel  form  forever  from  their  happy  home.  In  tfce 
times  of  temptation  and  of  trial  that  shall  come  to  them,  they 
will  many  a  time  find  refuge  and  repose  as  before  their  eyes, 
this  childish  form  will  come,  clothed  with  all  its  bright  array 
of  childish  innocence  and  joy,  just  as  it  was  when  she  was  in 
all  the  radiant  buoyancy  of  perfect  health. 

I  believe  with  all  my  heart  that  many  parents  come  to  thank 
God  that  He  was  good  enough,  when  their  little  ones  were 
young,  to  take  them  home  to  heaven.  I  believe  this  all  the 
more  since  I  have  lived  to  know  parents  who  had  two  sor- 
rows, one  a  dead  sorrow  —  the  grave  of  a  little  child;  and  the 
other,  a  living  sorrow  —  a  reckless,  thoughtless,  ungrateful 
and  disobedient  son.  I  do  not  know  your  names,  but  in  my 
heart  as  these  words  are  penned,  I  think  of  many  fathers 
who,  in  the  depth  of  their  voiceless  agony,  whisper  this 
question  to  their  God :  "Oh,  Lord,  when  thou  didst  take 
the  infant  boy,  who  these  years  has  slept  so  sweetly  in  his 
little  grave,  why  didst  Thou  not  take  his  brother  who  has 
lived  to  bring  gloom  and  sorrow  to  my  declining  years?  " 
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There  are  fathers,  who,  when  the  little  child  lay  dead, 
would  have  praised  God  with  grateful  hearts  if  they  could 
have  known  where  their  wandering  boy  was  sleeping  on 
that  cold  winter  night.  The  disobedient  son  has  passed  out 
from  the  father's  care  and  out  of  the  horizon  of  the 
father's  life.  He  is  wandering.  He  came  upon  a  time 
when  he  no  longer  felt  that  his  father  was  a  wiser  or  a 
better  man  than  he.  In  the  wild  intoxication  of  youthful 
vice  and  folly,  he  disobeyed  his  father  for  the  first  time,  and 
went  contrary  to  his  father's  counsel  and  advice.  That  was 
long  ago.  Since  that  night  on  which  he  planned  this  dis- 
obedience and  mayhap  was  troubled  in  his  dreams,  he  has 
touched  every  note  in  the  scarlet  scale  of  sin,  and  on  these 
winter  nights  when  others  can  gather  about  the  old  hearth- 
stone, there  is  a  vacant  chair  —  his  vacant  chair.  It  is  not 
the  vacant  chair  of  one  who  is  dead,  but  the  vacant  chair  of 
a  prodigal,  who  has  left  behind  him  all  the  wealth  of  a 
mother's  love  and  a  father's  faithful  care.  He  has  drained 
to  their  dregs  every  cup  of  bitterness  and  sin,  and  while  not 
yet  dead,  he  is  a  living  corpse,  moving  about  among  his  sin- 
scarred  fellows,  while  his  soul  long  since  has  been  mortgaged 
to  the  evil  one. 

Yes,  his  father  mourns  more  for  the  living  than  for  the 
dead.  When  he  thinks  upon  the  little  one  that  was  kissed  by 
the  Redeemer  into  the  sweet  dnd  peaceful  sleep  of  death,  his 
heart  is  glad  because  he  knows  that  before  many  moons  shall 
wax  and  wane,  he  shall  meet  this  little  one  in  the  better  land. 
He  is  growing  older  day  by  day,  and  soon,  leaning  on  his 
staff  in  the  tottering  palsy  of  old  age,  there  will  come  a  day 
of  weariness  and  pain,  and  he  will  lay  him  down  to  die.  The 
last  thought  that  shall  pain  his  heart  as  he  closes  his  eyes  in 
de:ith  will  not  be  a  thought  of  the  little  child  that  God  took  to 
Himself  in  the  long  ago,  but  it  will  be  a  thought  of  the  way- 
wai-d  boy  who  lived  to  bruise  and  scar  his  father's  heart. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


CHRISTMAS  AND  A  GRAVE.  255 

Yes,  the  graveyards  grow,  but  they  are  God's.  Let  the 
little  ones  go  on,  as  our  Father  wills  it,  to  the  better  land. 
They  are  safe.  And  when  He  comes  to  take  them  home,  and 
our  hearts  are  bowed  in  sorrow,  we  shall  not  weep  as  those 
who  have  no  hope.  In  our  weeping  we  may  see  through  our 
tears  the  rainbows  of  promise  that  are  foregleams  of  the  land 
beyond.  God  help  us  to  be  resigned  to  His  loving  will,  and 
let  us  all  with  one  accord  pray  to-day  that  His  Spirit  may 
reach  out  after  the  hearts  of  the  wandering  ones,  who,  by 
their  sinful  folly,  have  broken  many  loving  hearts,  and  are 
bringing  the  gray  hairs  of  careworn  parents  to  the  grave. 
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lAUL  wrote  the  letter  to  the  Romans  from  Corinth, 
reputed  the  most  wicked  city  of  ancient  times. 
It  is  a  question,  however,  as  to  whether  Corinth 
or  Rome  excelled  in  wickedness.  Never  on  earth 
had  there  been  or  has  there  been  a  more  remorseless 
murderer  and  tyrant  than  Nero,  the  Caesar  of  the 
period  in  which  the  great  apostle  wrote.  It  is  not  strange 
that,  writing  from  such  a  city  as  Corinth  to  his  people  in 
Rome,  Paul  should  inveigh  against  that  sensual  idolatry 
which  had  confronted  him  in  every  heathen  city  of  his  time. 
In  the  first  chapter  of  the  book  of  Romans,  after  detailing 
with  unerring  pen  the  grossness  of  heathen  forgetf ulness  of 
God,  he  adds,  "  God  gave  them  up."  He  could  as  truly 
have  used  these  words  concerning  the  ante*diluvian  world, 
who,  when  their  cup  of  wickedness  was  full,  were  swept  from 
off  the  earth.  In  the  height  of  their  abandonment  and  sin, 
God  sent  to  them  Noah,  a  preacher  of  righteousness.  For 
a  hundred  and  twenty  years  this  faithful  herald  of  the  truth 
of  God  warned  his  wicked  race.  But  they  did  not  hear  nor 
heed  his  warning  voice.  At  last  God  gave  them  up,  and  in 
one  great  holocaust  of  death  they  were  swept  forever  from 
the  world. 

At  a  later  day  there  were  five  comely  cities  of  the  plain. 
They  were  like  cities  are  to-day.  Men  were  born  and  grew 
up,  and  loved  and  hated  and  died  as  they  do  in  cities  that  we 
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know.  They  prospered  well  in  all  material  things,  their 
marts  were  thronged  with  busy  tradesmen,  and  ease  and 
wealth  abounded  everwhere.  But  they  forgot  God  —  the 
God  who  had  breathed  into  their  nostrils  the  breath  of  life  — 
and  forgetting  God,  they  plunged  headlong  into  excesses 
and  indulgences  too  deep  and  dark  to  write  down  here. 
But  God  sent  them  a  preacher.  He  told  them  of  their  sins. 
Angels  came  and  went,  and  camped  amid  those  scenes  of 
death  and  ruin.  It  was  all  in  vain.  They  believed  not,  and 
scorned  the  evangels  of  salvation,  who  proclaimed  the  truth 
of  God  right  at  their  doors.  At  last  —  sad  day  it  was  for  all 
the  cities  of  the  plain  —  God  gave  them  up,  and  there  was 
left  to  mark  the  place  where  they  went  down  a  sea  of  desola- 
tion, which  through  all  these  centuries  has  known  no  song  of 
bird  nor  felt  the  impulse  of  that  life  that  throughout  the  world 
abounds  beneath  the  ocean's  crest. 

But  these  examples  are  of  a  world  which  God  gave  up  and 
of  great  cities  swept  away  by  heaven's  devouring  flames. 
The  skeptic  may  listen  to  a  recital  of  such  dire  calamities  as 
these,  and  say  that  in  no  such  wicked  world  or  city  will  he 
live.  So  be  it.  But  Paul,  the  great  apostle,  spoke  not  of 
floods  and  flames  that  were  held  in  waiting  until  the  earth 
should  be  submerged,  or  of  sinful  cities  swept  from  off  its 
face.  He  speaks  of  individuals  —  men  who  had  known  a 
better  way,  and  yet,  who  chose  to  plunge  headlong  into 
careers  of  sin  and  crime.  Such  a  man  was  Pharaoh.  You 
or  I  would  count  it  a  privilege  unspeakable  if  we  could  listen 
to  the  words  of  such  a  man  as  Moses  was.  We  would  span 
a  continent  to  hear  his  voice,  to  hang  on  his  matchless  tributes 
to  our  God.  But  Pharaoh  counted  him  as  nothing,  and, 
counting  him  as  nothing,  heaped  shame  and  contumely  on  his 
God.  Moses  went  to  him  again  and  oft.  The  cattle  died 
with  murrain,  and  the  Nile  was  turned  to  blood.  The  locusts 
came  by  millions  and  left  behind  no  living  twig  or  flower- 
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Through  it  all  Moses  asked  the  heathen  kiug  to  let  God's 
people  go.  He  promised,  as  many  a  sinner  has  promised 
since  his  day,  only  to  go  back  into  his  evil  ways  and  sink 
deeper  into  the  quicksands  of  his  sins.  At  last  God  gave 
him  up.  The  statement  is  made  over  and  oft  that  "  Pharoah 
hardened  his  heart,"  and  at  last  that  "  God  hardened  Pha- 
raoh's heart.''  On  a  fateful  day  for  this  vacillating  king  he 
led  his  cohorts  on  to  the  sea.  In  front,  between  that  con- 
quering army  and  the  waves,  were  Moses  and  his  band  of 
God's  chosen  people.  All  hope  of  succor  seemed  cut  off, 
but  God  reached  down  and  cleaved  in  twain  the  waters  of  the 
sea.  Moses  and  his  God-loved  band  went  safely  to  the  other 
shore,  but  when  Pharaoh's  army  essayed  to  follow  on,  God 
took  His  hand  away,  and  all  that  was  left  of  that  bannered 
host  was  a  memory  and  a  grave. 

It  has  been  so  all  through  the  ages.  It  is  so  to-day.  First 
a  man  gives  up  God  and  last  God  gives  up  the  man.  There 
are  in  the  homes  where  these  pages  go  each  week  men  who 
have  heard  God's  word  all  through  their  lives.  In  child- 
hood's years  they  were  taught  the  way  of  life  while  leaning 
on  their  mother's  knee.  The  songs  of  Zion  were  the  lulla- 
bies that  hushed  their  childish  hearts  to  sleep  and  the  echo  of 
the  faithful  preacher's  voice  has  met  them  at  every  turn  of 
the  pilgrimage  of  life.  One  by  one  they  have  put  God's  invi- 
tations off.  As  boys  they  purposed  to  seek  Christ  as  soon  as 
they  had  spent  in  revelry  their  days  of  youth.  As  mature 
men  they  promised  to  be  Christians  as  soon  as  they  were  get- 
ting on  in  the  material  things  of  life ;  and  now,  as  they  reach 
life's  meridian  tide  they  promise  well  that  in  old  age  they  will 
serve  the  Lord.  I  do  not  know,  but  it  may  be  that  of  some  of 
them  it  may  be  truly  said  already,  "  God  gave  them  up." 
As  they  have  journeyed  on,  ten  thousand  men  who  planned 
as  well  as  they,  have  sunk  out  of  sight,  and  raise  their  fruit- 
less cries  to-day  in  hell.     As  the  young  men  in  our  Christian 
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homes  are  resolving  to  seek  Christ  in  some  future  year,  the 
life  of  some  other  young  man  in  some  other  Christian  home 
is  drawing  to  its  close.  Oh,  would  that  God  would  give  me 
power  in  these  poor  words  to  wake  our  thoughtless  people  up  I 
Would  that  He  would  set  these  words  on  fire  and  burn  them 
into  the  hearts  of  those  in  Christian  homes  who  are  wasting 
the  golden  moments  of  which  their  lives  are  made,  and  who 
day  by  day  give  God  up  and  slight  the  overtures  of  mercy 
that  He  sends. 

I  knew  of  a  drunkard  once.  He  was  only  a  moderate 
drinker  when  he  took  his  child-wife  to  his  heart  and  home, 
and  became  the  owner  of  her  fortune.  For  a  time  all  went 
well,  but  he  had  entered  on  a  career  of  drink,  and  he  who 
enters  here  leaves  hope  behind.  Day  by  day  he  went  deeper 
and  deeper  into  that  abyss  that  lingers  near  the  feet  of  every 
man  who  drinks.  Little  by  little  the  fortune  that  he  won 
when  he  won  his  bride  passed  over  the  saloon  counter  and 
dropped  into  the  liquor-seller's  till.  Hour  by  hour  he  became 
more  degraded  and  had  less  love  and  care  for  the  wife  that 
he  had  sworn  to  cherish  and  protect.  Inch  by  inch  he  went 
down  into  the  rags  and  wreck  of  a  drunkard's  life,  and  there 
came  a  day  when  he  gave  his  wife  up.  I  believe  the  love  of 
woman  is  next  of  kin  to  the  love  of  God.  She  followed  him 
as  he  went  down,  and  clung  to  him  until  her  fortune  all  was 
gone,  her  children  were  in  rags  and  her  home  a  hell.  At  last 
she  gave  him  up.  It  was  not  until  he  had  murdered  every 
joy  of  her  life  and  had  tried  to  sell  her  virtue  for  more  rum. 
It  was  sad,  even  then,  to  see  the  cringing  wretch  left  to  go 
on  alone,  but  we  might  multiply  that  sadness  ten  thousand 
fold  and  it  would  not  compare  to  the  desolation  that  these 
words  bring,  "  God  gave  him  up.''  When  a  man  forsakes 
God  he  forsakes  everything,  and  when  God  abandons  him  all 
is  forever  lost. 

I  make  a  plea  to-day  as  strong  as  is  my  love  for  God  and 
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men.  It  is  a  plea  on  whose  acceptance  or  rejection  hangs 
destiny  eternal.  It  is  that  every  sinner  who  shall  read  or 
hear  these  words  will  turn  to  God  while  there  is  light  and 
life  and  hope.  God  has  not  yet  given  you  up,  dear  brother, 
but  that  gate  will  not  forever  stand  ajar.  Some  day  —  oh, 
some  day  —  when  you  have  slighted  God  till  even  God's 
patience  has  worn  out,  it  will  be  said  of  you,  "  God  gave  him 
up,*'  "God  gave  her  up."  May  you  seek  His  face  before 
the  door  is  shut. 
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host  Opporl-unities. 

^KAVEYAKD  is  a  sad  place.  There  is  a  lonely 
air  and  a  dead  silence  and  a  sense  of  eternal 
gloom  about  it  not  felt  elsewhere.  But  not  so 
sad  as  the  graves  of  lost  opportunities.  How  many 
times  can  we  recall  when  we  withheld  the  genial 
smile  and  warm  hand-grasp,  when  these  would  have 
set  nightingales  to  singing  in  desolate  hearts!  It  is  only 
when  the  opportunities  for  these  kindnesses  have  forever 
gone  that  our  hearts  remember  the  graveyards  in  our  own 
lives,  where  so  many  opportunities  for  good  lie  buried. 

There  are  little  children  growing  up  around  our  knees. 
They  will  be  little  children  but  one  time,  and  how  many  there 
are  of  us,  who  feel  that  they  will  be  leaning  upon  us  always 
and  forget  to  bestow  upon  them  the  love  and  affection  that 
find  lodgment  in  our  hearts.  To  stroke  the  hair  of  a  little 
child,  to  place  his  arm  around  your  neck,  to  kiss  his  chubby 
face  —  this  is  not  much,  and  yet  children  raised  in  such  an 
atmosphere  as  this  rarely  wend  their  ways  in  life's  dark  and 
forbidden  paths.  Let  us  knit  the  hearts  of  the  children  with 
our  own  hearts  as  they  grow  up,  and  stronger  than  cords  of 
steel  will  this  love  bind  th^  child  to  you  when  maturer  years 
have  come,  and  when  ofttimes  all  the  love  he  has  for  you  will 
be  taxed  to  its  utmost  to  keep  him  in  righteous  paths. 

And  then,  as  children,  how  often  do  we  forget  to  be  kind 
and  affectionate  to  father  arid  mother  and  only  remember  our 
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neglect  when  we  look  upon  their  marble  features  cold  in 
death.  The  serious  things  they  said  to  us,  we  took  lightly. 
When  they  would  be  loving,  we  discouraged  their  affection. 
When  their  own  hearts  bled  for  our  heart's  best  sympathy 
and  love,  we  were  neglectful.  And  none  of  us  who  have  not 
grown  old  as  yet  can  tell  how  lonely  and  sad  and  neglected  is 
the  heart  of  an  old  person,  who  feels  that  the  world,  including 
his  own  children,  has  forsaken  him. 

And  then,  there  were  many  opportunities  we  have  lost  in 
our  work  for  Jesus.  We  recall  as  we  write  these  lines  the 
happy  face  of  a  bright  young  man  we  loved  and  with  whom  we 
were  frequently  thrown,  and  yet  while  he  was  instinct  with 
life  and  radiant  with  hope,  we  neglected  to  talk  to  him  of 
his  Savior,  yet  we  purposed  to  do  it  full  many  a  time.  It 
was  only  when  the  sad  news  of  his  death  came  that  the 
terrible  realization  bounded  to  our  own  heart  that  he  had 
gone  into  the  presence  of  his  God,  and  we  had  never  talked 
to  him  about  his  soul.  And  there  are  opportunities  like  these 
that  cluster  about  us  day  by  day  and  yet  our  hands  hang 
nerveless  at  our  sides,  and  we  grasp  none  of  them. 

And  then  take  the  sinner  himself,  who  has  opportunity  in 
every  day  of  his  life  to  turn  to  God,  and  yet  through  all  the 
passing  years,  he  thinks  lightly  of  his  soul  and  of  the  tran- 
scendent issues  of  eternity.  He  does  not  remember  God  nor 
his  benefits,  but  engrossed  with  the  things  of  life  and  the 
corroding  cares  of  the  world,  he  marches  on  like  Dives  into 
death  and  hell. 

Ah  1  if  we  could  all  remember  that  while  there  will  be  a 
resurrection  of  our  dead  bodies,  there  is  no  resurrection  for 
lost  opportunities.  Over  the  graves  of  these,  our  lost  chances 
for  good,  might  well  be  inscribed,'"  no  resurrection.''  It  is 
easy  for  a  man  who  is  in  the  rapids  to  hasten  to  Ifiagara's 
brow  and  be  plunged  into  the  seething  depths  below,  but  no 
man  ever  scaled  Niagara's    heights  to  retrace    his  heedless 
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footsteps.  No  wonder,  in  the  account  of  the  foolish  virgins, 
the  statement  is  made,  when  they  knocked  for  admittance 
after  the  oil  of  opportunity  was  gone,  that  "  the  door  was 
shut/'  There  are  many  open  doors  to  you  to-day,  dear 
reader,  that  will  never  open  to  you  again  as  long  as  life  shall 
last,  and  if  you  do  not  take  these  opportunities  at  their  flood- 
tide,  you  will  see  written  in  funereal  letters  all  over  the  buried 
past,  "  and  the  door  was  shut;"  "no  resurrection  of  lost 
opportunities.'' 

The  other  day  I  asked  a  brother  concerning  the  qualifica- 
tions of  another  who  is  charged  with  grave  denominational 
responsibilities.     He  answered  thus: — 

"  Bro. is  a  good  man  and  one  w^hom  I  dearly  love, 

but  he  is  always  a  little  late.  He  goes  to  his  work  late;  he 
is  late  in  meeting  his  appointments ;  he  is  late  in  fulfilling  the 
promises  he  makes  to  the  brethren,  and  is  behind  time  in 
everything." 

This  description  set  me  to  thinking.  The  world  is  full  of 
the  behind-time  brigade.  There  is  scarcely  a  Sunday  school 
among  us  that  opens  on  time.  If  the  superintendent  is 
prompt  he  is  on  hand  so  far  ahead  of  the  majority  of  the 
members  of  the  school  that  he  delays  the  opening  of  the 
school  till  the  scholars  and  teachers  have  arrived.  That 
throws  everything  behind  hand  and  makes  the  teacher  who 
has  really  prepared  to  do  conscientious  teaching  nervous  for 
fear  there  will  not  be  time  enough  to  properly  impress  the 
truths  of  the  lesson. 

Thon  there  are  so  many  churches  that  do  not  begin  their 
services  on  time.  The  quiet  of  the  Sabbath  morning  is  made 
hideous  by  the  unseemly  jangling  of  church  bells,  and  a  great 
ado  is  made  to  get  the  people  to  church,  when  they  know 
already  that  if  they  arrive  a  half  hour  late  they  will  be  in 
ample  time  for  all  the  services.  Thus  our  people,  young  and 
old,  are  educated  to  be  late  and  to  form  habits  of  sloth  and 
idleness. 
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There  is  a  remedy  for  this  species  of  dilatoriness  and  one 
that  is  easy  of  application.  It  is  in  the  hands  of  our  Sunday 
school  superintendents  and  pastors  and  they  ought  vigorously 
to  apply  it.  If  they  themselves  will  see  that  the  services 
begin  at  the  appointed  hour,  whether  there  be  few  or  many 
present,  it  will  not  be  long  till  the  people  will  learn  to  be 
on  time.  The  church-goers  and  Sunday  school  workers  are 
never  late  when  they  want  to  catch  a  train.  They  are  usually 
a  few  minutes  early.  The  same  habit  of  punctuality  may  be 
taught  them  in  other  things  if  their  leaders  rigidly  set  the 
right  example.  Anybody  can  get  to  the  house  of  God  on 
time  that  wants  to.  It  is  purely  a  matter  of  habit  and  incli- 
nation. But  the  people  depend  on  their  leaders,  and  the  old 
adage  ^Mike  priest,  like  people  "  finds  constant  emphasis  the 
world  around. 

The  habit  of  being  late  does  not  stop  here.  It  runs  through 
our  financial  system  and  retards  and  cripples  every  phase  of 
religious  work.  The  church  is  late  in  paying  the  pastor's 
salary,  in  taking  the  missionary  collection,  in  repairing  the 
house  of  worship,  and  generally  negligent  and  slothful. 
Nearly  all  our  churches  wait  until  the  convention  year  is 
nearing  to  a  close  before  taking  any  really  active  steps  in 
raising  money  for  missions.  The  result  is  that  our  boards 
are  constant  borrowers,  pay  large  interest  bills  and  are  seri- 
ously crippled  in  the  great  work  for  which  they  were  appointed. 
And  many  a  pastor  to  whom  his  church  owes  month  after 
month  of  his  much  needed  salary,  is  forced  to  hang  his  head 
in  shame  as  he  meets  the  grocer,  the  butcher,  and  the  baker 
to  whom  he  owes  honest  obligations  that  he  cannot  pay. 

It  seems  to  me  that  the  Word  of  God  places  special 
emphasis  on  prompt  action.  It  is  everywhere  "  to-day  ^' 
and  never  to-morrow.  The  Holy  Spirit  who  inspired  the 
Bible  knew  better  than  poor  frail  mortals  can  ever  learn, 
the   transcendent   value    of   time.       Delay  in  our  work  for 
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Christ  means  that  His  work  is  never  to  be  done  at  all,  just 
as  delay  on  the  part  of  the  sinner  means  eternal  death  to 
him,  "  How  shall  we  escape  if  we  neglect  so  great  salva- 
tion? ''  is  the  ever-recurring  question  of  the  centuries.  It  is 
not  that  you  do  not  mean  some  time  to  live  a  better  life.  You 
may  have  purposed  so  to  do  a  thousand  times,  but  God  never 
takes  the  will  for  the  deed.  Most  truly  does  Samuel  John- 
son say  that  "  hell  is  paved  with  good  intentions."  But  the 
intention,  the  purpose,  the  good  resolution,  if  they  never 
eventuate  in  deeds,  are  as' sounding  brass  and  tinkling  cymbal. 

There  is  many  a  father  who  purposed  to  train  his  children 
in  the  nurture  and  admonition  of  the  Lord,  but  he  began  too 
late.  Yerily,  that  parent  who  waits  until  the  child  is  five 
years  old  to  begin  its  training  has  waited  almost  too  long. 
There  were  strong  resolutions  to  talk  to  the  boy  about  Jesus, 
but  time  flew  by  on  electric  wings  and  now  the  boy  is  a  grown 
man  and  has  gone  out  into  the  temptations  of  the  great  world 
without  the  Savior.  And  we  resolved  full  many  a  time  to  say 
kind  and  cheering,  words  to  those  about  us  and  comfort  their 
hearts  with  the  story  of  our  tender  love,  but  we  waited  too 
long.  The  one  we  loved  and  cherished  and  whom  we  hoped 
to  comfort  by  the  sweetest  words  that  human  speech  could 
fashion,  sleeps  now  the  last  long  sleep.  That  eye  that  would 
have  moistened  with  grateful  tears  had  those  kind  words  been 
spoken,  is  closed  now  to  open  never  more  until  they  open 
upon  the  glories  of  the  resurrection  morning. 

Dear  brother,  dear  sister,  the  end  of  our  pilgrimage  hastens. 
The  years  are  swiftly  passing  to  return  no  more.  The  hours 
that  now  are  ours  are  each  set  with  sixty  diamond  minutes 
and  richly  laden  with  golden  opportunities  that  will  surely 
never  come  to  us  again.  Are  you  slothful?  Are  you  always 
late?  Remember  that  there  is  one  visitor  who  never  lags 
behind.     The  death  angel  is  always  on  time. 
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lB,  the  wicked  king,  asked  Elijah  a  question 
which,  in  various  forms,  has  been  asked  ten 
thousand  times  since  then.  In  view  of  the  true 
and  gracious  work  of  God's  prophet  which  eventu- 
ated in  the  repentance  of  Israel,  Ahab  asked  Elijah, 
"Art  thou  he  that  troubleth  Israel?" 
From  the  beginning,  real  prophets  and  real  preachers  have 
been  troublesome.  Not  that  they  love  trouble.  So  far  from 
loving  strife  and  trouble,  they  are  the  God-chosen  heralds  of 
peace.  It  is  only  where  sin  abounds  —  stubborn,  soul- 
destroying,  crime-breeding  sin — that  the  gospel  of  Jesus 
Christ  brings  trouble.  Evil  men  look  only  at  the  surface, 
and  when  a  righteous,  man  essays  to  denounce  sin  in  high 
places  he  is  charged  with  bringing  all  the  trouble. 

It  has  been  so  ten  thousand  times  concerning  the  liquor 
traffic.  There  are  to-day  250,000  saloons  in  this  country, 
each  one  of  them  a  crime-breeding  recruiting  station  of  the 
nether  world.  Whenever  an  effort  is  made  to  abate  or 
annihilate  the  evil,  a  great  outcry  is  raised  in  the  interest 
of  "peace."  Questions  like  these  are  asked:  "Why  don't 
these  fanatics  let  us  alone?  Our  neighborhood  was  at  peace, 
business  was  running  on  in  its  accustomed  channels,  there 
was  no  confusion  among  us,  and  now  these  disturbers  have 
projected  an  issue  which  threatens  one  of  our  great  industries, 
and  which  menaces  the  peace   and  good  fellowship   of  our 
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community.''  These  over-righteous  ones  had  not  stopped  to 
consider  that  the  trouble  came  long  before  the  fight  on  the 
liquor  traffic  on  the  part  of  the  Christian  citizenship  of  which 
they  complain,  began.  Wherever  there  is  a  drinking  saloon, 
there  is  strife,  contention,  debauchery,  licentiousness,  and 
crime.  The  evil  is  not  in  the  preaching  that  exposes  the 
wrong.     It  is  in  the  system  that  tolerates  the  wrong. 

Once  I  was  called  upon  to  assist  in  the  treatment  of  a  man 
who  had  taken  morphine  vrith' suicidal  intent.  Well  do  I  re- 
member the  scene.  When  I  reached  the  little  cottage  home, 
he  was  stretched  out  on  the  grass  in  the  yard,  while  attend- 
ants were  pouring  hot  coffee  down  his  throat  and  whipping 
him  with  switches.  I  assisted  in  applying  electricity,  and  in 
continuing  the  other  means  that  were  used  for  his  resuscita- 
tion. When  he  began  to  regain  consciousness  he  begged 
most  piteously  to  be  let  alone.  He  asked  such  questions  as 
these:  "Why  do  you  whip  me  so?  Why  make  me  walk 
when  I  want  to  sleep?  Why  give  me  this  hot  coffee  that  I 
don't  relish?  "  Those  of  us  who  had  our  sober  senses  about 
us  knew  that  the  life  of  the  man  depended  on  continuing  to 
trouble  him.  Peace  to  him  meant  death.  There  came  a 
time  when  he  really  had  peace.  The ,  poison  was  eliminated 
from  his  blood,  giving  him  sweet,  tranquil  rest.  He  is  living 
to-day,  a  good  husband  and  father,  and  owes  his  life  and  his 
eternal  destiny  to  those  of  us  who,  on  that  night  long  ago, 
would  not  cease  to  trouble  him. 

There  is  one  New  Testament  scene  that  is  familiar  to  us 
all. .  There  were  some  devils  who,  on  the  approach  of  Christ, 
almost  repeated  the  question  of  Ahab.  They  asked  our 
Savior  this  question  :  "  Hast  thou  come  to  torment  us  before 
our  time?  "  It  was  indeed  a  trouble  to  them  that  they  had 
to  be  cast  out  of  the  men  whom  they  had  so  marred  and 
humiliated.  They  were  cast  into  a  herd  of  swine  which,  in 
turn,  were  drowned.     At  every  approach  of  righteousness^ 
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evil  men  aad  institutions  ask  again  this  age-worn  question, 
when  the  light  of  gospel  truth  floods  the  soul.  Not  long  ago^ 
a  man  who  had  been  attending  on  the  ministry  of  one  of  oUr 
most  faithful  preachers,  said  to  his  wife :  "  I  must  either  quit 
going  to  hear  that  preacher  or  I  must  do  better."  The 
preacher's  voice  brought  trouble  to  his  heart. 

I  wish  I  might  impress  upon  every  reader  of  these  words 
that  it  is  the  duty  of  the.  Christian  to  bring  trouble.  Jesus 
Christ  himself  said  He  came  not  to  send  peace  on  earth  but  a 
sword.  Israel  was  at  peace  when  Jesus  came.  The  Phari- 
sees and  Sadducees  were  content  in  their  overweening  pride 
and  self-love.  They  were  marrying  and  giving  in  marriage; 
they  were  robbing  the  people  through  their  tax-gatherers; 
they  were  content  to  go  on  in  their  down-grade  recklessness 
and  sin.  It  was  not  the  mission  of  Jesus  Christ  to  bring  to 
them  peace  when  peace  meant  to  them  temporal  and  eternal 
death.  John  the  Baptist,  the  other  Elijah,  had  characterized 
them  as  a  generation  of  vipers.  He  had  enfiladed  them  with 
the  keenest  and  most  forceful  gospel  truth.  Measured  by 
that  truth,  they  were  a  lost  nation,  and  he  was  the  fore-runner 
of  Him  who  came  to  redeem  Israel. 

In  a  large  degree,  every  Christian's  usefulness  will  be 
measured  by  the  amount  of  trouble  he  causes  to  unrighteous 
institutions  and  sinful  men.  It  is  no  compliment  to  a  preacher 
to  say  that  he  has  lived  in  such  and  such  a  town  for  twenty- 
five  years,  and  has  not  made  an  enemy.  If  he  has  done  his 
duty  for  a  quarter  of  a  century,  the  habituees  of  every 
gambling  den  and  every  liquor  dive  and  of  every  house  where 
fallen  men  and  women  congregate,  will  speak  his  name  with 
awe  and  discontent.  Many  of  them  ask  Ahab's  question : 
"  Art  thou  he  that  troubleth  Israel? ''  They  squirm  like  ser- 
pents squirm  when  the  scorching  rays  of  the  summer  sun  pour 
in  upon  them.  Every  hour  of  a  good  man's  life  is  a  menace 
and  a  rebuke  to  every  evil  institution  aiid  every  evil  man.     If 
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there  does  not  come  out  of  a  man's  ministry  opposition  to  evil 
and  rebuke  to  licentiousness  and  crime,  that  minister  has 
lived  to  little  purpose.  That  is  why  evil  men  hated  Jesus. 
They  reviled  Him,  they  spat  upon  Him,  they  betrayed  Him, 
they  crucified  Him.  The  spirit  of  crucifixion  is  in  the  world 
to-day,  and  it  is  as  strong  as  it  was  when  Jezebel,  the  wife  of 
Ahab,  set  the  first  precedent  in  human  history  of  persecuting 
a  prophet  of  God  on  account  of  his  religion. 

May  it  be  given  to  all  of  our  preachers  and  to  all  of  our 
Christian  men  and  women  to  bring  trouble  to  unrighteousness 
and  to  sinful  men.  Let  it  be  our  mission  to  so  faithfully 
represent  our  Lord  in  the  midst  of  a  sinful  and  God-denying 
people,  that  the  question  may  be  asked  us  again  and  again : 
"  Art  thou  he  that  troubleth  Israel?  "  May  our  lives  be  so 
upright  and  so  pure  that  wicked  men  and  women  will  be  ill  at 
ease  when  they  take  knowledge  of  us  that  we  have  been  with 
Jesus.  May  it  be  given  to  us  to  live  so  uprightly  and  so  use- 
fully that  all  sinners  with  whom  we  come  in  contact  may  be 
led,  through  the  trouble  that  oar  righteous  lives  bring  upon 
them,  to  seek  to  be  freed  of  their  troubles  and  find  peace  in 
believing  in  our  Lord.  Many  a  wild  and  reckless  boy  has 
been  so  troubled  by  a  queenly  Christian  mother's  life  that, 
long  after  she  has  been  laid  to  her  final  rest,  he  has  left  his 
trouble  at  the  feet  of  Jesus  and  found  forgiveness  for  his 
sins. 

It  would  be  a  gracious  thing  if  Elijah's  dauntless  spirit 
and  resistless  courage  could  live  again  in  God's  professing 
saints.  If  we  could  have  a  revival  of  such  faithful  preaching 
as  Elijah  preached  and  such  faithful  living  as  Elijah  lived,  it 
might  come  to  pass  again  that  the  ravens  would  feed  us  in  the 
deserts,  and  our  store  of  spiritual  and  material  food  would  be 
renewed  as  was  the  food  of  the  widow  of  Sarepta  when  Elijah 
was  her  welcome  guest. 

Dear  Christian,  go  and  trouble  somebody.     Trouble  them 
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on  account  of  their  sins.  Trouble  them  so  much  that  they 
will  never  find  rest  until  they  find  it  at  the  riven  side  of  our 
crucified  Eedeemer.  The  man  who  is  suffering  with  gangrene 
feels  no  pain.  So  far  as  his  feeling  is  concerned,  all  is  well. 
The  wise  physician  knows  that  such  painlessness  is  a  harbinger 
of  death.  There  are  many  sinners  who  are  at  ease.  It  is  the 
ease  of  the  gangrene  of  sin  that  precedes  eternal  death.  God 
help  us  to  trouble  such  sinners  as  these,  and  to  stand  faith- 
fully for  righteousness  in  every  phase  of  life. 

One  of  the  most  intensely  dramatic  scenes  depicted  in  the 
New  Testament  is  the  one  in  which  Pilate,  lacking  courage 
to  do  right,  washed  his  hands  in  full  view  of  the  surging  mob, 
as  an  indication  that  he  was  guiltless  of  the  blood  of  our 
Savior.  Pilate,  though  an  intensely  wicked  man,  seemed  un- 
willing to  appear  blameworthy  in  connection  with  the  death 
of  our  suffering  Lord,  whom  he  himself  declared  to  be  inno- 
cent of  any  crime. 

But  Pilate  was  not  able  to  wash  from  his  hands  the  stains 
of  Jesus'  blood.  He  was  as  guilty  of  our  Lord's  death  as 
any  of  the  blood-thirsty  Jews  who  clamored  for  His  life. 
Pilate  has  had  many  successors.  There  are  those  in  our  own 
time  who  compromise  with  evil  and  betray  righteousness  into 
the  hands  of  wrong,  and  yet  wish  to  be  thought  entirely  guilt- 
less. They  make  a  show  of  the  hand-washing  business  in 
view  of  the  world,  while  knowing  that  they  are  particeps 
criminis  in  the  wrong  they  are  shielding. 

The  fact  is  that  no  man  is  guiltless  who  does  not  do  all 
in  his  power  to  abate  the  wrong  that  he  finds  around  him. 
Silence  gives  consent.  It  is  not  enough  that  a  man  says  to 
the  people  that  he  does  not  sympathize  with  the  wrong.  He 
must  prove  his  faith  by  his  works.  The  silence  of  Christian 
people  when  confronting  gigantic  evils  is  all  that  the  evils 
desire.  Take  the  liquor  traffic  as  an  illustration.  The  saloon, 
only  asks  to  be  let  alone.     That  is  all  that  the  rattlesnake  or 
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the  tiger  asks.  If  they  are  let  alone,  consent  is  thereby 
given  for  the  continuance  of  their  deadly  deeds. 

The  man  who  believes  in  our  Lord  with  his  whole  heart 
cannot  afford  to  let  evil-doing  alone.  However  much  he 
may  wash  his  hands,  and  however  much  he  may  declare  that 
he  sympathizes  with  the  good,  his  words  go  for  nothing  un- 
less his  sympathy  is  transmuted  into  aggressive  action.  I 
believe  with  all  my  heart  that  if  Christian  people  would  live 
up  to  half  that  they  profess,  an  end  would  soon  come  to  the 
evil  that  now  stalks  among  us  clothed  in  purple  and  scarlet. 

It  is  not  enough  that,  like  Pilate,  we  declare  that  the  blood 
of  murdered  innocence  shall  be  on  others.  Unless  with  all 
our  powers  we  resist  the  current  of  evil,  we  may  wash  our 
hands  in  vain,  for  God  knows  that  if  silent,  M^e  are  guilty 
of  innocent  blood. 

To  illustrate :  Labor  leaders  and  capitalists  cannot  make 
their  demands,  and  then,  because  they  do  not  get  all 
they  ask,  wash  their  consciences  clean  of  the  con- 
sequences of  strikes  and  lock-outs.  In  the  relations  of 
Labor  and  Capital,  the  two  great  factors  of  financial  pros- 
perity, there  is  the  right  way  (reason  and  discussion)  and  the 
wrong  way  (contempt).  The  hand  which  forces  the  one  to 
quit  work,  or  drives  the  other  into  idle  vaults,  can  no  more 
cleanse  itself  of  crime  than  "  all  the  water  in  the  sea  "  could 
wash  Duncan's  blood  from  the  hands  of  Lady  Macbeth. 

I  would  appeal  to  one  and  all  to  stand  up  squarely  for 
righteousness  and  purity  and  innocence  against  men  and 
devils.  There  will  come  a  time  when  to  have  thus  bravely 
wrought  will  be  more  to  us  than  all  the  wealth  of  the  world 
combined.  When  we  lay  prone  in  death,  as  each  one  of  us 
shall,  it  will  then  be  of  no  value  to  have  been  politic,  diplo- 
matic, and  time-serving.  All  that  will  cheer  us  in  that  hour 
will  be  the  brave  and  true  and  loyal  .deeds  that  have  been 
woven  into  the  days  then  gone  forever.     I  wish  each  of  us 
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might  live  in  view  of  that  hour.  I  do  not  speak  to  sinners 
alone,  but  to  Christians,  for  I  know  that  there  is  many  a 
Christian  who  dodges  and  soft-soaps  and  apologizes  when 
confronted  with  the  whelming  evils  of  the  time.  The  only 
way  to  be  innocent  is  to  be  innocent.  Pilate  could  have 
saved  the  life  of  Jesus,  and  if  he  had  there  would  have  been 
no  need  for  him  to  have  washed  his  hands  before  the  multi- 
tude. The  man  that  is  innocent  does  not  need  to  make  a 
show  of  his  innocence.  All  men  know  it  already.  Men  will 
take  knowledge  of  us  that  we  have  been  with  Jesus  if  we 
loyally  and  courageously  stand  up  for  Him  in  every  emer- 
gency of  life.  More  than  ever  before  in  the  history  of  the 
world  do  we  need  brave  men  .who  will  dare  to  stand  up  for 
the  right,  and  having  done  all  to  stand. 

We  hear  a  great  deal  in  these  days  about  "  Christian  cour- 
age," but  not  much  about  Christian  cowardice.  Christians 
ought  to  be  the  most  courageous  of  people,  because  they 
have  the  right  back  of  them,  and  the  surest  of  rewards  to 
cheer  them  on.  Each  of  them  claims  to  be  the  child  of  a 
King,  but  the  cowardice  of  many  shows  no  trace  of  royal 
blood. 

Among  Christians  of  our  day,  even  among  preachers, 
there  is  fear,  pale-faced  hesitation  to  assault  vice  and  crime 
in  high  places.  Many  attempt  to  dodge  the  burning  issues 
of  the  time;  and  if  perchance  failing  in  that  and  forced  to 
the  front,  they  spend  their  energy  in  toning  down  the  attack 
and  softening  the  blow  into  "love licks,"  as  schoolboys  and 
schoolgirls  used  to  call  them.  Some  take  their  stand  "on 
the  fence  "  as  the  only  safe  place,  because  the  only  position 
from  which  they  can  tumble  into  either  side  in  case  it  be- 
comes popular. 

Even  preachers,  whose  mission  is  to  point  the  world  to  a 
higher  life,  often  compromise  with  wrong.  They  fear  the 
church  boss,  in  these  days  almost  as  unsavory  a  nuisance 
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as  the  political  boss.  Oh  for  ministers  and  other  Christians 
who  hold  their  positions,  instead  of  allowing  the  positions 
to  hold  theml  Public  sentiment  sways  the  pulpit  not  much 
less  than  the  pew,  and  the  pew  not  much  less  than  the  press^ 
and  the  press  not  much  less  than  the  politician,  and  the  politi- 
cian not  much  less  than  the  wire  sways  the  puppet  on  the 
stage.  As  Thomas  Carlyle  says,  *^The  Public,  the  Public; 
how  many  frauds  and  fools  does  it  take  to  make  up  a 
Public?"  What  a  fine  thing,  as  Lowell's  noble  line  has  it, 
"  to  front  a  lie  in  arms,  and  not  to  yield!" 

John  says  in  Revelation,  •'  The  fearful,  and  unbelieving, 
and  the  abominable,  and  murderers,  and  whoremongers,  and 
sorcerers,  and  idolaters,  and  all  liars,  shall  have  their  part 
in  the  lake  which  burneth  with  fire  and  brimstone."  Thus 
do  cowards,  "  the  fearful,"  head  the  procession  down  to  hell 
— a  bad  eminence,  to  lead  such  a  lot  to  such  a  place  I  On 
earth  the  coward  is  least  and  last  in  men's  respect;  and  in 
hell  he  is  foremost  in  the  devil's  embrace! 

What  a  spectacle,  after  hearing  a  church  sing, 

"  Onward,  Christian  soldiers. 
Marching  as  to  war," 

to  see  these  same  "soldiers  "  (God  save  the  mark!)  go  pry- 
ing around  before  voting  or  talking  out,  to  ascertain  how 
much  it  will  hurt  or  help  their  business  or  social  standing! 
If  you  were  to  dissect  one  of  them,  instead  of  a  backbone 
you  would  find  a  jelly-roll!  Better  "  soldiers  "  have  thrown 
away  their  guns  and  fled  at  the  first  fire  on  many  a  field  of 
battle!  % 
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K.  TYXG  states  that  a  teacher  in  his  Sunday 
■^^  school  once  went  to  call  upon  a  sick  pupil  and 
*"  expressed  a  great  willingness  to  talk  to  her, 
whereupon  the  pupil  exclaimed,  "  I  have  wished 
you  would  talk  to  me  about  my  soul  for  more  than  a 
yearj  but  you  never  did."  Undoubtedly  there  are 
many  Christians  who  fail  of  great  usefulness  by  simple  neg- 
lect of  duty.  They  mean  well,  but  they  have  not  carried 
their  good  resolutions  into  execution.  Only  the  other  day 
I  found  on  my  desk  a  letter  that  had  lain  there  for  three 
months  unanswered.  It  was  poorly  written,  and  I  had  neg- 
lected to  even  carefully  read  it.  About  the  same  time  an 
acquaintance  of  mine  had  been  sick  for  many  weeks,  and  I 
fully  purposed  to  call  and  see  him;  but  the  news  came  that 
he  had  died,  and  the  expected  visit  was  never  made. 

It  seems  to  me  that  the  Spirit  of  God  never  inspired  a 
man  to  say  a  wiser  thing  than  when  Paul  exclaimed,  "  How 
shall  we  escape  if  we  neglect  so  great  salvation?"  Christian 
neglect  of  duty  is  the  DeviPs  strongest  hold.  There  are  many 
Christians  that  he  never  tempts  to  steal  or  commit  a  fraud  or 
perpetrate  a  libel,  whom  he  manages  easily  by  simply  enticing 
them  to  defer  duties  that  knock  at  their  door. 

It  is  the  same  with  the  unconverted.  Perhaps  not  in  all 
the  land  is  there  a  man  who  does  not  honestly  and  earnestly 

wish  that  when  life  is  over  he  may  rest  in  heaven  with  the 
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loved  ones  that  have  gone  before.  There  have  come  times 
to  him  when  he  has  yearned  to  be  a  Christian,  and  he  means 
even  now  some  day  to  fall  in  with  the  overtures  of  mercy 
and  be  saved.  He  is  only  putting  it  off.  In  those  times 
when  he  has  felt  almost  like  accepting  the  Savior,  Satan  has 
whispered  in  his  ear  and  has  tempted  him  to  wait,  and  it  is 
thus  that  he  neglects  the  great  salvation.  I  don't  know 
but  that  I  have  mentioned  it  before  in  these  Thoughts,  but 
it  is  worthy  of  repetition :  The  Devil  wins  by  getting  con- 
tinuances in  his  cases.  He  never  makes  a  straight  out 
argument.  He  simply  begs  those  who  might  otherwise  be 
led  to  Christ  to  put  off  the  day  of  salvation,  and  thus  put- 
ting it  off  they  wait  until  all  the  days  of  their  life  are  gone 
and  they  come  to  death  blinded  by  Satan's  wiles,  never  hav- 
ing taken  time  to  yield  to  the  wooings  of  the  Spirit  and  thus 
be  saved. 

It  is  a  fault  of  which  all  of  us  are  guilty.  We  do  not  say 
the  kind  words  we  mean  to  say,  nor  do  the  kind  deeds  we 
mean  to  perform,  until  it  is  too  late.  It  comes  to  this  then, 
as  I  see  it,  that  neglect  is  perhaps  the  greatest  sin  of  the 
Christian  and  is  certainly  the  damning  sin  of  the  unbeliever. 
It  is  a  sin  against  the  Holy  Ghost.  The  man  neglects  his 
crop,  it  comes  to  harvest  and  is  scattered  to  the  four  winds, 
and  there  is  no  harvest.  Christians  neglect  to  speak  to  their 
children  and  their  neighbors  and  their  friends,  and  neglect 
prayer  meeting  and  neglect  the  house  of  God  on  the  Lord's 
day;  and  some  are  found  trying  to  reach  Heaven  by  Sun- 
days alone,  skipping  week-day  duties. 

There  is  really  no  time  for  us  to.  do  any  duty  in  except  to- 
day. What  a  world  of  wisdom  there  is  in  the  old  proverb, 
"Never  put  off  until  to-morrow  what  can  be  done  to-day  " 
It  would  be  better  if  it  read,  "  Never  put  off  until  to-morrow 
what  should  be  done  to-day."  The  only  way  to  do  a  duty  is 
to  do  it,  and  it  is  never  safe  to  wait  a  moment  for  its  per- 
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formance.  Samuel  Johnson  says  that  "hell  is  paved  with 
good  intentions."  Certainly  the  path  down  which  we  journey 
to  the  grave  is  literally  lined  with  the  corpses  of  dead  oppor- 
tunities which  came  to  us  in  their  flood-tide,  were  neglected, 
withered  and  died.  We  have  many  kind  things  to  say  about 
our  dead  which  do  not  do  the  dead  any  good. 

It  were  better  for  one  rose  to  bloom  in  the  heart  of  the 
living  than  for  the  grave  of  the  dead  to  rest  in  a  bed  of 
flowers.  It  were  better  to  print  one  kiss  of  love  on  the  cheek 
of  our  dear  ones  while  living  than  to  rain  tears  of  sorrow  on 
their  faces  and  shower  kisses  of  regret  upon  their  lips  when 
they  lie  cold  and  dead. 

I  plead  with  every  reader  of  these  Thoughts  to-day  to 
neglect  no  duty.  I  wish  that  every  kind  word  that  bounds  to 
your  heart  might  be  spoken,  and  that  every  kind  deed  that 
God's  Spirit  suggests  to  you  might  be  speedily  done,  and 
that  every  kind  token  of  love  that  you  wish  others  to  have 
might  be  quickly  and  freely  bestowed,  while  there  is  life  and 
health  and  joy  in  your  own  heart,  as  well  as  in  the  hearts  of 
those  by  whom  you  are  surrounded.  It  must  have  been  some 
such  thoughts  as  these  that  impressed  Mr.  A.  F.  Grow,  of 
Madrone,  Wash.,  to  write  the  following  sweet  verses  for  the 
New  York  Voice.  We  gladly  place  them  in  our  Thoughts  to- 
day and  wish  that  every  one  might  take  them  close  to  heart :  — 

Wait  not,  O  friends,  wait  not  till  death's  cold  hand 
I  feel,  to  show  your  love  for  me ;  but  now, 
Ere  I  beside  death's  darkened  portals  stand. 
Imprint  one  loving  kiss  upon  my  brow. 

Wait  not,  O  nearest,  dearest  earthly  friend. 

Till  round  my  bed,  grief-stricken,  ye  shall  bow, 

And  watch  each  labored  breath  —  as  comes  life's  end  — 

To  press  affection's  kiss  upon  my  brow. 
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O  wait  not  till  niy  heart  shall  cease  to  beat, 
Dear  friends,  but  while  life-giving  currents  flow 
Oh,  let  your  kisses  press  my  cheek  1     'Tis  sweet  — 
The  kiss  of  love  our  dearest  friends  bestow. 

Not  on  "  my  death-cold  brow  "  imprint  a  kiss 
If  ye  in  life  to  me  no  kiss  e'er  gave, 
For  one  thing  well  I  know,  'tis  even  this, 
Nor  love  nor  hate  shall  reach  me  in  my  grave. 

Imprint  no  kiss  upon  my  brow  when  dead, 
Nor  weep  beside  my  bier  if  ye  have  shown 
No  love  in  life.     Over  my  coflSned  head 
Tears  shed  for  cold  neglect  can  ne'er  atone. 

Weep  with  me  living  then,  nor  kisses  keep 

Until  my  cold  and  clammy  brow  shall  lie 

Within  my  narrow  house  in  sleep,  to  sleep 

Till  Gabriel's  trump  resounds  through  earth  and  sky. 

The  other  day  I  heard  a  man  say  he  had  nothing  to  do,  and 
I  am  sure  there  are  many  men  and  women  who  feel  the  same 
way.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  however,  there  is  work  for  all  of 
us  if  we  would  only  seek  it.  I  have  more  than  ten  men 
could  do,  and  it  is  not  because  I  am  so  fond  of  work,  either, 
that  so  many  avenues  open  to  me.  I  keep  my  eyes  open 
for  things  to  do,  and  no  heart  that  yearns  for  useful  service 
is  ever  disappointed. 

Not  long  ago  it  was  my  privilege  to  say  some  words  of 
comfort  to  a  bereaved  mother  who  had  been  called  to  give 
back  her  sweet  baby  boy  to  Grod.  There  are  those  who  feel 
that  the  death  of  a  little  child  is  something  not  to  be  thought 
much  about,  but  those  who  say  it  have  never  looked  into  the 
little  pale  face  of  their  own  loved  baby  and  followed  his  little 
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body  to  the  silent  grave.  When  the  voice  of  the  baby  in  the 
home  is  stilled  and  his  little  playthings  lie  about  the  house 
untouched,  and  there  is  no  longer  the  echo  of  his  little  feet, 
nor  the  men-y  prattle  of  the  childish  voice,  and  when  funereal 
silence  reigns  through  all  the  house,  then  there  is  gloom  and 
desolation  in  that  home  unfathomable  in  its  depth  and  un- 
speakable  in  its  sadness.  It  was  a  blessing  to  me  to  try  to 
comfort  this  stricken  mother,  and  so  it  comes  about  that  every 
one  who  tries  to  help  'others  finds  the  good  they  would  do 
others  coming*  back  to  help  their  own  hearts.  There  is  one 
thing  we  can  get  out  of  bereavement  that  we  can  have  in  no 
other  way,  and  from  every  death-bed  there  come  sad  hearts 
that  in  the  years  that  follow  are  by  this  bereavement  enabled 
to  speak  words  of  sympathy  and  love  to  others  who  are 
bereaved.  So  I  told  this  mother  that  she  would  get  this 
blessing  from  her  sorrow —  the  blessing  of  new  strength  with 
which  to  minister  to  other  stricken  hearts. 

Not  long  after  this  labor  of  love  was  done  a  husband  told 
me  that  only  the  day  before  he  had  found  that  his  wife  was 
suffering  from  what  of  necessity  would  be  a  fatal  malady. 
These  two  were  in  the  bloom  and  flush  of  youth,  and  the 
sound  of  marriage  bells  which  rang  out  on  their  wedding 
night  still  lingered  in  their  ears.  Tears  mounted  to  the 
young  man's  eyes  as  he  told  me  the  sad  story,  and  it  was 
a  gracious  pleasure  to  me  to  pray  with  him  and  for  his 
beloved  companion,  and  to  speak  some  words  of  hope  to 
his  bleeding  heart. 

Then  there  came  a  letter  on  the  same  day  from  a  sister 
who  had  lost  her  brother  in  days  long  gone.  He  had  left 
home  and  she  had  entirely  lost  him,  not  knowing  whether  he 
were  living  or  dead.  There  was  plenty  for  me  to  do  in 
writing  the  notice  of  his  disappearance  and  sending  some 
words  of  comfort  to  her  in  her  home  far  away. 

A  day  never  passes  that  does  not  bring  to  me  some  oppor- 
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tiinity  for  useful  labor  and  helpful  service  to  my  fellows  and 
to  God.  These  people  that  cannot  find  anything  to  do  are 
blind  people.  They  are  like  the  man  who  went  to  Africa  to 
make  his  fortune.  l£  had  been  t*he  one  thought  of  his  life 
to  be  a  man  of  wealth.  He  dreamed  of  diamonds  by  night 
and  longed  for  them  by  day.  In  his  search  for  the  diamond 
fields  he  went  far  from  his  little  African  hut,  finally  meeting 
his  death  by  falling  into  a  mountain  gorge  far  up  a  river  that 
ran  close  to  his  door.  When  those  who  found  his  body  came 
to  bury  him  in  the  little  plat  of  ground  which  he  called  his 
own,  they  found  in  digging  his  grave  acres  of  diamonds. 
The  trouble  with  him  was  that  he  had  not  looked  close  enough 
at  home  for  things  to  do.  Right  in  his  own  back  yard  were 
mines  of  wealth. 

Those  who  say  they  have  nothing  to  do  are  looking  out 
for  great  things  far  from  their  homes,  and  neglecting  the 
virgin  diamond  fields  that  are  to  be  found  at  their  own  doors. 
There  is  much  to  be  done,  and  we  have  such  little  time  in 
which  to  do  what  is  to  be  done,  that  it  seems  to  me  every 
Christian  would  husband  each  passing  moment  and  put  into 
it  some  useful  deed,  some  kindly  word,  or  some  helpful  ser- 
vice. There  are  aching  hearts  and  broken  spirits  and  bereaved 
homes  near  us  every  day.  No  one  but  God  can  ever  know 
how  much  of  helpfulness  may  be  contained  in  a  word  in  sea- 
son. The  potter  makes  his  vessels  while  the  clay  is  rightly 
tempered,  and  we  can  do  more  for  our  fellows  to  rightly 
shape  their  lives  if  we  will  approach  them  in  their  time  of 
crucial  need. 

At  the  battle  of  San  Juan,  when  numbers  of  the  Ameri- 
can bicycle  corps  were  wounded,  they  would  simply  say, 
"I've  got  a  puncture."  With  a  fortitude  characteristic  of 
American  soldiers — the  best  troops  on  earth — they  gave  their 
services,  and  many  of  them  their  lives,  to  their  country. 
With  equal  heroism  let  Christians  follow  wherever  their 
fiag  may  lead. 
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long  ago  it  was  given  to  me  to  spend  a  day  out 
In  a  rural  home.  The  rooms  were  large  and 
warm,  and  there  was  a  wealth  of  welcome,  of 
good  cheer,  and  gracious  innocence  that  richly  com- 
7>e!nsated  for  any  lack  of  style.  The  royal  hospitali- 
ty lent  a  charm  to  the  old  country  farmhouse  that 
made  me  think  of  mother  and  the  long  ago.  I  can  remem- 
ber when  I  had  never  seep  a  town — when  the  laughing 
brook,  the  fragant  flowers,  the  overhanging  trees,  the  joyous 
birds,  and  the  lowing  kine  were  my  daily  companions.  I 
had  read  of  pomp  and  pageantry,  of  wealth  and  fashion. 
But  the  song  of  the  mocking  bird,  the  music  of  the  flutter- 
mill,  the  hum  of  the  honeybee,  and  the  bleating  of  the  lambs 
at  play  were  more  to  me  in  those  glad  days  than  "  all  that 
fashion,  all  that  wealth  e'er  gave."  And  this  day  out  in  the 
country  brought  back  those  happy  years  when  in  the  old  house 
at  home  we  whiled  the  years  away.  If  it  could  all  bo  lived 
again,  I  should  crave  the  joy  of  living  in  a  country  home. 

In  those  sweet  days  all  old  people  to  me  were  good  people ^ 
all  preachers  were  saints,  and  all  grown  up  men  and  women 
told  the  truth.  I  had  not  even  dreamed  that  everything  was 
not  just  what  it  seemed.  No  power  could  have  made  me 
distrust  the  happy  world  and  those  whose  lives  touched  mine. 
The  fields  and  forests  never  knew  deceit.  The  wild  flowers 
lived  to  blush  in  innocence,  and  the  fruitful  farms  brought 
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forth  their  store  of  food  in  peace.  The  roses  burst  their  buds 
in  joy  and  on  each  night  in  spring  the  falling  honey  kissed  the 
forest  leaves.  The  nights  were  spent  in  restful  sleep.  No 
bellowing  engines  or  clanging  bells  came  to  chase  away  much 
needed  rest.  And  best  of  all,  our  sweet,  sainted  mother 
reigned  in  our  home  and  in  our  hearts,  and  gave  lessons  in 
patience,  in  courage,  in  fortitude,  in  love  to  her  fellows  and 
to  God,%that  will  abide  when  the  dead  are  rising  from  their 
last  lonff  sleep. 

And  so  I  long  again,  as  I  think  of  the  old  home  among, 
the  trees,  for  the  wealth  of  peace  and  joy  that  I  knew  before 
I  knew  the  world.  The  simple  honesty  of  heart,  the  upright- 
ness of  life,  the  joy  of  contentment  —  these  are  the  joy  and 
wealth  of  the  country  home.  And  to  me  the  sublime  and 
peaceful  shades,  the  rapturous  music  and  the  ambrosial  frag- 
rance of  the  pathless  woods  are  next  of  kin  to  that  better 
world  of  light  and  peace.  And  when  my  heart  grows  weary  — 
and  it  is  often  bowed  with  cares  —  I  long  to  be  out  once  again 
amid  the  restful  scenes  of  other  days.  I  know  that  I  shall  be 
buried  in  the  town,  but  it  seems  to  me  that  my  grave  would 
be  more  peaceful  out  in  the  virgin  woods. 

And  now  a  parting  word  to  our  country  men  and  matrons, 
lads  and  lasses.  It  is'^this:  I  believe  the  happiest  lives  on 
which  God  smiles  to-day  are  your  lives  that  are  lived  in  peace 
and  plenty  on  the  farm.  Let  every  country  boy  be  glad  that 
God  blessed  him  with  such  youthful  days,  and  let  every  blush- 
ing country  maiden,  whose  heart  and  cheeks  are  innocent 
of  the  marks  of  fashion,  cling  to  the  farm-house  on  the  hill, 
There  will  be  no  days  like  these  to  you,  dear  childi^n  of 
happy  country  homes,  in  all  the  years  to  come. 

And  when  the  end  of  life  shall  come  I  know  the  joys  of 
heaven  will  recall  the  days  of  childhood  that  passed  so  swiftly 
out  in  my  childhood  home. 

A  thoughtful  and  benevolent  friend  at  Henderson,  Texas, 
has  sent  me  a  sack  of  chincapins.    There  are  those  who  think 
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these  choice  nuts  are  peculiar  to  the  older  States,  but  they 
do  not  know  Texas.  Here  is  this  glorious  Lone  Star  State 
there  are  thousands  of  square  miles  of  territory  where  the 
chincapins  grow  and  where  the  sweet-gum  trees  are  found  in 
great  abundance.  Hard  by,  in  old,  neglected  roads,  made  so 
by  the  autumn  and  the  winter  rains,  the  roots  of  th^  fragrant 
sassafras  come  out  and  bring  back  memories  of  days  long 
gone,  when  the  sassafras  tea,  steaming  hot,  sparkled  in  the 
fresh  morning  light  and  made  our  frugal  breakfast  the  gladdest 
repast  of  the  day.  And  then  the  hickory  trees  puggest  the 
sere  and  yellow  leaf  of  autumns  that  shall  come  no  more  — 
bleak  days  that  were  made  thrice  dreary  by  the  bloody  hand 
of  cruel  war. 

This  sack  of  chincapins  carried  me  back  along  the  zig-zag 
track  of  vanished  ears.  During  the  period  of  the  civil 
war — 1860-65  —  we  lived  iu  Upshur  County,  where  chinca- 
pins abound  and  where  the  never-fading  pines  sing  their 
plaintive  dirges  in  the  frosty  winter  winds.  I  was  scarcely 
two  years  old  when  Stonewall  Jackson  became  immortal  in 
the  thunders  of  shot  and  shell  at  Bull  Run.  I  grew  into  my 
first  remembered  days  when  all  our  woods  and  fields  were 
instinct  with  the  strident  notes  of  war.  A  day  that  came  in 
those  cruel  times  is  fresh  upon  my  heart  to-day,  because  that 
day  my  father  mustered  into  service  to  follow  the  stars  and 
bars.  Strong,  bearded  man  he  was,  just  past  his  thirtieth 
year,  and  as  brave  as  any  of  the  immortal  hosts  that  followed 
the  flag  of  Jackson  and  of  Lee.  My  father  was  a  Union  man 
and  shrank  from  ever  firing  on  the  flag  his  fathers  loved  to 
honor ^and  defend,  but  he  staid  by  the  brave  sons  of  his 
adopted  State  and  wept  with  other  strong,  heroic  men  when 
our  cause  was  lost.  ^ 

But   all  the   bravest  soldiers   did    not  go    out   to  battle. 

Some  —  aye,  many  —  of  the  bravest  of  the  brave  and  truest 
19 
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of  the  true  stayed  in  the  home  and  fed  and  clothed  and  com- 
forted the  little  ones  while  the  husband  and  the  father  faced 
the  cannon's  mouth  on  crimson  fields  of  blood.  Such  a> 
soldier  was  my  mother,  and  she  had  her  counterpart  in  tem 
thousand  other  loving,  loyal  daughters  of  the  South,  who^ 
were  left  behind  and  fought  battles  with  want  and  poverty, 
while  their  strong  and  beloved  protectors  marched  to  the  beat 
of  drums  and  went  bravely  to  their  bloody  death.  Back- 
ward  turns  my  heart  as  I  break  the  yielding  shells  of  these 
chincapins.  Down  in  the  vine-clad  hills  of  old  Upshur 
County,  nestling  low  among  the  overhanging  pines,  and  near 
the  bubbling  spring,  I  see  the  little  cottage  home.  I  enter 
in.  There,  stretched  out  upon  the  floor,  is  the  form  of  a  little 
boy,  who,  as  yet,  knows  nothing  of  the  meaning  of  a 
mother's  love  and  recks  little  of  the  boom  of  cannon  or  the 
march  of  valiant  men.  He  is  almost  asleep,  lulled  by  the 
buzzing  of  the  old  spinning  wheel.  The  little  mother  ha» 
picked  the  cotton  from  the  seed  with  her  own  bare  fingers ;, 
she  has  carded  it  on  her  own  knee  ;  she  has  made  it  into  snow- 
white  rolls  as  light  almost  as  air ;  these  rolls  have  been  laid 
with  gentle  hands  across  the  body  of  the  wheel,  and  the  little 
mother  picks  them  up,  one  by  one,  as  she  winds  the  finished 
thread  upon  the  broach  that  hugs  the  long  spindle  of  the 
spinning  wheel.  Hark !  She  is  singing  1  It  is  not  a  lullaby 
this  time,  but  the  baby-boy  has  heard  her  lullaby  full  many  a 
time.  It  is  a  sacred  song  that  comes  from  her  patient  heart 
and  pierces  heaven.     It  is 

'*  Jesus,  lover  of  my  soul. 

Let  me  to  thy  bosom  fly  j 
While  the  raging  billows  roll, 

While  the  tempest  still  is  high." 

Blest  little  mother,  it  is,  indeed,  a  time  of  storm.     The  hus- 
band and  the  father  is  far,  far  away,  and  it  may  be  that  even 
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now  he  lies  bruised  aiul  bleeding  on  some  blood-red  battle- 
field. But  your  trust  is  fixed  on  Jesus  as  truly  as  it  was  that 
day  long  ago,  when  you  gave  to  Hirn  your  heart  in  the  old 
Kentucky  home.  He  was  with  you  when  you  left  your  loved 
and  loving  parents  to  kiss  them  nevermore,  and  came  with 
your  ambitious  young  husband  to  the  Western  wilds.  Jesus 
was  with  you  far  out  on  the  frontier  when  the  little  boy  that 
is  near  you  now  was  born.  He  will  not  forsake  you  now, 
although  the  dark  clouds  of  war  flap  their  black  wings  above 
your  defenceless  head.  Sweet,  loving,  faithful  little  mother  1 
You  ever  loved  and  trusted  God.  In  after  years  the  baby 
boy  that  lay  on  the  floor  that  day  and  lazily  watched  you  as 
your  step  made  music  to  the  sound  of  that  old  spinning  wheel, 
sat  by  your  bed  of  death  and  read  you  the  twenty-third  Psalm 
as  the  angels  w^ere  sweeping  down  through  heaven's  gate  to 
take  you  home.  You  were  not  young  now  as  you  were  in 
those  other  years,  when  he  so  often  laid  his  childish  head 
upon  your  breast  and  knew  that  all  was  well.  He  had  mean- 
time learned  well  the  full  meaning  of  a  mother's  love,  and 
since  that  day  —  tears  come  to  his  eyes  as  he  writes  it  down  — 
he  has  learned  the  sorest  lesson  of  them  all  —  the  lesson  of 
battling  with  the  storms  and  pains  of  life  without  a  mother's 
love  and  a  mother's  guiding  hand.  Sweet  little  mother,  if 
the  boy  could  come  to  you  this  hour  as  he  came  in  those  hal- 
lowed years  agone,  he  would  steal  gently  near  you  as  he  did 
when  he  played  about  your  knee,  and  kiss  your  face  as  he  did 
when  in  those  happy  days  you  took  him  to  your  heart.  For 
since  you  went  home  the  winds  that  have  blown  about  his 
head  and  the  tempests  that  have  bruised  his  heart  are  more 
than  all  that  came  into  his  life  when  you  were  by  his  side. 

Yes,  the  chincapins  tell  their  plaintive  story  to  my  heart. 
They  tell  of  the  little  mother's  patient  toil  at  the  old  family 
loom.  The  same  little  boy  is  near  her  still,  and  sometimes 
picks  up  the  shuttle  when  it  falls.     The  warp  and  filling  are 
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both  of  cotton,  for  it  was  seldom  we  had  wool.  And  the 
little  boy  has  a  shirt  his  mother  wove  and  fashioned,  every 
stitch,  with  her  own  fragile  hands.  The  shirt  is  white,  but 
the  little  round-abont  is  dyed  with  copperas  and  indigo,  and 
has  as  pretty  a  color  as  any  one  would  ever  wish  to  see.  The 
little  mother  made  it  all,  and  her  boy  was  never  prouder  of 
his  finest  suit,  in  after  years,  than  he  was  in  the  little  shirt  and 
round-about  and  baby  trousers  that  his  sweet  mother  made. 

The  night  has  come.  Nights  are  dark  down  in  the  piney 
woods,  but  no  nights  are  ever  dark  like  nights  in  times  of 
war.  We  four  little  ones  are  nestled  close  around  the  cottage 
hearth.  The  room  is  lighted  with  the  sparkling  of  a  pine- 
knot  fire,  and  it  is  time  for  prayere.  The  little  mother,  sore 
in  heart  and  tired  m  every  limb,  takes  down  the  family  Bible 
and  begins  to  read.  Her  voice  is  tremulous  at  first,  but  it 
grows  stronger  as  she  feeds  upon  the  gracious  promises  of 
God.  And  then  she  prays.  I  have  heard  strong  preachers 
pray ;  I  have  heard  prayers  that  seemed  to  sweep  the  skies ; 
but  I  never  elsewhere  heard  such  prayers  as  my  sweet  mother 
prayed.  They  were  as  soft  as  the  moonlight  on  the  heather ; 
they  were  as  gentle  as  the  falling  of  the  dew ;  they  were  as 
sweet  as  the  songs  of  birds ;  they  were  as  faith-inspiring  as 
the  melody  that  came  from  the  hearts  of  Paul  and  Silas,  sing- 
ing in  a  dark  Philippian  jail.  One  of  the  saddest  things 
about  her  death  is  this,  that  she  is  here  no  longer  to  pray  for 
those  she  loved.  I  have  sometimes  felt  —  it  may  be  a  feeling 
that  should  not  be  indulged  —  but  I  have  sometimes  felt  that 
up  m  heaven  the  little  mother  often  thinks  of  us  who  soon 
shall  follow  on,  and  that  her  mother-heart  prays  for  us  still. 

Dear  little  mother,  the  old  spinning  wheel  has  been  silent 
these  decades,  and  the  loom  fell  useless  long  ago,  but  the 
music  that  your  sweet,  unselfish  life  set  singing  in  our  hearts, 
will  hallow  every  hour  of  our  lives,  and  tell  us  of  happiness 
beyond  when  we  are  called  to  die. 
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f^ilE  other  day  when  John  D.  Robnett  was  dying  he 
^^^  asked  his  wife  to  give  him  pen  and  paper  and 
^^^  said  that  he  had  something  he  wished  to  write. 
Materials  were  furnished  liim,  and  as  the  death  dew 
gathered  on  his  face,  he  took  the  pencil  and  with  trem- 
bling hand  wrote  down  these  words: — 
"This  is  my  dying  testimony  for  Christ  my  Savior  in 
gratitude  for  his  gracious  Word.  —  John  D.  Robnett,  Sr." 
It  was  all  that  he  had  strength  to  write.  The  pencil 
dropped  from  his  weakening  grasp,  and  soon  his  redeemed 
spirit  was  with  his  God.  Few  incidents  have  impressed  me 
more.  Thinking  upon  it,  I  have  set  myself  to  the  task  of 
writing  now  what  I  would  wish  to  write  if  I  were  dying.  It 
may  not  be  given  to  me  to  die  as  the  sainted  Robnett  died, 
God  knows.  But  however  and  whenever  I  am  to  die,  I  have 
set  about  the  task  to-day  —  this  tranquil  summer  day  when 
all  nature  seems  at  pi^ace  with  the  Sabbath's  God — to  write 
what  I  would  wish  to  leave  behind  if  I  were  dying.  I  write 
every  word  with  all  the  solemnity  that  could  be  mine  were  I 
on  oath  and  standing  face  to  face  with  my  dying  hour.  So 
surrounded  and  so  solemnized,  and  consciously  under  the 
shadow  of  the  de^th  angel's  wings,  I  would  pen  the  words 
that  follow  these.  And  I  choose  to  write  them  now,  because 
I  know  that  I  am  well  and  strong  and  in  life's  brightest  day. 
In  such  a  time  of  ])hysical  and  mental  health  I  write  the 
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words  that  I  will  willingly  have  read  at  my  grave  when  I  am 
dead,  and  whether  the  hour  when  I  am  called  to  go  shall 
quickly  come  or  I  shall  linger  until  my  head  is  covered  with 
the  frost  of  tottering  age,  I  hope  the  preacher  who  consigns 
my  body  to  its  last  earthly  rest  will  deem  it  well  to  read  in 
that  solemn  hour  the  words  I  here  write  down.  • 

My  gratitude  and  thankfulness  to  God  grows  stronger 
every  hour  that  He  gave  to  me  the  priceless  blessing  of  hav- 
ing been  born  in  a  Christian  home.  It  was  not  a  pretentious 
home.  On  the  Texas  frontier  two  score  years  ago  there  were 
no  palaces.  The  hardy  pioneers  who  had  come  from  the 
older  States  to  carve  out  for  themselves  a  name  and  fortune 
in  the  untried  Texas  wilds  were  not  rich  men  as  the  world 
counts  wealth,  but  they  were  rich  in  bravery,  and  in  many  of 
their  homes  they  had  their  worship  night  by  night,  and  were 
happy  in  the  greatest  wealth  that  ever  crowned  a  human 
life  —  strong  and  abiding  faith  in  God.  Such  a  home  was 
mine,  and  I  can  truly  say  of  myself  what  Paul  said  of 
Timothy  —  from  a  child  I  have  known  the  Holy  Scriptures. 
Reaching  beyond  the  shadows  that  vaguely  surround  the 
first  memories  of  my  youth  there  are  fragments  of  Scripture 
verses  and  disconnected  notes  of  sacred  songs  that  my  sweet 
Christian  mother  sang.  Then,  when  I  became  large  enough 
to  know  what  words  and  figures  meant,  my  mother  taught 
me  that  the  greatest  thing  in  life  was  to  be  a  useful  Christian 
man  and  live  uprightly  and  well. 

To-day,  in  full  view  of  all  the  dead  and  buried  years,  and 
with  the  feeling  of  solemnity  upon  me  that  will  come  back 
again  if  I  am  conscious  when  I  die,  I  testify  to  my  abiding 
and  abounding  gratitude  to  God  for  a  childhood  home  that 
was  hallowed  by  a  Christian  mother's  love  and  a  Christian 
father's  restraining  love  and  care.  With  a  nature  impas- 
sioned and  impulsive  and  as  impetuous  as  the  sweep  of  a 
storm,  T  shudder  as  I  write  those  words  to  contemplate  what 
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I  might  have  been  if  my  childhood  had  been  bereft  of  Chris- 
tian care.  The  Bible  was  the  Book  of  books  in  the  home 
where  I  was  born.  It  was  made  so  sacred  to  me  in  that  hour 
that  through  all  the  years  that  I  have  known  there  has  been 
about  its  every  page  a  halo  as  if  from  heaven.  However 
poor  the  binding,  however  age-worn  and  time-discolored  the 
yellow  leaves,  however  torn  and  illy  kept  the  sacred  Book, 
whenever  I  see  or  touch  a  Testament  or  Bible  there  steals 
upon  me  that  deep  and  abiding  veneration  for  it  and  its  sacred 
teachings  that  I  learned  in  my  childhood  home.  With  tears 
fast  gathering  in  my  eyes  and  with  a  quenchless  joy  m  my 
swelling  heart,  I  testify  to  God's  grace  to  me  in  bringing 
my  young  life  when  it  was  guileless  and  unstained  into  daily 
contact  with  the  Word  of  God.  And  along  with  this  grate- 
ful testimony,  which  I  find  it  hard  to  put  in  words,  I  leave 
on  record  my  unfeigned  thankfulness  to  God  for  a  Christian 
mother,  whose  consistent  and  yet  unpretentious  life  and 
untold  love  has  lent  color  to  all  the  good  that  has  ever  come 
to  me. 

And  in  these  words  I  write  down  my  gratitude  in  this  my 
dying  testimony,  for  the  grace  of  God  that  led  me  to  the 
Cross.  I  was,  with  all  my  mother's  love  and  my  father's 
admonitions,  a  wild  and  reckless  boy ;  I  trampled  under  foot 
in  those  thoughtless  years  the  hearts  of  those  loving  parents 
who  prayed  for  me  each  day  they  lived.  I  heeded  not  their 
faithful  words,  but  went  far  into  paths  of  sin.  Truly  I  can 
say  with  Richard  Baxter,  every  time  a  felon  is  scourged  to 
his  cell  or  a  murderer  ascends  the  scaffold  to  be  hang(»d: 
"There  goes  J.  B.  Cranfill  but  for  the  grace  of  God." 
Never  was  there  a  more  thoughtless  youth,  and  never  has 
there  been  an  unworthier  member  of  the  fold  of  Christ  than 
I.  There  came  a  time  when  I  saw  myself  as  God  saw  me  — 
a  poor,  lost,  wicked  and  undone  sinner,  who  deserved  all  the 
punishments  that  await  the  lost  in  an  endless  hell.     I  knew 
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that  God  would  be  just  in  sending  me  to  its  deepest  depths. 
I  had  deserved  nothing  less  and  nothing  else.  And  even  now 
as  I  write,  although  I  have  had  this  hope  more  than  a  score 
of  years,  I  testify  anew  that  I  deserve  eternal  death.  It 
seems  to  me  that  since  my  conversion  I  have  sinned  enough 
to  damn  a  world,  to  say  nothing  of  the  blighting  sinfulness 
in  which  I  walked  before  I  saw  the  Lord.  And  I  have  won- 
dered if  any  soul  for  whom  Christ  died  has  ever  had  the 
^i^ggl^s  and  done  the  sinful  deeds  that  have  been  mine. 
My  gratitude  knows  no  bounds  to-day,  that  even  in  my 
darkest  hours,  and  even  when  covered  with  the  blight  and 
slime  of  sin,  God  has  not  left  me  alone  to  die,  but  has  kept 
me  by  His  power  and  keeps  me  now,  unworthy  sinner  though 
I  am. 

More  than  I  can  fashion  into  words  I  thank  God  that  He 
called  me  to  be  a  preacher  of  His  Word.  Wot  that  I  am 
worthy  to  be  a  bearer  of  His  message  to  the  lost.  So  far 
from  feeling  worthy  to  stand  in  His  name,  I  have  never  gone 
unto  the  sacred  desk  without  a  feeling  gf  unworthiness  no 
tongue  can  tell.  In  my  darkest  hours  I  have,  while  trying 
to  proclaim  His  Word,  prayed  this  strange  prayer:  "Oh, 
God,  even  if  I  am  forever  lost,  give  it  to  me  to  say  some 
words  that  Thou  wilt  bless  to  the  saving  of  other  souls." 
And  now  as  I  write  I  renew  that  prayer.  If  I  shall  count  for 
nothing  to  myself ;  if  my  soul  goes  into  the  outer  darkness, 
where  at  the  last  shall  congregate  the  lost,  I  pray  that  these 
words  and  others  that  it  may  be  given  to  me  to  say,  may 
lead  lost  souls  to  God. 

I  add  this  other  note  of  gratitude  and  praise.  I  was  an 
uncouth,  uncomely  country  lad.  In  my  early  years  I  did  not 
come  to  know  the  great,  great  world,  with  all  its  hunger  and 
consuming  need.  Far  from  the  surging  crowd  of  men  that 
shape  a  nation's  life,  I  spent  my  childhood  years.  Whatever 
I  have  done  in  life  has  not  been  due  to  any  goodly  circum- 
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stance  of  birth  or  station.  God  took  me  from  those  virgin 
fields,  where  the  noise  and  strife  of  the  world's  great  life 
were  never  heard,  and  made  me  what  I  am.  To  Him  to-day 
I  give  all  the  glory  and  the  praise.  If  I  have  ever  preached 
a  sermon  or  written  down  a  word  that  saved  or  helped  a 
struggUng  soul,  let  God  have  the  honor  of  it  all.  Without 
Him  I  would  have  to-day  been  in  my  grave,  and  my  loving 
Christian  parents  had  died  of  broken  hearts  because  of  me. 

And  now  a  final  word.  As  if  I  were  dying  I  write  it  down. 
It  is  a  message  to  the  lost.  In  full  view  of  the  grave  and  the 
judgment  bar,  I  testify  that  there  is  salvation  in  the  blood 
of  Christ.  I  bear  ray  blessed  Savior  witness  that  there  is 
such  a  thing  as  forgiving  love  and  saving  grace.  And  more, 
I  state  on  oath  that  God  does  keep  and  shield  and  forgive 
the  weakest  soul  on  earth,  if  that  soul  has  been  given  to 
Him.  I  speak  that  I  do  know,  and  testify  that  I  have  seen. 
I  know  that  for  every  hour  I  have  followed  Jesus  I  am  a 
better  man.  I  know  that  though  my  sins  were  as  scarlet 
they  became  as  ^ool.  I  know  that  through  the  years  of 
storms  and  struggle  that  have  been  mine  since  I  gave  to  Him 
my  heart  on  that  summer  night  in  the  long  ago.  He  has 
sustained  and  blessed  me,  and  has  brought  me  year  by  year 
nearer  unto  His  blessed  Self. 

Oh,  blessed  Jesus,  it  is  sweet  to  lay  this  feeble  tribute  at 
Thy  feet!  Thou  knowest  that  though  my  sins  sometimes 
roll  mountain  high,  I  love  Thee  with  every  fiber  of  my  re- 
generated heart.  I  leave  to  other  weak  and  fall«»n  ones  these 
feeble  words.  They  cannot  live  without  Thee,  and  I  know 
they  cannot  face  eternity  unless  Thou  shalt  hold  their  hands. 
Bless,  I  pray  Thee,  these  heartfelt  words,  and  since  they  tell 
of  Thy  goodness  to  one  poor  soul,  and  testify  to  Thy  power 
in  one  sinner's  life,  may  they  comfort  Thy  stumbling  saints 
and  lead  lost  ones  to  seek  and  find  Thy  Cross. 
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!TTER  has  come  to  me  from  a  preacher  who 
is  unhappily  married.  As  delicately  as  he  can 
he  tells  me  of  the  sorrow  that  has  come  to 
him  in  finding  that  his  wife  is  not  interested  in 
hih  work  and  that  she  discourages  instead  of  help- 
^j  ing  him.  Another  letter  has  come,  this  time  from 
a  unristian  woman  who  has  found  comfort  in  these  Sunday 
Morning  Thoughts.  She  adds  this  short  but  expres- 
sive sentence  to  the  other  kind  things  she  says  about  this 
column  :  "  These  Thoughts  are  doubly  precious  to  me,  as  my 
home  life  is  none  too  happy."  To  add  to  these,  not  long 
ago  a  loving  friend  asked  my  advice  concerning  a  matter  of 
great  concern  to  him.  He  said  he  was  sure  that  his  wife 
loved  him,  but  that  she  had  ceased  to  tell  him  so,  and  although 
he  hungered  for  affection  she  was  ofttimes  cold  and  distant 
and  was  unresponsive  to  all  his  appeals  for  more  of  her 
affection.  He  said  he  believed  she  would  die  for  him  any 
hour,  but  that  she  chilled  him  with  her  distant  ways. 

In  one  way  or  other  it  has  come  to  pass  that  there  are  many 
unhappy  marriages.  Most  of  this  unhappiness  comes  from 
the  marriage  of  those  who  are  too  young.  Boys  of  nineteen 
or  twenty,  or  even  twenty-one,  marry  girls  whose  ages  range 
from  sixteen  to  nineteen,  and  thus  assume  responsibilities 
which  they  cannot  comprehend.  There  are  marriages  like 
these  that  are  happy,  but  the  chances  are  greatly  the  other 
way.     No  boy  at  such  an  age  can  possibly  forecast  his  future 
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or  gauge  his  mental  power.  The  habits  of  his  life  have  not 
been  formed,  and  the  sort  of  woman  he  might  fancy  as  a  boy 
might  be  a  far  different  woman  from  the  one  he  would  choose 
for  his  wife  when  maturity  had  come  and  his  life  plans  had  all 
been  thought  out. 

The  same  is  true  from  the  woman's  standpoint.  The  dash 
and  gew-gaws  of  the  sportive  youth  who  would  infatuate  a 
girl  of  sixteen,  would  be  very  far  from  measuring  up  to  her 
ideal  after  she  had  become  a  woman.  A  woman  looks  beyond 
the  superficialities  that  attract  a  giddy  girl  and  is  not  moved 
by  toothpick  shoes  and  fantastic  monocles.  Her  heart  yearns 
to  be  the  wife  of  a  loyal-hearted,  genuine,  honest,  and  cour- 
ageous man  to  whom  she  can  look  up  as  her  protector  and 
confide  in  as  her  friend.  The  tastes  of  a  woman  are  as  far 
removed  from  the  blind  impulses  of  a  school-girl  as  Pike's 
Peak  is  above  the  foot-hills  of  the  Rocky  Mountains.  In  view 
of  the  disasters  that  come  into  so  many  lives  because  of  early 
or  hasty  marriages,  it  seems  to  me  that  there  is  too  little 
said  on  this  momentous  subject  by  our  preachers  and  in  the 
religious  press. 

Marriage  is  of  God.  If  it  is  real — if  when  a  man  and  a 
woman  take  the  marriage  vows  they  are  in  mind,  in  body,  and 
in  heart,  adapted  to  each  other  —  such  happiness  ensues  as 
cannot  be  told  in  words.  Human  speech  has  its  power,  as 
has  soft,  enchanting  music  or  the  warmth  of  the  westering 
sun,  or  the  fragrance  of  the  dew-kissed  flowers.  But  human 
speech  fails,  as  do  all  those  avenues  through  which  passion 
finds  expression,  when  one  essays  to  tell  of  the  happiness  of 
hearts  that,  united  for  aye,  find  each  responding  to  the  other 
in  one  sweet  and  life-long  symphony  of  love.  To  be  thus 
linked  together,  with  common  aims,  with  hearts  that  alike 
love  God  and  are  bound  in  indissoluble  union  in  His  service, 
as  they  are  cemented  in  each  other's  love  — this  is  happiness 
beyond  compare.     Of  love  and  happiness  like  this  the  poets 
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sing,  and   angels,  when  they  behold   such   love,  give  glad 
acclaim  to  God. 

But  to  return  to  our  preacher  and  our  other  friends.  A 
preacher  that  has  made  a  mistake  in  marriage  will  be  ham- 
pered sadly  forever.  John  Wesley's  wife  was  a  virago.  She 
threw  books  at  him  sometimes  as  he  preached,  and  once  when 
some  visitors  called  she  was  dragging  him  around  over  the 
floor  by  his  hair.  He  took  a  very  sensible  view  of  the  matter, 
often  stating  that  he  believed  God  had  given  him  a  wife  like 
that  in  order  to  keep  him  humble.  It  is  probable  that  others 
of  our  brethren  will  not  be  so  philosophical,  but  I  give  the  in- 
cident for  what  it  may  be  worth,  William  Carey' s wife  refused 
to  go  with  him  when  he  followed  his  he^rt  to  India,  but  he 
did  not  stand  on  that  a  moment.  If  a  preacher  has  a  wife 
who  will  not  help  him  in  his  work,  he  must  do  his  work  with- 
out her  help.  I  know  a  preacher  that  moves  at  short  inter- 
vals, not  on  account  of  his  wife's  health,  but  on  account  of 
her  tongue.  And  there  are  other  men  than  preachers  who  are 
likewise  situated. 

This  dear  sister's  sentence  went  straight  to  my  heart.  In 
many  homes  where  these  Thoughts  are  read  the  wife  is 
**none  too  happy."  There  are  some  animals,  who  by  cour- 
tesy we  call  men,  who,  by  the  very  coarseness  of  their  fiber, 
can  never  divine  the  mainsprings  that  move  a  loyal  and  re- 
fined woman's  life.  And  some  of  these  animals,  strange  to 
say,  are  married  to  women  whose  whole  being  yearns  for 
delicate  attentions  and  tokens  of  affection  of  which  their 
husbands  are  utterly  incapable. 

Yet  other  homes  that,  in  other  and  brighter  days  were  ra- 
diant with  love  and  joy,  are  saddened  now.  The  honeymoon 
bade  fair  to  last  till  the  silver  threads  among  the  gold  fore- 
cast approaching  death,  but  in  an  evil  hour  the  loving  hus- 
band took  to  drink.  He  did  not  think  when  he  began  that 
the  time  would  ever  come  when  strong  drink  would  murder 
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all  this  halcyon  love,  but  now  he  would  for  drink  sell  his  wife 
to  a  life  of  shame  or  barter  his  dead  baby's  shoes.  And 
through  these  bitter  years,  as  she  has  seen  the  serpent  writhe 
about  him  and  fasten  its  fangs  deep  in  her  husband's  heart, 
she  has  gone  down  with  him,  but  her  heart  has  never  ceased 
to  love  him  as  she  loved  him  on  her  wedding  night.  And 
when  he  rots  and  is  put  away  she  will  weep  as  one  bereaved 
and  be  ever  loyal  to  his  memory. 

In  varying  degrees  there  are  such  tragedies  around  us  every 
day.  With  a  million  drunkards  in  our  land  this  blessed  day, 
there  can  but  be  a  million  blighted  homes,  where  pale  and 
stricken  wives  weep  out  their  silent  grief  to  God,  as  the  ones 
they  love  best  of  all  on  earth  neglect  and  curse  them  and  sink 
daily  deeper  in  the  quicksands  that  are  vanguards  of  a  drunk- 
ard's hell. 

The  face  of  that  dear  friend  of  mine,  whose  wife  had  for- 
gotten how  to  express  her  love,  if  she  still  loved,  rises  up 
before  me  as  I  write.  There  are  many  unhappy  hearts  that 
suffer  more  than  any  tongue  can  tell  because  they  have  no 
love.  The  babe  in  arms  is  lulled  to  sleep  when  he  feels  his 
mother's  soothing  kiss  of  love,  and  because  the  babe  grows 
up  and  no  longer  cries,  he  no  less  hungers  for  affection  and 
his  heart  starves  because  the  love  he  once  found  precious  has 
vanished  from  his  life. 

I  make  a  plea  to-day  for  affection.  If  you  love,  tell  about 
it  and  make  the  heart  of  your  beloved  happy  by  love's  endur- 
ing tokens.  Many  heartaches  will  be  cured  if  there  will  come 
back  to  hearts  that  once  softly  spoke  of  love  the  same 
caresses  that  were  theirs  in  earlier  and  happier  years.  It  is 
unspeakably  sad  for  love  to  die  and  yet  it  will  die  if  it  has 
nothing  on  which  to  live.  To  all  who  have  but  lately  been 
joined  in  life  and  heart  I  would  make  plea  that  they 
keep  the  fires  of  love  forever  brightly  burning  on  the  altar 
of  the  heart.     Love  grows  by  what   it   feeds  upon  and  if 
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it  has  no  food  its  death  may  not  be  speedy,  but  it  is  not  less 
sure. 

To  all  who  find  that  they  are  not  happy  in  their  marriage 
relations  I  will  give  this  final  exhortation.  Is  it  not  barely 
possible  that  some  of  this  unhappiness  is  chargeable  to  you? 
Granted  that  your  companion  has  not  always  been  what  he 
should  have  been,  have  you?  It  is  not  often  that  the  fault 
for  this  unhappiness  is  all  on  one  side,  and  it  is  seldom  that 
any  situation  is  so  bad  but  what  it  might  be  worse. 

There  is  an  old  story  to  the  effect  that  once  upon  a  time 
all  the  sufferers  on  earth  came  together  and  laid  their  burdens 
down.  Each  one,  who  was  almost  worn  out  with  the  burden 
he  had  borne  so  long,  took  up  the  burden  of  another  and  went 
on  his  way.  But  he  did  not  travel  far.  Next  day  they  all 
came  back  and  laid  their  new  burdens  down  and  each  was 
glad  to  begin  anew  to  bear  his  old  familiar  sorrow.  So  if, 
dear  heart,  you  often  hunger  and  are  sad,  and  if  life  has  not  to 
you  been  what  you  hoped  for  in  your  happier  and  more  youth- 
ful years,  be  sure  that  very  near  you  as  you  bear  your  pain  in 
silence,  there  are  other  silent  sufferers  who  travel  all  the  way 
in  sadness  that  cannot  be  put  in  words.  Their  faces,  as  the 
world  looks  on  them,  may  seem  glad,  but  their  inner  lives  — 
their  real  lives  —  are  pierced  through  with  many  sorrows. 
And  if  your  life  is  lone  and  sad  and  your  heart  bleeds  because 
it  longs  for  human  love  that  never  can  be  yours,  remember 
God.  In  God's  harvest  fields  there  is  work  for  you,  and  by 
the  veiy  pain  you  suffer  you  will  be  blessed  to  comfort  other 
wounded  hearts.  And  more  than  that,  God  often  clips  the 
wings  of  our  earthly  happiness  and  pride  that  He  may  draw 
us  closer  to  Himself.  May  He  give  grace  and  strength  and 
patience  for  all  who  suffer,  and  for  the  hunger  that  sad  Jiearts 
feel  for  earthly  love,  may  He  recompense  the  love  of  heaven. 
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The  other  day  a  boy  of  some  fifteen  years,  armed  with  a 
letter  of  commendation  from  his  mother,  called  on  me  to  se- 
cure a  position  in  my  office.     He  was  evidently  a  boy  of 
more  than  average  intelligence,  and  spoke  confidently  of  his 
ability  to  make  his  way  if  he  only  had  a  chance.     I  read  his 
mother's  letter  with  unusual  care,  and  took  time  to  patiently 
hear  what  the  boy  had  to  say  in  his  own  behalf.     It  was  a 
sad  story.    The  boy  could  not  stay  at  home  on  account  of  the 
cruelty  of  his  father.     Labor  as  he  would,  his  reward  was 
abuse  and  chastisement.     But  he  said  he  could  have  gone  on 
if  that  had  been  all,  but  he  felt  that  the  time  had  come  for 
him  to  go  to  school  and  his  father  would  never  consent  to  it. 
In  answer  to  my  question  as  to  whether  or  not  his  father  was 
a  Christian  he  said  that  he  was  a  member  of  the  church,  but 
he  did  not  think  he  was  a  Christian. 

You  will  wonder  what  I  said  to  this  refugee  from  a  pro- 
fessedly Christian  home.  I  advised  him  to  go  back  and  stay 
with  his  mother.  While  it  was  evident  to  me  that  his  father 
was  cruel  and  was  not  treating  him  right,  I  felt  he  had  better 
bear  those  ills  he  had  "  than  fiy  to  others  that  he  knew  not 
of."  It  is  bad  for  a  boy  of  fifteen  to  be  unhappy  at  home, 
but  it  is  unspeakably  worse  for  him  to  be  a  friendless  wan- 
derer in  a  land  where  traps  for  boys  are  as  thick  as  leaves  in 
autumn,  and  where  the  chances  are  a  hundred  to  one  that  he 
will  go  to  the  bad.  And  I  told  this  boy  that  it  was  cowardly 
to  forsake  his  mother,  who  was  kind  to  him  and  loved  him, 
when  he  had  grown  large  enough  to  be  some  protection  to 
her  and  a  comfort  to  her  heart. 

This  sad  incident  set  me  to  thinking  about  home  life  in 
general  and  about  the  many  thousands  of  homes  where  these 
pages  will  be  read.  I  wonder  whether  there  are  other  homes 
where  the  father's  thoughtless  cruelty  is  on  the  eve  of  driv- 
ing his  boy  away  from  home,  and  whether  there  are  boys 
and  girls  who  read  these  pages  week  by  week  who  feel  that 
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life  is  hard  for  them  in  its  springtime,  when  it  should  be 
at  its  brightest  and  its  best.  And  so  wondering  I  felt  it  strong 
upon  me  to  say  some  words  about  our  conduct  in  our  homes. 

I  feel  sure  that  there  are  very  few  of  us  that  do  our  very 
best  to  make  home  what  it  ought  to  be.  Beyond  a  doubt 
many  of  us  try,  but  there  is,  I  dare  say,  room  for  improve- 
ment in  us  all.  I  have  often  wondered  why  it  is  that  we  are 
more  polite  to  passing  strangers  than  we  are  to  those  of  our 
own  flesh  and  blood  and  whom  we  love  the  best  of  all  on 
earth.  It  is  sad  that  there  are  some  brothers  and  sisters  who 
snap  and  snarl  at  each  other  like  hydrophobic  dogs.  It  is  a 
slap  and  a  clatter  and  a  bang  with  them  all  the  year  round 
and  they  grow  up  without  ever  having  sat  down  together 
hand  in  hand  and  told  each  other  of  their  love.  Yet,  after  a 
fashion,  they  do  love  each  other,  and  one  would  be  heartily 
bereaved  if  the  other  should  be  called  away  by  death.  They 
formed  the  snappish  habit  when  they  were  little,  and  will  snap 
on  until  they  grow  up  and  go  their  separate  ways  in  life. 
Then  they  will  often  think  with  sad  hearts  about  their  unkind* 
ness  to  each  other  in  their  childhood  home,  which,  with  its 
hallowed  joys,  has  vanished  from  human  sight  forever. 

Then  there  are  some  mothers  that  are  cruel.  It  is  rare 
that  a  mother  means  to  do  it,  but  I  am  sure  it  often  hap- 
pens that  the  mother  herself  drives  her  boy  from  home ;  or 
if  she  does  not  drive  him  away,  he  becomes  soured  in  hi» 
youth  and  believes  himself  a  fit  companion  for  thieves  and 
burglars  because  she  has  taught  him  he  is  bad.  The  mother 
that  censures  harshly  and  hotly,  that  grumbles  fluently  and 
frequently,  and  that  never  praises  or  commends,  has  sadly 
missed  her  calling  in  life.  She  ought  to  have  bought  a  poodle 
dog  and  remained  an  old  maid.  Censure  and  chastisement 
have  their  place  in  the  rearing  of  a  family,  but  commenda- 
tion and  encouragement  should  have  a  larger  place.  I  believe 
thoroughly  in  the  gospel  of  the  peach  tree  limb,  when  it  is 
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needed,  but  it  should  be  used  emphatically  and  rarely.  The 
mother  that  slaps  and  cuffs  her  children  should  study  hogs  a 
little.  No  lady  hog  ever  did  her  offspring  that  way.  When 
the  mother  has  to  punish  her  children  let  her  do  it  soberly 
-and  judicially,  and  never  because  she  is  peevish  or  angry. 
And  the  grumbling  mother  is  the  worst  of  all.  She  makes 
life  a  burden  to  herself  and  to  all  the  rest,  and  drives  the  sun- 
shine forever  from  the  home.  Let  mothers  and  fathers  alike 
strive  to  find  the  best  that  is  in  their  children  and  dwell  some 
on  that.  Praise  where  praise  is  due  will  do  more  to  make 
good,  sturdy,  obedient  children  than  any  chastisement  can. 

There  is  another  feature  of  home  life  that  I  would  doubly 
emphasize.  It  is  the  religious  side.  The  boy  that  came  to 
me  said  his  father  was  a  church  member,  but  he  did  not  think 
he  was  a  Christian.  I  wonder  how  many  professing  fathers 
there  are  who  have  failed  to  secure  the  confidence  of  their 
children.  It  is  natural  for  a  boy  to  believe  his  father  the  best 
man  in  the  world.  His  father  is  his  model,  and  if  that  father's 
life  is  so  crooked  that  his  boy  does  not  believe  in  him,  woe 
be  unto  him  1  We  hear  a  good  deal  about  Christians  living 
right  before  the  world,  and  that  is  of  transcendant  importance, 
but  it  pales  into  insignificance  when  compared  with  living 
right  before  one's  own  children  in  one's  own  home.  Family 
religion  is  the  religion  from  which  neighborhood  religion 
springs.  Unless  the  children  see  some  evidence  at  home  that 
their  parents  are  genuine  Christians,  it  is  doubly  difficult  to 
impress  them  with  the  sacredness  of  religion  at  the  church. 

Family  worship  should  be  a  part  of  the  life  of  every  Christian 
home.  The  Bible  should  be  read  to  the  children  every  day. 
The  chances  are  that  if  they  do  not  become  familiar  with  the 
Scriptures  in  the  home,  that  they  never  will.  If  it  happens 
that  the  head  of  the  family  is  not  a  Christian  and  the  wife  is, 
let  her  conduct  the  worship  in  her  home  and  teach  her  little 
ones  the  way  to  God.  It  may,  after  all,  have  been  left  to  her, 
in  God's  providence,  to  thus  lead  her  husband  to  the  cross. 
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Life  is  passing,  dear  Christian  friend,  and  its  time  of  op- 
portunity will  soon  have  gone  forever.  Our  children  that 
were  little  ones  not  long  ago  are  almost  men  and  women  now. 
They  will  soon  leave  the  home  nest  to  make  their  separate 
ways  in  life  as  best  they  can.  God  help  us  to  so  train  their 
young  hearts  that  when  old  age  shall  come  to  them,  they  will 
look  back  to  the  old  home  as  the  brightest  spot  in  all  their 
lives,  and  love  it  still  with  a  love  as  deep  as  the  depths  of  the 
unsounded  sea. 
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He  ^roti^ht  It  on  Himself r 

HE  other  day  a  friend  and  I  were  engaged  in  conver- 
sation concerning  an  absent  one  in  trouble.  He 
closed  the  colloquy  with  the  remark:  "Well,  I 
don't  sympathize  with  him  much;  he  brought  it  on 
himself/'  My  heart  is  still  pondering  the  sentiment 
that  he  expressed.  After  all,  didn't  all  of  us  bring 
it  on  ourselves?  Adam,  the  father  of  the  race,  led  all  his 
posterity  into  the  blighting  curse  and  ruin  of  sin.  "He 
brought  it  on  himself."  If  he  had  closed  his  ears  to  the 
Evil  One,  he  and  all  the  race  would  to-day  be  basking  in 
Eden's  sunlit  shades.  Because  he  brought  it  upon  himself 
he  never  saw  fair  Eden  any  more,  but  God  did  not  for- 
get him  because  he  sinned.  When  sin  comes  in, 
that  Eden  passes  from  the  view  forever,  and  never- 
more will  its  gates  swing  open  to  invite  us  in.  The  mag- 
nolia blossom  is  as  white  as  driven  snow,  and  as  fragrant  as 
the  fields  of  Lebanon.  One  touch  upon  its  snowy  bosom 
leaves  a  black  and  tarnished  spot  that  ne'er  turns  white  again. 
It  is  so  with  sin.  When  once  the  door  is  open  to  let  it  in, 
the  whiteness  evanishes  forever.  At  this  Eden's  gate  the 
heart  leaves  its  pristine  purity  and  nevermore  can  it  cross 
the  portal  that  leads  back  to  the  ignorance  and  innocence  of 
former  days.  Satan  told  Adam  one  truth  among  his  wilder- 
ness of  lies  when  he  promised  him  that  if  he  ate  the  poisonous 
fruit  he  should  thenceforth  know  good  from  evil.     It  was  so. 
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From  that  moment  till  he  died  he  felt  the  touch  of  that 
shame-breeding  knowledge,  and  the  curses  that  it  brought 
to  him  and  to  every  child  born  into  the  world  since  then, 
have  made  life  a  storm  and  the  earth  a  grave. 

But  because  Adam  sinned  God  did  not  utterly  forsake  him. 
As  with  one  hand  God* closed  the  gate  of  Eden,  with  the 
other  He  opened  the  door  of  Heaven.  As  the  flaming  sword 
gleamed  in  front  of  Eden's  gate  to  forever  shut  the  guilty 
sinners  out,  the  Father  said,  "  the  woman's  seed  shall  bruise 
the  serpent's  head,"  and  then  Christ  opened  Heaven.  There 
was  not  an  angel  that  gave  Adam  up  when  he  had  sinned, 
nor  was  there  in  all  the  armies  of  the  skies  one  voice  to  say : 
"He  brought  it  on  himself;  he  has  no  sympathy  from  me." 
Blessed  be  His  holy  name,  "  God  so  loved  the  world  that  He 
gave  His  only  begotten  Son  that  whosoever  believeth  on  Him 
should  not  perish,  but  have  everlasting  life."  Although  the 
sinner  was  as  guilty  as  any  murderer,  and  although  He  richly 
merited  eternal  woe,  our  Savior  loved  him  as  He  loves  us,  and 
thus  the  man  that  brought  it  on  himself,  in  fact  brought  it  on 
Jesus,  too. 

The  phrase  I  have  quoted,  although  a  preacher  uttered  it, 
is  not  a^Christian  phrase.  It  has  its  root  in  that  selfishness 
that  has  been  the  heritage  of  man  e'er  since  he  felt  the  cor- 
roding touch  of  sin.  To-day,  as  these  words  are  penned, 
there  are  half  a  million  men  in  prison  walls.  Every  criminal 
among  them  "  brought  it  on  himself."  Many  of  them  sinned 
with  eyes  wide  open  and  knew  full  well  the  penalty  that  would 
fall  if  their  crime  were  known.  And  there  are  as  many 
criminals  outside  the  walls  that  have  not  been  caught  up  with 
yet  that  are  as  guilty  as  the  rest.  And  each  one  "  brought  it 
on  himself."  But  just  because  he  did,  shall  our  hearts  be 
closed  against  these  suffering  ones?  God  knows  my  heart, 
and  I  write  it  down  to-day  that  it  bleeds  for  every  undone 
sinner  of  the  race.     It  is  for  no  good  that  is  in  me  that  Gr)d 
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has  saved  me  from  the  slime  and  disgrace  and  shame  that 
have  come  to  them.  There  was  once  a  time  —  it  was  long, 
long  ago,  when  I  was  living  in  the  "West  —  that  I  had  drawn 
a  pistol  with  which  to  kill  a  man.  It  was  a  double-acting 
one,  and  my  finger  had  begun  to  press  the  yielding  trigger. 
In  ten  seconds  more  my  hands  would  have  been  stained  red 
with  human  blood.  Sad,  awful  hourl  But  I  heeded  not  its 
terror.  All  the  hot  blood  in  my  veins  was  boiling  at  a  grave 
and  cruel  wrong.  For  the  moment  I  was  not  myself;  I  had 
gone,  and  had  left  on  the  throne  of  my  soul  that  low,  un- 
heeding other  self  that  has  so  often  made  havoc  in  my  life. 
To  all  intents  and  purposes  I  had  killed  the  man,  for  the  pur- 
pose was  well  formed  and  the  deed  was  being  done.  But 
thank  God,  he  relaxed  his  hold  on  his  own  revolver  and  threw 
up  his  hands.  It  saved  his  life  and  mine,  for  if  our  God  had 
not  thus  intervened  I  had  never  been  a  preacher  nor  a  writer 
of  the  Thoughts  that  have  come  to  be  so  great  a  factor  in  my 
life. 

This  is  not  the  only  time  in  which  God  has  so  saved  and 
shielded  me.  In  ten  thousand  ways  my  feet  have  been  hard 
by  the  precipice  that  overhangs  swift  ruin  and  disgrace.  I 
have  been  so  close  to  its  heart-breakinsf  brink  that  I  could 
hear  the  cries  of  the  lost  and  damned  ones  that  had  missed 
their  footing  and  plunged  madly  down.  I  shake  no  gory 
locks  to-day  at  any  fallen  one  of  Adam's  race.  To  every 
criminal  that  lingers  out  his  life  of  shame  in  prison  walls  far 
from  the  peaceful  shades  of  his  childhood  home,  my  heart  is 
bowed  in  deepest  sympathy.  I  would  love  to  take  each  one 
by  the  hand  and  tell  him  of  our  Lord.  I  would  love  to 
speak  to  him  of  how  the  last  thing  Jesus  did' was  to  save  a 
dying  thief.  I  would  love  to  point  him  to  forgiving  grace 
and  love  —  grace  and  love  so  free  that  even  he,  an  outcast 
from  the  hearts  and  haunts  of  men,  might  come  and  find  full 
pardon  for  his  sins. 
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And  then  there  is  another  class  for  whom  my  soul  is  bowed 
in  deepest  pity.  God  help  the  outcast  woman  1  Ah,  yes,  I 
know  that  she,  too,  "  brought  it  on  herself."  She  let  her 
gentle  and  confiding  love  sweep  her  into  this  life  of  shame. 
She  was  once  as  pure  and  bright  and  true  as  you.  Her  heart 
had  planned  a  future  home  like  unto  the  home  on  which  her 
little  eyes  had  opened  when  she  was  born.  In  that  halcyon 
future  were  husband  and  little  ones  and  flowers  and  song. 
In  an  evil  hour  —  God  help  her  1  —  she  loved  too  well,  and  a 
demon  —  not  a  man  —  robbed  her  of  what  was  more  to  her 
than  hope  or  life.  She  is  an  outcast  now.  Even  the  door 
of  her  childhood  home  ia  closed  in  her  face.  There  is  no 
door  open  to  her  but  the  door  of  hell.  Christian  women  fold 
their  hands  and  say :  "  Let  her  go  on  to  hell ;  she  brought 
it  on  herself."  They  draw  their  skirts  and  pass  by  on  the 
other  side  when  a  poor,  fallen  woman  knocks  at  their  door. 
Society,  that  opens  wide  its  doors  to  the  vile  wretch  that 
wrought  her  ruin,  breathes  out  a  curse  for  her.  "  She  brought 
it  on  herself,"  they  say,  and  all  men  and  women,  as  if  with 
one  accord,  pronounce  her  hopeless  doom.  Poor,  ruined  one, 
my  heart  goes  out  to  you  because  you  have  no  friend  left  but 
Jesus.  I  commend  you  to  His  love.  Down  through  the 
pregnant  centuries  His  voice  rings  out  to-daj^ :  "  Neither  do 
I  condemn  thee  ;  go  and  sin  no  more."  That  Jesus  who  saved 
the  fallen  woman  at  Jacob's  well,  and  sent  her  away  with 
praises  on  her  lips,  will  care  for  you  if  you  will  give  your 
marred  and  blighted  life  to   Him. 

My  final  objection  to  the  sentence  I  have  quoted  is  that  it 
is  a  lie.  We  did  not  bring  it  on  ourselves.  The  Devil 
brought  it  on  us  all.  l^o  soul  if  left  untempted  by  the  Evil 
One,  would  choose  to  die.  It  is  Satan  that  gilds  sin  and 
makes  it  look  like  light  from  Heaven.  It  is  he  who  covers 
up  the  road  to  ruin  with  festoons  of  flowers  and  thus  hides  the 
deadly  vipers  that  hedge  it  in.      ft  is  he  who  digs  pitfalls  and 
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then  leads  thither  the  unwary  feet  God  in  Christ  is  the 
only  Power  that  can  abridge  his  power  in  our  lives.  On  Him 
I  east  my  heart  anew  and  to  Him  again  I  give  my  sinful  life. 
And  may  He  cause  wells  of  sympathizing  love  to  spring  up  in 
all  our  hearts  for  every  weak  and  tempted  soul  on  earth. 

The  excuse  that  "he  brought  it  on  himself  "  is  only  an- 
other way  of  saying,  "  Look  at  me — see  how  good  /ami" 
Though  professing  to  believe  he  is  saved  by  faith  alone,  many 
an  "  upper-ten  "  Christian  may  be  found  afloat  upon  the  raft 
of  self-righteousness,  a  frail  craft  for  the  Sea  of  Eternity. 
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r E  of  the  commonest  and  most  foolish  of  all  sins  is 
that   of  worrying.     Eight  at  the  outset  of  our 
Lord's  ministry  he  set  the  key  for  the  Christian 
dispensation.     "  Be  not  anxious  "  was  the  keynote 
of  His  great  life,  and  although  He  lived  each  day  in 
full  view  of  Gethsemane  and  Calvary,  yet  there  never 
was  a  moment  of  worry  or  anxiety  in  His  crowded  life. 

When  we  take  time  to  calmly  consider  it,  why  worry,  any- 
way? A  friend  says  that  his  father  had  two  mottoes.  One 
was  never  to  worry  about  things  he  couldn't  helj),  and  the 
other  was  never  to  worry  about  things  he  could  help.  The 
things  he  could  help  he  helped,  and  that  put  an  end  to  them. 
The  things  he  couldn't  help  he  left  with  God,  for  He  alone 
can  care  for  those  things  that  are  above  and  beyond  the  power 
and  ken  of  man.  There  would  be  many  an  anxious  heart- 
beat stayed  this  day  if  all  who  love  our  Lord  would  trust  Him. 
We  do  indeed  trust  Him  for  some  things.  The  salvation  of 
our  souls  has  been  once  for  all  committed  to  Him,  and  we 
are  anxious  no  longer  about  that,  but  there  are  ten  thousand 
other  things  which  we  have  reserved,  and  it  is  over  these  that 
we  strive  and  worry  till  our  hearts  in  anguish  bleed. 

The  sick  one  lies  on  his  bed  of  pain  and  wonders  if  he  will 
be  ever  well  again.  He  thinks  of  the  neglected  work  from 
which  he  has  so  strangely  been  cut  off.     There  are  some 

things  about  his  work  that  no  one  else  can  do,  and  important 
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intereets  must  suffer  unless  he  soon  gets  well.  But  there  is 
no  good  in  his  worrying,  but  evil.  Every  time  he  thinks 
about  his  accumulated  work  he  takes  a  step  backward  from 
swift  recovery. 

Then  there  is  the  preacher  who  feels  that  his  day's  work  is 
done.  It  is  not  that  he  is  too  old  to  work,  but  disability  has 
come  in  life's  strong  prime  and  he  is  shelved.  I  had  a  letter 
from  such  an  one  only  a  few  days  ago  and  it  made  my  heart 
bleed  as  I  read  its  piteous  words.  It  seems  to  me  that  this  is 
perhaps  the  saddest  of  all  human  trials.  It  makes  little  dif- 
ference really  one  way  or  the  other  whether  the  store  or  the 
mill  or  the  farm  goes  on.  These  are  temporary,  and  no  eter- 
nal destiny  hangs  on  them.  But  when  the  minister  of  God 
finds  that  he  is  laid  aside,  that  he  can  no  longer  call  sin- 
ners to  repentance,  and  that  it  may  never  again  be  his 
pleasure  to  stand  up  as  an  ambassador  for  Jesus,  then  indeed 
is  the  cup  of  human  sorrow  full. 

But  even  then  he  need  not  worry.  The  God  that  called 
him  into  His  glorious  ministry,  the  God  that  sees  each  tiny 
sparrow  as  it  falls,  will  care  for  the  worn-out  preacher.  In 
days  of  old  when  one  of  God's  preachers  had  sought  the 
desert,  God's  ravens  fed  him  there,  and  when  His  servants 
now  are  out  in  the  pain  and  silence  of  affliction,  the  same 
God  will  seek  and  care  for  them.  And  if  our  dear  brethren 
will  lean  hard  on  God's  strong  arm  they  will  find  strength  to 
help  in  their  time  of  whelming  need 

I  wish  we  might  learn  to  serenely  rest  in  God.  I  wish  we 
might  learn  to  leave  all  our  cares  at  Jesus'  feet  —  to  lock  up 
the  storehouse  of  all  we  have  on  earth,  and  of  our  hearts  as 
well,  and  give  God  the  key.  I  have,  I  think,  sometimes  been 
able  to  "  cast  all  my  care  on  Him,"  but  it  is  only  for  a  little 
while.  In  the  shortest  time  I  find  I  have  taken  all  the  care 
back  again  and  am  as  of  old  groaning  under  its  burden.  But 
it  is  a  sin.     It  is  a  sin  for  you  and  a  sin  for  me.     I  have  seen 
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the  restless  bird  beat  the  walls  of  its  iron  cage  and  leave 
bloodprints  on  its  every  side,  but  it  did  not  help  the  bird.  It 
only  bruised  and  scarred  its  little  body.  The  cage  remained 
the  same,  and  held  the  bleeding  prisoner  as  fast  as  it  did 
before  its  walls  were  crimsoned  with  its  prisoner's  blood. 

I  rode  on  a  train  once,  the  engine  of  which  had  a  '*hot 
box.*'  All  the  rest  of  the  machinery  did  its  work  well,  but 
this  one  axle  had  refused  the  oil  and  was  being  ground  to 
powder.  All  the  running  that  engine  had  ever  done  had  not 
worn  that  axle  as  much  as  that  one  day  with  the  hot-box. 
And  the  work  you  are  doing,  dear  Christian,  is  not  hurting 
you  one-tenth  as  much  as  is  your  worrying.  There  is  one 
remedy  that  will  cure  it  all.  The  great  Physician  will  heal 
this  as  He  has  ten  thousand  other  ills.  Bring  your  burdened 
and  care-worn  heart  to  Him.  He  will  give  you  rest.  It  was 
for  heavy-laden  ones  like  you  and  me  that  Jesus  came  to 
puffer  and  to  die.  His  blood  is  the  balm  in  Gilead  that  has 
healed  the  sin-sick  soul  and  made  whole  the  care-worn  hearts 
of  those  who  love  and  trust  Him  through  all  these  years. 
Bring  Him  thy  burden  and  thou  wilt  find  peace  and  rest.  He 
is  the  cure  for  all  the  worried  and  discouraged  hearts  in  all 
the  world.  Let  it  become  your  watchword  that  **  the  Lord 
omnipotent  reigneth,"  and  then  in  calm  and  in  the  storm,  in 
prosperity  and  in  adversity,  in  health  and  sickness,  the  needle 
of  your  life-compass  will  always  point  to  the  Day-star  of  life 
and  hope  that  is  regnant  in  your  life. 

All  my  life  long  I  have  been  a  nervous,  restless,  worrying 
mortal,  and  have  not  been  much  better  since  I  gave  my  heart 
to  God.  So  this  sermon  I  have  preached  for  you  is  addressed 
to  my  own  poor  heart  as  well.  Let  us  pray  for  each  other 
that  God  will  help  us  to  lean  on  Him.  No  Christian  has  ever 
yet  turned  one  hair  white  or  black  by  worrying  except  anon 
he  has  caused  the  gray  hairs  to  come  more  swiftly  into  his 
own  locks.     God  rules  and  reijrns,  and  His  purposes  will  be 


Digitized  by 


Google 


820  OOUKAGK  AND  OOHFOBT. 

done  in  us,  no  matter  how  much  we  worry  or  complain.     Let 
us  trust  our  all  to  Him,  and  we  will  be  happy  every  hour. 

There  are  not  many  people  who  regard  it  their  duty  to  be 
cheerful.  Most  of  us  are  cheerful  or  morose  according  to 
our  moods,  forgetting  that  man  should  make  his  moods  in- 
stead of  letting  the  moods  make  the  man.  People  who  allow 
themselves  to  become  the  product  of  their  moods  are  usual- 
ly disagreeable  specimens  of  the  race.  Nearly  all  the  cheer- 
fulness in  the  world  is  the  result  of  accident,  feelings;  while 
many  persons  are  habitually  solemn  by  design,  by  down- 
right effort.  Of  course  there  are  occasions  and  scenes  not  a 
few  when  nothing  but  solemnity  is  becoming,  but  these  make 
up  a  small  part  of  the  sum  of  life. 

Cheerfulness  is  a  scriptural  duty.  Solomon  said,  "A  merry 
heart  maketh  a  cheerful  countenance.''  The  Savior  said, 
"  Be  of  good  cheer;  I  have  overcome  the  world."  Yet 
some  Christians  seem  to  think  it  improper  to  smile,  and 
positively  sinful  to  laugh.  They  mistake  smiles  for  grins, 
not  noting  the  great  difference  between  the  two.  Opossums 
and  devils  grin;  babies  and  angels  smile.  That  is  a  pretty 
saying  among  mothers,  that  when  the  sleeping  baby  smiles 
it  is  dreaming  of  angels. 

Of  all  people,  the  Christian  should  be  the  happiest  and 
most  cheerful.  It  is  easy  to  associate  piety  with  a  long  face. 
Solemnity  has  its  uses,  but  it  is  no  evidence  of  piety.  The 
donkey  is  the  most  solemn-looking  of  all  animals,  but  the 
donkey  is  not  pious.  "When  his  face  is  longest  and  his  ears 
droop  lowest,  beware — his  deviltry  has  only  gone  to  his 
heels.  A  cheerful  countenance  and  a  hearty  laugh,  more 
than  groans  and  sighs,  are  indicative  of  a  genuinely  pious 
life. 

Preachers  of  the  gospel  are  much  given  to  solemnity  of 
countenance.  Many  of  them  droop  about  like  Atlas,  as  if 
groaning  under  the   sins  of  the  world.     When  poor  Tom 
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Hood,  poet  and  wit,  author  of  "  The  Bridge  of  Sighs  "  and 
"The  Song  of  the  Shirt,"  lay  dying,  a  minister  was  sent  for 
and  entered  the  sick  room  with  solemn  mien.  The  patient, 
observing  the  good  man's  distress,  turned  to  him  and  said, 
'^My  friend,  your  religion  doesn't  seem  to  agree  with  you; 
where  does  the  pain  lie?"  How  can  the  preacher  expect  peo- 
ple to  take  his  ^eligion  when  it  produces  so  doleful  an  effect 
upon  himself?  Many  people  smile,  smile,  smile,  but  never 
indulge  in  the  luxury  of  a  laugh.  A  smile  stimulates,  but  a 
hearty  laugh,  if  genuine  and  decently  done — not  aguflFaw — 
is  a  real  tonic.  Open,  candid,  warm-hearted,  progressive 
persons  and  races  are  given  to  jollity. 

Many  a  mother,  not  knowing  or  not  remembering  the  duty 
of  cheerfulness,  mopes  about  the  home  from  day  to  day  with 
gloom  written  all  over  her  countenance.  If  the  children 
smile,  it  is  not  with  her,  but  in  spite  of  hen  It  is  hard  on 
a  houseful  of  children  to  be  governed  by  a  tombstone, 
and  have  to  be  always  reading  the  inscription  on  her  face. 
It  is  easy  to  meet  children  on  the  street  and  to  tell  at  a 
glance  whether  they  live  in  cheerful  homes.  A  life  of  fear, 
of  dread,  of  gloom,  soon  carves  its  image  and  superscription 
on  the  faces  of  children  forced  to  live  it.  Every  mother 
should  acquaint  herself  with  the  picture  of  "The  Furies  "  in 
the  Grecian  mythology,  as  an  object  lesson  in  how  not  to 
to  wear  her  face  at  home. 

Cheerfulness  is  largely  a  matter  of  habit,  and  therefore 
subject  to  our  own  regulation— our  own  making  or  unmak- 
ing. Every  man  or  woman  who  amounts  to  much  in  the 
world's  work  has  two  characters — one  which  Nature  gave 
him,  and  another,  much  better,  which  he  has  given  himself. 
Whoso,  under  God's  providence,  has  not  improved  upon  the 
talent  committed  to  him  is  indeed  a  poor  husbandman. 

Some  fathers  are  pleasant  everywhere  and  to  everybody, 

except  at  home  and  to  their  own  children.     They  shed  all 
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their  isuiishiiie  in  the  days  business,  and  bring  home  with 
them  such  gloom  as  frightens  the  children  off  and  sets  even 
the  little  kittens  to  running  away.  The  effort  of  a  child  to 
get  away  and  keep  away  from  its  parents  is  a  reflection  upon 
their  disposition  —  an  unmistakable  mark  upon  their  un- 
lovely character.  There  may  be  one  exception  in  ten,  but 
as  a  rule,  a  child  avoid  its  parents  because  they  are  disagree- 
able company.  The  father  who  finds  his  boy  dodging  him 
should  take  alarm  and  warning,  and  at  once  set  about  mend- 
ing his  own  ways  to  make  them  more  amiable,  more  agreea- 
ble to  children — the  real  test  of  pleasant  manners,  after  all. 
Three-fourths  of  the  criminals  are  unintentionally  driven  into 
crime  by  their  own  parents.  N^o  man  has  a  right  to  poison  the 
atmosphere  which  his  wife  and  children  have  to  breathe.  He 
has  no  right  to  come  home  and  retail  out  to  his  wife  all  the 
vexations  and  cares  that  have  confronted  him  through  the 
day.  Let  the  home  be  bright  and  cheerful  if  all  outside  is 
filled  with  lowering  clouds. 

There  are  some  wives  who  violate  our  Lord's  injunction  to  be 
of  good  cheer.  While  the  husband  and  father  is  away  at  his 
work  the  wife  loads  up  with  unpleasant  things  which  she 
unloads  on  the  poor  man  when  his  day's  work  is  done.  All 
the  rudeness  and  disobedience  of  the  children,  all  the  mishaps 
about  the  barnyard,  all  the  thousand  and  one  vexatious  trifies 
incident  to  her  home  life  she  details  to  her  tired  husband  and 
makes  him  swallow  it  down  with  his  supper.  And  in  retail- 
ing the  perplexities  she  never  takes  time  to  say  a  word  about 
the  pleasant  things,  which,  if  looked  at  right,  far.outnum- 
bered  the  vexations.  Many  a  wife  thus  drives  her  husband  to 
the  lodge  or  the  saloon,  for  what  is  life  to  him  if  in  addi- 
tion to  his  own  hard  work  and  heavy  burdens,  he  has  to  be 
the  dumping  ground  for  all  the  harassing  vexations  of  his 
gloomy-minded  wife? 

One  thing  T  resolved  upon  nhm  our  little  onc^s  were  very 
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young,  and  that  was  that  they  should  have  a  happy  childhood. 
Whatever  of  ill  is  to  betide  them  in  coming  years,  God  knows. 
It  may  fall  to  their  lot  to  pass  through  deep  waters  in  the 
years  to  come.  If  it  be  so  there  is  nothing  that  will  bring 
more  of  comfort  and  joy  to  them  than  the  memories  of  a 
happy  childhood  in  a  Christian  home.  I  believe  this  duty  rests 
with  transcendent  emphasis  on  every  father  and  every  mother. 
Let  our  homes  be  filled  with  sunshine  and  good  cheer ;  love 
the  children  and  tell  them  of  it  often.  If  the  home  is  poor  in 
furnishings  let  it  be  rich  in  cheerfulness  and  love.  If  you 
have  no  moneyed  legacy  to  leave  your  little  ones,  leave  them 
this  higher  and  better  legacy  of  a  cheerful  heart  filled  with 
memories  of  a  sunlit,  happy  home. 

I  have  but  one  other  thing  to  say  and  I  hope  it  will  not 
bring  pain  to  any  heart.  I  do  not  believe  in  wearing  mourn- 
ing costumes.  I  believe  it  is  an  evil  that  all  Christians 
should  discourage.  It  had  its  origin  in  -heathen  customs  and 
is  no  part  of  our  Christian  system.  No  one  has  the  moral 
right  to  carry  gloom  around  with  them  in  that  way.  If  they 
mourn,  it  is  well,  but  let  them  mourn  in  secret  and  not  wear  a 
costume  that  is  an  advertisement  of  their  sorrow.  Besides 
that,  the  one  who  wears  the  mourning  costume  does  herself  a 
wrong.  She  has  no  moral  right  to  enshroud  her  own  life  in 
gloom  and  thus  controvert  the  fact  that  ours  is  a  gospel  of 
hope  and  not  of  despair. 

God  help  us  all  to  fill  our  days  with  sunshine,  and  bring 
light  and  cheerfulness  and  joy  to  every  heart  and  life  that  in 
God's  providence  may  touch  our  own.  For  there  are  songs 
and  happiness  and  good  cheer  in  heaven. 
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;HETHER  the  Christmas  we  celebrate  is  the  anni- 
versary of  our  Savior's  birth  matters  little  if  we 
in  heart  remember  Jesus  and  strive  to  infuse 
M^l^  into  the  day  the  spirit  of  self-sacrifice  and  love. 
It  is  a  shame  that  here  in  the  South  the  day  is  one 
of  hilarity  instead  of  good  gifts  and  worship.  "We 
utterly  forget  the  day  we  celebrate.  "We  miss  the  spirit  of 
our  religion  when  our  Christmas  Day  is  spent  in  selfish 
pleasure,  without  a  thought  of  those  who  suffer  at  our  door. 
It  is  meet  to  refresh  our  hearts  with  memories  of  what  His 
mission  was  on  earth.  The  message  that  the  waiting  shep- 
herds heard  when  angels  came  to  cheer  their  faithful  hearts 
should  be  heard  anew  by  every  one  who  names  our  Savior's 
name.  Let  it  ring  out  anew  on  this  sweet  hallowed  Christmas- 
time and  let  sad  hearts  take  up  the  glad  refrain  and  look  up 
in  hope  to  Him  whose  manger  bed  was  lowly  too,  whose  great 
life  came  in  with  healing  and  forgiving  love,  and  whose  death 
was  crowned  by  speaking  pardon  and  salvation  to  a  thief. 

And  this  brings  me  to  what  I  had  wished  to  say.  Not  only 
in  our  Christmas  times,  but  in  all  our  religious  services  we 
are  wandering  far  from  the  path  our  Savior  trod.  His  mission 
was  not  an  exclusive  mission  to  the  well-to-do  and  moderate 
sinners  whose  lives,  as  we  see  men's  lives,  were  noble  and 
unstained.  On  the  contrary.  He  came  to  save  the  great  sin- 
ners, who  had  sounded  every  note  in  the  gamut  of  unrighteous- 
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iiess  and  touched  the  mudsills  of  depravity  and  crime.  Some- 
times as  I  have  thought  upon  the  army  of  the  lost  —  that 
-army  that  we  never  see  or  hear,  because  it  comes  out  at  night 
when  we  are  sleeping —  my  heart  is  made  to  weep  because  no 
messenger  of  love  and  light  ever  goes  to  them.  They  are 
the  submerged  tenth  who,  it  seems  to  us  who  only  know  them 
through  their  deeds  of  crime,  are  long  ago  past  hope  or  mercy, 
And  whose  hearts  are  sealed  against  the  day  of  God's  wrath. 
But  it  is  not  so.  Anon  there  comes  to  each  of  them  some 
fiwift  and  aching  memory  of  happier  days.  A  gleam  of  light 
that  shone  about  their  youthful  years  struggles  through  the 
intervening  mists  of  sin  and  shame  and  rests  upon  their  cal- 
loused hearts.  Men  who  have  been  dead  these  years  to  all 
the  best  and  purest  things  in  life,  are  stirred  again  as  memo- 
ries of  long  lost  years  revive  and  shed  sweet  incense  en  their 
blighted  lives.  And  there  is  no  time  in  all  the  worl.d  so 
freighted  with  those  tender  memories  as  this  hallowed  day  on 
which  our  Lord  was  born. 

Men,  and  women  too,  for  that  matter,  are  much  like  wolves. 
When  one  of  any  pack  of  wolves  is  wounded  his  fellows  stop 
and  eat  him  up.  This  has  occurred  ten  thousand  times 
among  us  who  have  dared  to  speak  the  Savior's  name.  Let 
a  poor,  defenseless  maiden,  who  has  never  known  before  the 
meaning  of  such  words  as  treachery  and  lust,  make  one  false 
step  because  she  loves,  and  the  rest  of  her  kind  sharpen  their 
teeth  anew  and  eat  her  up.  They  munch  her  bones  and  drink 
her  blood  as  mercilessly  as  would  any  cannibals,  and  close  to 
her  wounded,  breaking  heart  every  avenue  of  hope  that  in 
some  future  day  would  ope  to  her  return.  There  are  more 
than  ten  thousand  ruined  women  in  haunts  of  vice  to-day  who 
would  be  honored  wives  and  mothers  now,  if  in  their  first  sin 
and  shame  some  gentle  hand  had  been  held  out  to  them  and 
some  door  had  been  opened  to  their  return  to  their  old  pure 
lives.     It  is  no  wonder  that  these  sad  hearts,  when  they  weep 
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out  their  sin  and  shame  alone  and  find  no  word  of  hope  or 
love,  turn  away  in  bitterness  of  heart  from  all  their  hopes  of 
heaven  and  begin  anon  to  doubt  that  any  loving  Savior  was 
ever  born  for  them. 

I  am  glad  that  Jesus  did  not  turn  these  Mary  Magdelenes 
away.  When  they,  poor  outcasts,  hated  and  spit  upon  by 
the  sex  that  should  have  helped  them  back  to  purity  and  life, 
came  up  to  Him,  He  reached  out  His  loving  hand  and  bade  them 
be  at  rest.  And  not  only  was  the  thief  saved  on  the  cross, 
but  so  was  Paul,  the  murderer,  saved,  and  since  then  the 
passing  centuries  have  been  mute  witnesses  of  His  saving  love 
that  has  come  to  the  vilest  men  and  women  that  ever  steeped 
themselves  in  sin,  and  brought  them  into  righteousness  and 
peace. 

It  has  seemed  to  me  many  times  that  we  are  altogether  too 
nice  about  our  religion,  anyhow.  The  preacher  is  too  nice. 
He  is  finished  up  too  well.  He  talks  too  much  about  Shake- 
speare and  too  little  about  sin.  He  revels  in  poesy  and  fiction 
and  prates  about  science,  literature,  and  art,  when  the  hearts 
of  those  who  hear  are  hungering  for  the  bread  of  life,  and  in 
a  stone's  throw  of  his  pulpit  sinners  linger  on  the  verge  of 
hell  and  see  held  out  to  them  no  Savior.  And  besides  all 
that,  as  I  said  before,  we  are  so  nice  that  we  have  come  to 
limit  God's  redeeming  grace,  and  teach  by  our  deeds  if  not  by 
our  words,  that  thieves  and  harlots  cannot  be  redeemed. 

Christmas  is  a  blessed  time  in  which  to  reach  their  hearts. 
There  will  come  stealing  into  their  haunts  of  sin  sweet  recol- 
lections of  a  Christmas  day  in  childhood.  They  will  think 
again  of  the  old  home  and  the  little  trundle  bed  on  which  they 
slept  in  those  sweet  years.  Visions  of  a  shadowy  form  that 
went  to  their  little  stockings  in  the  dead  of  night  and  left 
tokens  of  a  mother's  love,  will  come  to  their  sin-scarred 
hearts.  The  songs  that  mother  sang  and  the  psalms  of  praise 
she  read  from  God's  blest  book  will  come  like  songs  of  angels 
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and  bring  longings  for  a  reunion  with  their  dead  when  life  is 
done.  Do  not  forget,  dear  readers,  that  many  of  the  lost  — 
the  sadly  lost  —  came  out  from  homes  like  yours  and  mine. 
And  do  not  forget  that  but  for  God's  loving  grace  you  or  I 
would  be  outcast  to-day  and  wandering  far  from  all  we  knew 
and  loved  in  other  days.  And  if  I  had  wandered  far  from 
that  love  and  purity  my  mother  held  so  sacred,  and  the 
Christmas  time  had  come  again,  I  know  my  heart,  however 
lone,  and  sick,  and  sad,  would  go  back  and  live  again  those 
better  days  when  I  was  with  her  in  my  childhood  home.  And 
I  would  long  to  be  as  she  prayed  then  I  would  be  when  I 
became  a  man.  Again  would  come  to  me  her  dying  words, 
and  in  heart  I  would  once  more  stand  beside  her  grave.  If 
in  such  a  time  a  messenger  of  God  would  come  to  me  would  I 
not  gladly  hear  his  words?  And  would  it  be  too  much  to 
hope  that  I  might  even  then  find  rest  and  peace? 

Let  the  Christmas  time  be  glad.  Let  little  children,  in  the 
gifts  that  loving  hands  bestow,  see  that  greatest  Gift  the 
Father  gave  to  all.  Let  gentle  hands  make  gifts  to  all  the 
poor  that  linger  near.  Let  the  widow's  heart  be  glad  be- 
cause her  orphan  children  are  not  forgotten.  Let  the  sick 
ones  feel  the  touch  of  loving  hands  upon  their  fevered  brow, 
and  let  the  aged  and  infirm  be  gladdened  with  tokens  of  our 
love.  But  in  all  these  goodly  deeds  let  none  of  us  forget 
what  the  angel  said :  "  Thou  shalt  call  His  name  Jesus,  for 
He  shall  save  His  people  from  their  sins."  Let  Jesus  as  the 
Savior  of  sinners  —  vile,  outcast,  and  calloused  sinners — be 
the  watchword  of  this  anniversary  of  our  Savior's  birth. 

We  will  recall  many  faces  of  our  departed  loved  ones  as  we 
think  of  other  days  like  this.  Sweet  voices  that  resounded 
once  with  love  and  cheer,  and  spoke  words  of  sympathy 
and  peace  to  those  who  suffered  and  were  sad,  will  echo  in 
hearts  anew.  They  are  hushed  here  evermore.  And  as  we 
think  of  them  let  us  make  the  most  of  this  day,  remembering 
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that  soon  —  how  soon  God  knows  —  we  too  will  sleep  while 
others  praise.  Let  the  golden  moments  witness  our  good 
deeds  and  hear  our  words  that  bring  hope  back  to  sorrowing 
hearts.  For  some  Christmas  day  will  come  and  find  us  gone 
to  our  eternal  home. 
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J  HERE  is  a  great  deal  in  a  name.  It  seems  natural 
to  associate  the  name  of  Washington  with  great 
achievements,  and  there  is  scarcely  a  more  majes- 
tic name  in  all  history  than  that  of  Abraham  Lin- 
coln, one  of  the  greatest  of  American  statesmen.  The 
same  is  true  in  literature.  The  very  names  John  Mil- 
ton and  John  Bunyan  suggest  their  enduring  work  for  God 
and  men. 

Many  men  have  been  named  from  their  achievements. 
Scipio  Africanus  was  so  named  from  his  conquest  of  Africa. 
Abraham's  name  was  changed  to  Abram  because  he  was  to 
become  the  father  of  a  multitude.  Jerome  thinks  that  Saul 
was  changed  to  Paul  because  of  his  conquest  of  the  heathen- 
ism of  the  proconsul  Paulus. 

Be  these  names  as  they  may,  we  are  sure  of  one  thing, 
and  that  is  that  the  name  of  Jesus  has  a  far-reaching  signifi- 
cance to  all  the  races  of  men.  When  the  angel  announced 
to  Joseph  the  fact  of  the  Savior's  approaching  birth,  the 
heavenly  messenger  also  proclaimed  His  name:  *' Thou 
shalt  call  His  name  Jesus."  And,  as  if  to  answer  a  query 
in  Joseph's  mind,  he  added:  "For  He  shall  save  His  people 
from  their  sins."  The  very  word  meant  a  deliverer  and  a 
Savior.  So  that  at  the  threshold  of  the  Lord's  life  we  are 
confronted  with  the  significance  of  His  name  —  a  significance 
as  broad  as  time  and  as  deep  as  eternity. 

The  transcendent  greatness  of  the  Son  of  Man  centered  in 
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the  significance  of  His  name.  It  is  true  that  Jesus  was  niar- 
velously  great  in  a  thousand  ways.  As  a  teacher  He  has 
never  had  a  peer.  His  teaching  was  never  pedantic,  stilted, 
or  strained.  There  are  some  teachers  who  overshoot  their 
pupils,  and  give  them  credit  for  an  intelligence  they  do  not 
posse^.  Jesus  gauged  with  faultless  precision  the  capacity 
and  receptiveness  of  each  one  taught,  and  suited  to  each  "  his 
meat  in  due  season." 

And  certninly  there  UjBver  was  such  a  philosopher  as  Jesus. 
Socrates  and  Plato  and  Confucius,  all  groping  in  the  darkness 
and  mist  of  heathen  heresies,  brought  some  truth  to  light, 
but  it  was  so  blended  with  idolatry  and  superstition  that  the 
world  is  little  better  for  their  having  lived.  Jesus  gave  to  us 
the  only  true  philosophy  of  life,  which  is  to  use  the  golden 
hours  which  men  call  time  in  preparing  for  the  life  to  come. 
How  sweet  it  is  to  rest  unflinchingly  on  the  gracious  precepts 
of  our  Lord.  "  Be  not  therefore  anxious  for  the  morrow,  for 
the  morrow  will  be  anxious  for  itself.  Sufficient  unto  the  day 
is  the  evil  thereof."  Let  the  overburdened  heart  come  here 
and  rest.  Let  the  restless  and  the  anxious,  who  toss  upon 
their  pillows  through  the  watches  of  the  night,  lean  hard 
upon  the  bosom  of  Him  who  spoke  so  sweetly  of  the  drooping 
lilies  and  the  yielding  grass.  He  loves  us  more  than  He  does 
all  the  flowers  of  the  field  and  all  the  birds  that  cleave  the  sky. 
Be  not  anxious,  oh,  thou  tempest-tossed,  for  if  He  sees  each 
helpless  sparrow  as  it  falls  and  paints  the  fragrant  lilies  that 
live  but  for  a  day.  He  will  much  more  clothe  and  feed  and 
shelter  each  of  us. 

The  greatness  of  Jesus  manifested  itself  also  in  His  work 
for  the  bodies  of  the  sick  and  suffering.  It  is  no  wonder  that 
He  was  call  the  Great  Physician.  In  Palestine  when  He  was 
in  the  fiesh  there  were  not  many  physicians,  and  the  art  of 
modern  surgery  was  unknown.  Every  tenth  man  was  blind. 
Is  it  any  wonder  that  the  suffering  thousands  pressed  sore 
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upon  Him?  The  roofs  were  torn  up,  the  sick  yearned  even 
to  touch  His  garments,  and  some  met  Him  in  the  way  to  plead 
for  palsied  ones  at  home.  And  He  heard  the  prayers  of  all. 
No  sufferer  ever  came  to  Jesus  without  finding  surcease  of 
pain. 

He  not  only  healed  them,  but  He  ministered  unto  them. 
He  not  only  healed  their  pain-racked  bodies,  but  He  cured 
their  sin-sick  souls.  He  looked  beyond  the  outward  suffering 
and  bound  up  the  broken  heart.  The  worst  of  all  life's  suffer- 
ing is  painless.  On  some  cheerless  pillow  there  rolls  from  side 
to  side  through  all  the  night  a  hot  and  sleepless  brain.  There 
is  no  pain,  and  no  pain  that  ever  came  to  rack  a  man  with 
torture  can  compare  with  the  painless  suffering  of  a  sleepless 
brain.     Jesus  can  heal  that,  and  give  "  to  His  beloved  sleep.'' 

At  the  grave  of  Lazarus  He  found  no  pain,  but  there  were 
two  bleeding  hearts.  And  as  He  looked  upon  the  tear-stained 
faces  of  the  bereaved,  He  wept.  And  so  He  comes  to-day 
into  every  home  where  sadness  reigns  and  pours  out  His  loving 
heart  in  sympathetic  tears.  I  never  have  believed  that  Jesus 
wept  for  Lazarus,  although  the  bystanders  thought  He  did. 
He  knew  full  well  that  Lazarus  would  soon  come  back  to  life 
again.  He  blended  His  tears  with  those  of  the  bereaved  and 
stricken  sisters  as  He  blends  His  tears  with  ours  in  every 
time  of  pain.  He  indeed  weeps  with  those  who  weep,  and 
lingers  at  the  grave  when  any  of  His  children  are  mourning 
for  their  dead.  And  He  weeps  not  for  those  who  eleep,  for 
He  knows  that  soon  they  shall  rise  again,  but  with  us  who 
are  left  behind  to  henceforth  walk  life's  thorny  path  alone. 

But  Jesus  was  greatest  as  a  Savior.  His  real  mission  was 
inwrought  in  His  name.  *^He  shall  save  His  people  from 
their  sins."  There  is  something  divinely  majestic  in  salva- 
tion. Even  the  dignity  and  grandeur  of  saving  a  human  life 
is  unspeakable  in  its  majesty.  Once  I  met  an  old  sea  captain 
who  had  saved  more  than  a  dozen  men  from  watery  graves. 
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lie  was  as  simple  in  his  greatness  as  a  little  child,  and 
seemed  all  unconscious  of  his  courage  and  renown.  To 
me  he  was  one  of  the  greatest  men  I  had  ever  known.  I 
know  a  sweet  young  lady  of  queenly  character  whom  I  de- 
light to  count  among  my  friends,  She  was  always  a  grand 
character,  but  not  long  ago  while  off  at  a  distant  school,  she 
saved  a  girl  from  drowning.  I  have  not  seen  her  since  then, 
but  I  long  to  take  her  hand  and  tell  her  that  her  courage  in 
saving  a  human  life  has  crowned  her  queen. 

Jesus  does  more  than  save  life.  He  saves  from  sin.  As 
much  longer  as  is  eternity  than  time,  is  the  work  of  saving  a 
soul  greater  than  the  rescue  of  a  human  life.  So  hen*  the 
Son  becomes  the  "  mighty  God,  the  everlasting  Father  and 
the  Prince  of  peace."  And  to  all  who  think  with  me  to-day 
upon  the  kingly  life  that  lie  poured  out  for  us,  I  long  to  bring 
this  thought :  The  gieatest  thing  of  all  the  works  of  God  and 
men  is  to  save  a  soul  from  death.  We  cannot  bring  Jesus  to 
the  lost.  Only  the  Holy  Spirit  can  do  that.  But  we  can 
bring  the  lost  to  Jesus.  And  in  our  weak  way  we  can  be  the 
means  in  God's  hands  of  saving  men.  This  is  how  we  are 
"  co-workers  with  God."  Many  a  time  my  heart  has  yearned 
to  take  the  hand  of  every  reader  of  these  Thoughts  and  bid 
him,  bid  her.  Godspeed  in  the  Master's  work.  So  do  I  long 
to-day  to  press  this  truth  on  every  heart,  that  our  mission  is 
to  rescue  the  lost.  God  help  us  to  remember  the  meaning  of 
the  name  of  Jesus,  and  take  it  with  us  through  every  hour  of 
every  day  until  life's  evening  time. 

"Till  then  I  would  Thy  love  proclaim 
With  every  fleeting  breath. 
And  may  the  music  of  Thy  name 
Refresh  my  soul  in  death." 
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fHEKE  are  few  preachers  who  have  not  preached  on 
1^^  the  parable  of  the  Prodigal  Son,  and  there  can  be 
^^  but  few  Christians  who  have  not  at  some  time 
studied  this  "pearl  of  the  parables."  Leaving  out 
as  to  whether  the  prodigal  represented  the  Gentiles 
and  the  elder  son  the  Jews,  and  the  speculative  theo- 
ries concerning  the  significance  of  the  robe  that  was  put  on 
the  prodigal,  and  the  fatted  calf  that  was  slain  for  him,  we 
have  in  this  parable  one  of  the  most  touching  pictures  our 
Savior  ever  drew. 

Every  father  knows  how  his  own  heart  goes  out  after 
his  son.  In  years  long  gone  my  father,  when  admin- 
istering needed  discipline  to  me,  would  tell  me,  truly,  that 
he  would  rather  take  a  whipping  than  to  whip  me.  T 
thought  as  a  child  when  my  father  chastised  me  that  he  was 
angry,  but  I  know  now,  for  he  has  told  me,  that  many  a  time 
he  has  hid  himself  and  cried  like  his  heart  would  break  when 
he  had  whipped  one  of  his  children.  And  I  know  that  in 
many  a  home  to-day  from  whose  portals  the  prodigals  have 
gone  there  are  broken  hearts  and  silver  hair  and  furrowed 
cheeks,  and  that  at  the  little  window  that  overlooks  the  road 
there  sits  a  mother  at  her  work  all  day  long  and  looks  anon 
for  the  return  of  the  wandering  one.  And  that  in  field  and 
shop  and  oflSce  there  are  loving  fathers  whose  burdened  hearts 
yearn  hourly  for  the  loved  ones  that  have  gone  out  as  prodi- 
gals into  the  cold,  unsatisfying  world.     And  I  am  glad  —  my 
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poor  heart  leaps  for  joy  —  when  I  remember  that  there  is 
hope  for  each  and  all  of  these,  and  that  in  some  sweet  day  to 
come  the  wanderer  may  return. 

Jesus  plainly  says  that  this  one  *^came  to  himself."  He 
went  away  with  the  devil's  self,  but  came  at  last  back  to  his 
real  self.  It  is  useless  to  deny  that  there  is  some  sort  of 
pleasure  in  riot  and  dissipation.  "  He  wasted  his  substance 
with  riotous  living."  There  is  a  season  of  enjoyment  to  the 
debauchee  and  the  drunkard.  But  it  is  short-lived.  It  is  like 
the  exhileration  of  the  boatman  who  unconsciously  lingers  on 
the  crest  of  'N'iagara,  and  exults  in  his  expertness  as  his  frail 
bark  poises  for  the  final  leap.  Satan  does  beguile  and  does 
allure  and  does  make  the  prodigal  rejoice  for  a  season.  This 
is  before  the  wanderer  comes  to  himself.  I  doubt  not  that  in 
homes  where  these  lines  are  read  there  are  young  men  and 
maidens  who,  while  they  have  not,  like  this  prodigal,  left  their 
earthly  homes,  are  yet  wandering  far  from  their  Creator. 
They  are  spending  their  substance  in  riotous  living — their 
substance  of  money,  of  sleep,  of  brain,  of  heart,  of  character. 
Their  parents  warn  them  and  pray  for  them,  but  all  in  vain. 
They  are  asleep  —  as  truly  asleep  as  was  Samson  when  Delilah 
lowered  him  from  the  majesty  of  a  conquering  giant  to  a  blind 
weakling  grinding  like  a  woman  at  a  mill.  The  allurement, 
while  it  lasts,  is  "as  deadly  as  the  Upas  of  the  desert.  It 
enchants,  it  deadens,  it  destroys. 

To  all  these  prodigals  —  prodigals  from  God  and  strangers 
to  His  love  —  I  would  bring  a  message  of  life  to-day.  Oh, 
Father,  may  they  come  to  themselves  to-day !  There  is 
salvation  full  and  free  in  the  Father's  house.  In  a  little 
while  longer  they  will  have  wasted  all  and  passed  the  line  that 
shall  forever  seal  their  doom.  "  At  last  it  biteth  like  a  ser- 
pent and  stingeth  like  an  adder."  Satan  enchants,  but  it  is 
but  for  a  season.  I  once  heard  of  a  detective  who,  in  order 
to  arrest  a  dangerous  criminal,  first  went  to  him  as  a  friend 
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and  secured  work  with  him.  Day  by  day  they  toiled  to- 
gether, this  criminal  and  this  sleuth-hound  who  sought  his 
life.  The  detective  lingered  with  him  till  all  suspicion  was 
disarmed,  and  one  day  after  work  hours  induced  the  criminal 
to  play  with  a  pair  of  handcuffs  he  had  bought.  The  criminal 
put  his  hands  through  the  manacles  and  the  detective's  hour 
had  come.  "  Snap  "  went  the  lock  and  all  was  over  with  the 
fugitive,  who  had  thought  himself  far  removed  from  danger. 
It  is  at  last  that  Satan's  manacles,  which  had  been  toys  be- 
fore, forever  bind  the  sinner's  hands,  and  then  Satan  leads 
him  where  he  will. 

I  wonder  if  among  all  who  shall  read  these  Thoughts  to-day 
there  will  be  a  prodigal  son  or  daughter  who  has  wandered 
far  from  the  old  childhood  home  and  God,  and  who  has  begun 
to  be  in  want.  I  wonder  if  even  now  they  may  not  awake 
and  come  to  themselves,  and  go  back  to  the  old  home  where 
forgiving  love  and  tender  kisses  have  waited  all  these  years. 
If  one  wanderer,  who  long  since  turned  his  back  on  home  and 
mother,  reads  these  words,  I  pray  God  he  may  face  about  and 
turn  his  steps  back  to  the  dear  old  home.  There  are  hungry 
hearts  there  that  have  loved  and  waited  through  all  the  pain- 
ful years.  All  their  music  since  you  left  them  in  the  long  ago 
has  been  set  in  a  minor  key.  The  little  sunshine  that  has 
come  to  them  has  been  clothed  upon  with  the  shadows  that 
enshroud  their  hearts.  Those  hungry  eyes  have  looked  for 
your  return  as  men  search  for  their  loved  ones  among  the 
bodies  cast  up  by  the  sea.  I  plead  with  you  to  go  back  to 
them  to-day.  If  you  cannot  go  at  once,  write  them  a  tender 
letter  of  )'our  love,  and  ask  their  pardon.  As  m  the  parable, 
the  father  lingers  even  now  beyond  the  gate  to  bid  you  wel- 
come. Down  through  the  trees,  far  out  upon  the  road,  he 
has  looked  ten  thousand  times  before.  Oh,  go  back  home, 
dear  prodigal,  and  make  the  last  days  of  the  folks  at  home 

glad  with  love  and  joy. 
22 


Digitized  by 


Google 


^38  COURAGE  AND  COMFORT. 

I  am  glad  that  in  the  father  of  the  prodigal  as  so  sweetly 
told  by  our  Lord,  we  see  a  picture  of  our  loving  Father  in 
heaven.  I  once  thought  that  God  was  angry  with  all  who 
sinned.  I  do  not  think  so  now.  He  loves  every  wanderer 
with  love  unspeakable,  and  yearns  for  him  to  come  to  Him. 
Does  not  our  Savior  say  that  "  God  so  loved  the  world  that 
He  gave  His  only  begotten  Son?''  Love  is  the  fountain 
from  which  all  goodness  springs,  and  it  was  for  the  great  love 
wherewith  He  loved  us  when  we  were  dead  in  sin  that  Christ 
was  sent  to  be  our  Savior.  God  loves  the  prodigal  child. 
The  door  stands  open  for  his  return.  The  choir  of  heaven 
sings  its  sweetest  songs  when  the  prodigal  comes  home.  The 
Father  meets  him  as  he  goes  to  meet  the  Father,  and  kisses 
away  his  tears.  May  His  Spirit  move  upon  the  hearts  of 
earth's  wanderers  to-day  and  bring  them  back  to  God,  who 
has  never  ceased  to  follow  them  with  His  mercies,  and  who, 
even  in  their  sorest  wanderings,  loves  them  with  a  Father's 
love. 

The  teachings  of  our  Savior  everywhere  abound  in  stiik- 
ing  pictures  illustrating  great  truths.  One  of  these  pictures 
— which  is  sufficient  to  leave  an  indelible  impress  on  every 
heart  that  sees  it — is  the  one  in  which  He  describes  two  forms 
of  prayer.  In  one,  the  self-righteous  man  stands  on  the  street 
corner  where  no  man  can  fail  to  see,  and  with  confident  face 
uplifted  in  full  view  of  all,  thanks  God  that  he  is  not  like 
other  men ;  that  he  is  ceremonially  pure  and  good,  and  that 
he  is  unlike  the  poor  Publican,  who,  a  little  distance  from  him 
removed,  with  head  prone  upon  his  breast,  and  with  not  cour- 
age or  self-confidence  to  so  much  as  lift  his  eyes  to  heaven, 
prays:  ''  Lord,  be  merciful  to  me  a  sinner." 

We  have  in  this  picture  an  impressive  lesson  concerning 
prayer.  The  Pharisee,  if  he  had  been  as  good  as  he  professed, 
had  no  need  of  prayer.  He  was  like  the  young  man  w^ho,  fall- 
ing down  at  the  feet  of  the  Savior,  asked  what  he  might  do 
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to  inherit  eternal  life,  Jesus,  looking  upon  him,  loved  him, 
and  enjoined  him  to  keep  the  commandments,  knowing  full 
well  that  whatever  might  be  the  young  man's  views  of  his 
spiritual  state,  he  had  not  done  so.  With  a  self-conscious 
heart,  the  young  man  said:  '*  These  have  I  kept  from  my 
youth  up."  Jesus  then  applied  the  touchstone  to  his  heart 
and  enjoined  him  to  sell  all  his  goods  and  give  the  proceeds 
to  the  poor.  It  is  no  wonder  that  at  this  injunction  the  young 
man's  countenance  fell.  Not  only  his  countenance  fell,  but 
his  soul  fell,  and  the  scriptural  narrative  that  he  *'  went  away 
sorrowful "  points  the  most  pathetic  moral  in  all  the  Word  of 
God. 

The  Pharisee,  to  whom  reference  has  been  made,  was  of 
this  same  complexion.  Self-satisfied,  proud-hearted,  digni- 
fied, well-dressed,  ceremonially  clean,  and  in  good  health,  he 
felt  no  sense  of  the  great  need  of  the  Savior  that  rested  upon 
the  heavy  heart  of  the  conscious  sinner,  who,  hard  by,  was 
struggling  up  toward  light  and  God. 

The  Publican's  prayer  is  our  prayer.  There  comes  never 
a  time  in  the  life  of  any  man,  saint  or  sinner,  when  he  cannot 
bow  his  head  in  reverent  prayer,  and  say  these  words,  "  God 
be  merciful  to  me  a  sinner."  Before  conversion,  it  is  almost 
the  only  prayer  that  can  be  prayed.  In  passing  through  the 
travail  of  conviction,  repentance  and  faith  in  Christ,  the 
whole  being  is  permeated  with  this  sinner's  prayer.  I  have 
known  souls,  who,  in  the  extremity  of  their  struggle  toward 
the  light,  have  come  to  a  point  where  no  other  prayer  could 
be  prayed,  and  even  to  a  still  further  point  where  this  prayer 
could  only  be  prayed  in  groans.  When  the  light  shines  in 
and  the  soul,  having  been  adopted  into  the  heavenly  family, 
is  at  peace  with  God,  this  prayer  does  not  go  out  of  date.  It 
abides  through  all  the  years ;  it  is  a  prayer  to  be  prayed  by 
the  little  child ;  by  the  growing  youth ;  by  the  young  man, 
fired  with  the  first  flush  of  strength  and  power;  by  the  man 
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of  mature  years  who  feels  upon  him  all  the  solemn  weight 
that  comes  with  advancing  life ;  by  the  old  man,  who,  with 
"  tottering  step  and  slow  "  lingers  hard  by  the  river's  brink  ; 
by  the  dying  patriarch,  who  with  trembling  hand  and  falter- 
ing voice,  lingers  at  the  door  of  death  —  indeed,  there  is 
never  a  time  or  a  place  in  life  when  this  sinner's  prayer  is 
not  appropriate. 

There  are  many  children  who  have  trouble  with  their  A  B 
C*s.  In  the  old-time  school  the  A  B  C's  were  the  first  things 
to  learn.  Full  well  do  I  remember  how,  as  a  country  school- 
teacher in  the  long  ago,  I  struggled  hard  with  many  little  chil- 
dren to  impart  the  alphabet.  I  see  before  me  as  these  words  are 
penned,  the  faces  of  these  little  ones,  some  of  whom,  when 
this  hard  task  was  done,  would  look  up  smilingly  into  my  face 
with  an  air  of  victory  that  would  have  challenged  the  brush 
of  any  painter.  The  little  fellows  thought  when  the  alphabet 
was  done  with  that  they  were  done  with  their  A  B  C's,  but 
not  so.  The  next  day,  in  the  old-time  Webster's  speller, 
when,  having  "turned  a  leaf,"  the  first  thing  they  saw  were 
these  same  letters.  The  lesson  began  a-b,  ab ;  i-b,  ib ;  o-b, 
ob ;  u-b,  ub,  and  there  were  the  A  B  C's  again.  It  was  so  all 
through  the  book.  On  every  page  in  some  form  or  another 
came  the  ubiquitous  A  B  C's.  Not  only  in  the  speller  was 
it  so,  but  in  the  reader,  in  the  grammar,  in  the  arithmetic,  in 
the  higher  mathematics,  and,  indeed,  they  were  the  ground- 
work in  all  the  range  of  literature. 

It  is  so  with  this  sinner's  prayer.  When  a  man  is  saved, 
his  relation  to  God  is  changed.  He  is  no  more  a  "  stranger 
and  foreigner,"  but  becomes  a  child  of  the  household  of  God. 
His  position  is  changed  from  that  of  an  alien  and  an  enemy 
of  the  Father  to  a  friend  and  brother  and  a  joint  heir  with 
Jesus  Christ.  In  conversion,  the  soul  is  redeemed,  but  the 
body  is  composed  of  the  same  old  flesh  and  blood,  and  this 
will  be  true  until  life's  burden  is  laid  down,  and  the  redeemed 
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spirit  goes  on  to  be  with  God.  The  redeemed  soul  rests  no 
longer  under  God's  eternal  judgment.  Having  accepted 
Christ  the  soul  is  freed  from  the  law.  Not  indeed  is  it  freed 
from  the  moral  law,  but  it  is  freed  from  the  ceremonial  law, 
and  is  transferred  from  the  domain  of  law  into  the  domain  of 
gi'ace.  While  it  is  true  that  a  saved  man  is  a  child  of  God 
and  is  a  joint  heir  with  Jesus  Christ,  and  of  all  the  rich  treas- 
ures provided  by  our  heavenly  Father,  he  is  still  a  sinner,  and 
full  many  a  time  through  the  on-coming,  swift-passing  years, 
he  will,  like  the  down-cast  Publican,  smite  upon  his  breast 
and  pray  the  sinner's  prayer,  "Lord  be  merciful  to  me  a 
sinner."  He  strives  ever  and  oft  to  escape  from  his  cage ; 
he  tries  this  manacle  and  that ;  he  flies  against  the  cold,  cruel 
walls  that  hedge  him  in,  and,  like  the  imprisoned  eagle,  looks 
afar  to  the  mountain  eyrie,  that  is  bathed  in  eternal  light, 
and  longs  to  soar  on  up-bearing  pinions  to  that  happy 
sphere.  But  the  things  of  life  and  time  still  hedge  him  in, 
and  living  in  life's  lowlands  and  miasma,  he  breathes  in  its 
poisons  with  every  breath,  and  every  hour  of  every  day 
must  needs  look  up  into  the  Father's  face  and  cry  out  for 
mercy. 

It  never  has  been  entirely  clear  to  me  that  the  story  of  the 
prodigal  son  was  the  story  only  of  a  soul  unredeemed.  In 
many  of  its  essential  elements  it  is  the  story  of  a  saved  man 
who  was  for  long  years  happy  and  contented  in  his  Father's 
house.  He  was  in  his  pew  on  every  Lord's  day  morning; 
he  was  at  prayer-meeting  on  Wednesday  night ;  his  name 
was  on  every  list  of  contributors;  his  voice  was  heard  in 
the  advocacy  and  defense  of  every  righteous  cause.  He  was 
a  manly  man,  was  this  bi'ight,  happy  son  in  the  Father's 
house.  Alike  through  sun  and  storm,  he  laid  himself  out 
for  the  advancement  of  the  Redeemer's  cause.  Somehow, 
one  day,  Satan  entered  into  his  life  and  he  wandered  off;  he 
went  into  a  far  country ;  he  turned  his  back  on  the  church 
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which  has  been  his  home;  upon  the  prayer-meeting,  wliere 
oft  his  soul  had  fed  on  things  of  God;  upon  the  Sunday 
school,  where  he  was  wont  in  days  gone  by  to  go  each 
Lord's  day  morning,  and  from  all  those  hallowed  influences 
that  so  largely  entered  into  the  make-up  of  his  life.  He 
took  his  church  letter  out  and  put  it  in  his  trunk ;  he  joined 
himself  to  a  citizen  of  a  far  country  in  order  that  he  might 
transact  his  business  as  the  world  is  wont  to  do.  I  do  not 
know  how  long  it  was,  but  one  day  "he  came  to  himself" 
and  he  began  to  be  in  want.  Memory,  sharper  than  a 
dagger's  point,  and  more  penetrating  than  the  X  rays,  came 
back  to  his  heart  and  flooded  his  soul  with  recollections  of 
those  happy  days  when  in  the  old-time  church  he  fed  upon 
God's  word,  and  his  soul  was  filled  with  the  songs  of  heavenly 
nightingales  whose  music  made  melody  sweeter  than  any  that 
this  world  can  give.  One  day  he  was  found  praying  the 
sinner's  prayer.  In  his  rags  and  tatters,  far  from  home, 
and  mingling  with  the  swine,  he  said,  "  My  Father  is  rich  and 
he  treats  his  slaves  better  than  I  am  faring  here ;  I  will  arise 
and  go  to  my  Father."  It  was  a  long  journey  away,  but  a 
short  journey  back.  The  man  who  has  wandered  from  God 
a  great  many  years  can  get  back  to  God  in  a  minute's  time, 
if  he  will  lay  down  his  wanderings  and  from  the  depths  of  a 
penitential  heart,  pray  the  sinner's  prayer. 

I  am  glad  this  story  of  the  Publican  was  told  by  our  Savior. 
It  has  given  me  comfort  in  many  a  time  of  trial  and  distress. 
It  gives  me  comfort  every  day,  and  the  greatest  comfort 
of  all  is  that  whenever  a  sinner  of  any  kind,  anywhere, 
from  his  heart  prays  this  prayer,  the  loving  Savior  hears, 
and  the  wandering  one  is  taken  to  the  loving  Father's 
heart. 
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iABY  was  buried  yesterday;  and  now,  as  I  write, 
^  the  rain  is  falling  on  its  little  grave.  I  saw  the 
little  suiferer  before  she  died.  I  knew  then  that 
very  soon  the  dew  of  death  would  gather  on  her  face. 
When  the  news  came  that  the  little  one  was  dead,  one 
who  was  standing  by  remarked:  "Ah,  well,  it  was 
only  a  little  child:  what  does  it  matter?  It  is  best  that  she 
is  gone.''  And  this  is  the  world's  philosophy.  When  I  was 
a  child  I  went  with  my  mother  to  see  a  strange  baby  put 
into  its  little  grave.  Although  the  years  have  lengthened 
since  that  day,  and  more  than  three  decades  of  time  now  in- 
tervene, I  see  that  weeping  mother  as  I  saw  her  then.  I  see 
the  little  coffin  that  held  her  little  one,  and  I  see  her  kneel- 
ing by  it  for  the  last  time.  I  hear  her  stifled  sobs  as  she 
looks  upon  that  baby  face,  so  sweet  and  pale  and  still.  In 
my  childish  ignorance  I  wondered  why  she  wept  so  much 
for  such  a  little  child.  I  know  now.  But  it  was  not  until 
our  own  sweet  baby  lay  cold  in  death  that  I  knew  why  that 
mother  wept  as  she  did  in  that  day  of  long  ago. 

Yes,  the  baby  is  dead.  To-day  the  rain  is  falling  on  hei 
little  grave.  Even  now  as  I  write,  the  footprints  of  those 
who  loved  her,  and  of  those  who  made  the  little  mound  above 
her  cofiln,  are  already  gone,  for  the  rain  has  fallen  hard  and 
fast.     But  the   footprints   of    the   baby   still   abide   in    the 

mother's  heart.     Long,  long   davs  will  come  and   go,  and 
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long,  long  nights  will  join  their  predecessors  in  the  darkness 
of  the  past,  but  the  footprints  of  the  baby  will  linger  in  the 
hearts  of  those  who  loved  her  until  they,  too,  have  heard  the 
summons  of  the  King. 

Not  long  ago,  as  we  were  packing  up  our  things  to  move, 
his  mother  and  I  again  looked  at  the  playthings  that  our  own 
sweet  baby  loved.  He  was  more  than  two  and  a  half  yeai-s 
old  when  he  joined  the  choir  invisible,  and  many  were  the 
toys  that  he  had.  They  remain  just  as  they  were  when  God 
took  him  home  twelve  years  ago.  In  the  trunk  where  his 
mother  placed  them  they  abide.  There  was  no  question  as 
to  whether  we  should  move  them.  No.  But  we  went  to- 
gether, as  we  have  often  done,  and  together  looked  again 
upon  the  toys  that  our  baby  loved,  and  the  little  shoes  and 
frocks  our  baby  wore.  We  did  not  talk  about  them,  because 
neither  of  us  could.  But  tears  gathered  in  our  eyes  again, 
as  they  have  done  each  time  we  have  touched  these  sacred 
relics  of  a  happier  day.  There  were  the  little  shoes  that  were 
almost  worn  out  at  the  toe.  Many  were  the  times  I  have 
seen  him  come  to  meet  me  with  them  on,  and  I  remembered 
well  how  proud  he  was  when  he  wore  them  first.  This  rainy 
day  I  see  his  baby  eyes  peeping  at  me  through  the  palings  in 
the  old  yard  gate  and  I  hear  again  the  sound  of  childish 
laughter. 

Does  it  matter  that  a  baby  dies?  Don't  ask  me.  Go  and 
ask  some  one  that  never  knew  a  baby's  love,  and  that  never 
felt  the  touch  of  baby  arms  around  its  father's  neck.  Go  and 
ask  those  hearts  that  never  knew  what  hunger  was  for  love 
that  has  gone  to  come  back  no  more.  Go  and  ask  ears  that 
never  heard  the  echo  of  baby  feet  nor  the  sound  of  baby 
laughter  in  the  home.  Ah,  it  matters  when  a  little  baby  dies. 
Those  who  never  knew  what  an  empty  cradle  means  cannot 
enter  here.  These  are  sacred  portals  that  no  feet  can  press, 
except   those   feet  that  have  stood  around  the  baby's  open 
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grave.     The  little  grave  looks  small  to  those  who  never  knew 
a  baby's  love ;  but  to  broken  mother-hearts  the  mound  that 
covers  the  baby's  little  grave  is  bigger  than  all  the  world,  for 
her  fondest  hopes  and  deepest  joys  were  buried  in  this  self- 
same grave. 

I  know  it  is  easy  to  philosophize  —  for  other  people.  I  once 
knew  a  man  who  loved  with  all  his  heart,  and  yet  who  had  no 
love  in  return.  He  told  me  that  the  woman  that  he  loved  was 
kind  to  him,  and  often  sought  to  show  him  the  folly  of  it  all. 
It  was  easy  for  her  heart,  that  felt  no  love,  to  philosophize  for 
him,  but  all  her  cold  philosophy  did  not  feed  his  starving  heart 
nor  help  him  when  he  tried  to  break  his  chain.  The  friend 
who  said,  "It  does  not  matter;  it  is  only  a  little  child,"  had 
never  felt  the  loss  that  had  fallen  on  other  hearts  and  on  an- 
other home.  It  is  easy  to  tell  the  weeping  mother  that  God 
knows  best.  And  this  is  so.  But,  oh,  dear  brother,  this 
does  not  bring  back  the  baby  to  her  arms  nor  fill  the  empty 
pillow  where  he  slept.  Forever  and  for  aye  there  will  come 
in  upon  the  stricken  heart  the  memory  of  a  childish  face,  and 
in  dreams  by  night  and  waking  dreams  by  day  she  will  tra- 
verse the  hours  that  came  and  went  when  baby  played  about 
her  knee. 

Would  the  wounded  heart  bring  baby  back  again?  When 
the  sorrow  is  fresh  upon  the  heart,  yes  1  A  thousand  times, 
yes  !  But  when  the  years  have  come  and  grown  old  and  died, 
and  when  the  empty  heart  learns  more  and  yet  more  of  what 
life  and  all  its  sorrows  mean,  and  when  gray  hairs  have  be- 
gun to  come,  then  the  heart  would  not  answer  thus.  At  first 
I  could  almost  reach  down  into  the  grave  to  bring  him  back, 
or  reach  up  into  Heaven  and  clasp  him  in  my  arras  again,  but 
not  so  now.  The  last  time  I  knelt  alone  beside  his  grave  I 
said  to  the  all-loving  and  all -seeing  God :  '' Dear  Father,  it 
is  well."  The  years  have  grown  longer,  and  life's  burdens 
have  increased  since  we  laid  him  in  his  little  grave,  but  the 
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grave  remains  the  same.  No  heart-aches  come  to  the  little 
child,  for  these  long  years  he  has  been  with  his  God,  Not 
one  wave  of  trouble  rolls  across  that  peaceful  breast.  The 
voice  that  was  here  hushed  by  pain  resounds  in  Heaven,  and 
the  sorrows  and  temptations  and  heart-hunger  that  has  come 
to  me  will  never  be  known  to  him. 

So  I  would  take  that  weeping  mother  by  the  hand  to-day 
and  say  in  gentle  accents  in  the  language  of  our  Lord: 
''  Thou  knowest  not  now,  but  thou  shalt  know  hereafter." 
The  first  rain  is  falling  on  the  baby's  grave,  and  you  are 
doubly  sad,  but  oh,  dear  stricken  heart,  remember  that  no 
more  rain  will  ever  fall  into  the  baby's  life.  While  you  weep 
and  are  sad,  the  baby,  with  a  harp  of  gold,  sings  in  the  choir 
of  Heaven.  And  know  this,  that  to  the  end  of  life  you  will 
love  other  little  children  more  and  be  next  of  kin  to  every 
suffering  heart  that  weeps  beside  a  tiny  grave. 

Full  many  a  time  as  I  have  felt  the  hot  blood  mounting  to 
my  brain  and  have  been  tempted  to  do  a  rash,  impulsive  deed, 
a  baby  hand  has  seemed  to  come  to  lead  me  back  to  paths  of 
peace.  And  as  I  have  sought  to  write  these  Thoughts  from 
week  to  week,  and  have  stood  up  to  warn  sinners  of  their 
coming  doom,  I  have  seemed  to  see  a  baby  face  and  feel 
around  my  neck  the  clinging,  loving  arms  of  a  little  child. 
So,  after  all,  dear  heart,  the  baby  is  not  dead,  but  lives  in 
every  thought  and  action  of  our  lives.  God  has  sanctified 
his  loss  to  the  eternal  gain  of  other  hearts,  and  has  tempered 
our  bereavement  with  the  grateful  tears  of  those  who,  by  His 
grace,  our  untold  sorrow  has  enabled  us  to  help. 

Yes,  when  God  calls  me  home,  I  want  to  sleep  beside  our 
child.  It  is  there  my  mother  also  sleeps,  and  it  is  there  by 
those  two  peaceful  graves  you  all  must  lay  me  when  I  die. 
In  a  world  so  full  of  inconstant  love,  and  so  cursed  by  ingrat- 
itude and  sin,  it  is  sweet  sometimes  to  think  of  the  love  of 
my  dear  mother  and  of  our  baby  child.     Their  love  was  pure. 
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unsullied  and  enduring,  and  had  in  it  double  kinship  to  the 
love  of  Heaven.     When  I,  too,  have  gone  home  I  want  my 
body  to  be  laid  where  these  are  sleeping,  and  at  the  trump  of 
God,  I   will  once  more  take  them  in  my  arms  —  my  angel 
mother  and  our  angel  child. 

There  are  two  incentives  to  visit  a  graveyard,  each  at- 
tracting its  class  of  visitors.  One  is  to  linger  at  the  last 
resting-places  of  our  loved  dead  and  think  upon  their*  many 
noble  qualities.  This  kind  of  pilgrimage  to  the  city  of  the 
sleeping  dead  is  made  by  the  good,  the  noble,  and  the  true. 
The  other  incentive  to  visit  a  graveyard  —  and  this  is  charac- 
teristic of  many  who  have  not  had  the  advantages  of  civilized 
life  —  is  that  of  reassuring  one's  self  that  some  enemy,  con- 
quered in  war,  abides  in  his  grave  and  is  powerless  to  rise 
again  to  battle. 

Divesting  this  incentive  of  all  the  atmosphere  of  savagery 
that  hovers  about  it,  I  have  thought  that  to  the  Christian 
there  must  be  a  sublime  pleasure  in  visiting  the  graveyard 
where  old,  once  cherished,  but  sinful  and  destructive  habits 
lie  buried.  Every  one  of  us  has  such  a  graveyard.  Once 
this  corroding  sin  tempted  us  sorely.  It  seemed  stronger 
than  the  lion  which  confronted  Samson  until  we,  like  Samson, 
found  strength  to  tear  it  in  sunder.  It  is  of  profit  then  to 
go  and  see  each  Goliath's  grave,  long  since  overgrown  with 
grass  and  now  sunken  in  with  age.  But  just  over  there  is  a 
new-made  grave,  the  grave  of  some  darling  sin,  that  we  car- 
ried in  our  bosom  all  too  long.  It  lingered  there  until  it 
almost  became  a  cancer,  but  by  the  grace  of  God  it  was 
plucked  out  and  now  is  encoffined  and  entombed. 

And,  dear  Christian,  if  it  is  true  that  as  our  loved  children 
and  friends  go  on  to  God  our  treasures  grow  in  heaven,  it  is 
no  less  true  that  as  this  other  graveyard  grows,  we  draw 
nearer  to  Him  who  gave  Himself  that  we  might  be  saved. 

We  may  rejoice  in  the  hope  of  the  resurrection  of  loved 
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ones  gone,  but  while  we  thus  rejoice,  let  our  hearts  be  glad 
because  so  many  of  our  sins  have  been  overcome  and  are 
buried  out  of  sight  forever.  For  them  let  there  be  no  resur- 
rection. Let  the  dust  of  ages  cover  them.  Let  the  very 
stones  that  mark  their  tombs  rot  and  die,  and  as  we  journey 
on,  may  this  graveyard  grow,  until  at  last,  by  the  sanctifying 
grace  of  God,  we  approach  in  character  our  grand  Example 
and  feel  the  radiant  light  of  His  countenance  illuminating 
every  thorny  maze  of  our  toilsome  journey. 
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HE  only  way  to  achieve  great  success  in  life  is  to  be 
s^^  controlled  by  one  dominant  idea.  Paul,  the  great 
w  ^  Apostle  to  the  Gentiles,  said,  "  This  one  thing  I 


do/'  His  doing  of  the  one  thing  shut  him  out  from 
ioiiig  a  thousand  other  things,  any  of  which  he  might 
liavD  done  well,  for  he  was  a  man  of  resources,  but  he 
yielded  to  no  temptation  that  led  him  aside  from  the  one  pas- 
sion to  preach  the  gospel  of  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ. 

Not  all  cranks  are  successful,  but  all  highly  successful  men 
are  cranks.  That  is  to  say,  their  hearts  and  lives  are  filled 
with  a  single  purpose.  The  trouble  with  Christians  is  that 
they  try  to  do  so  many  things  that  they  fail  of  their  highest 
usefulness.  I  know  preachers  who  have  four  or  five  avoca- 
tions. They  scatter  their  energies  as  the  old  shot-gun  scat- 
ters shot,  and,  while  making  a  great  deal  of  noise  in  the  world, 
practically  accomplish  nothing. 

I  wish  it  might  come  to  pass  that  every  man  that  has  been 
called  of  God  as  a  preacher  might  do  that  and  nothing  else, 
so  help  him  God,  as  long  as  he  lives.  Of  course  it  takes  a 
great  deal  of  faith  to  step  out  on  God's  promises,  but  it  is 
only  through  faith  that  great  deeds  are  accomplished. 

Furthermore,  I  wish  that  everyone  would  become  thor- 
oughly inspired  with  some  one  great  purpose,  and  bend  every 
energy  to  its  accomplishment.  Anything  that  is  worth  living 
for  is  worth  dying  for  if  need  be.     Paul  was  not  only  a  man 
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of  great  life  purpose,  but  he  had  ambitiousness  of  aspiration 
which  caused  him  to  reach  out  for  great  things.  He  had  no 
time  for  the  sordid  cares  of  life,  because  he  was  filled  com- 
pletely with  his  great  purpose  of  winning  souls  to  the  Master. 

It  might  be  worth  while  for  many  a  Christian  to  make  it 
his  life-work  to  lead  some  one  sinner  to  Christ.  Old  soldiers 
know  that  the  soldier  who  in  battle  never  took  aim  at  anyone 
man  never  hurt  the  enemy.  The  rifleman  that  simply  shot  at 
the  opposing  army  never  hit  anything,  but  it  was  the  man 
who  took  steady  aim  at  some  one  man  in  the  opposing  forces 
whose  work  counted  on  the  battle-field.  One  of  the  worst 
troubles  with  our  Christian  work  is  the  utter  absence  of  a 
singleness  of  purpose  in  our  work  of  winning  souls  to  Christ. 

We  fire  away  at  all  creation  in  our  sermons,  our  talks,  and 
our  literature,  and  hit  nothing.  A  good  hunter  singles  out 
one  deer  out  of  a  herd  and  brings  him  down,  and  if  we  would 
succeed  in  winning  souls  to  Christ  we  must  apply  this  thought 
of  singleness  of  purpose  to  our  work  of  evangelization. 

Think  of,  talk  of,  pray  with  and  for  one  sinner  in  the 
meeting  that  is  being  held,  and  the  chances  are  that  sinner 
will  be  brought  to  a  knowledge  of  our  Savior.  Let  us  all 
emphasize  the  thought  of  having  a  purpose  in  everything  we 
undertake  and,  under  God,  of  adapting  the  means  to  the  end. 
God  blessed  Paul's  life-work  above  that  of  any  man  that  has 
lived,  and  he  will  so  bless  us  if  we  like  Paul  can  say,  "  This 
one  thing  I  do,''  and  like  Paul  can  always  have  in  full  view 
the  crown  of  life  which  God,  the  righteous  Judge,  shall  give 
us  at  that  day. 

]^one  of  us,  of  course,  are  so  simple  as  to  believe  that  we 

are  to  live  always,  or  that  we  shall  have  another  chance  at 

life  after  this  is  ended.     Sober  second  thought  will  cause 

each  of  us  to  remember  that  this  life  will  be  short  at  best, 

and  that  we  shall  surely  never  have  another  chance  to  make 

it  what  it  ought   to   be.     Death   settles  everything,   both 
23 
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as  to  this  life  and  the  life  to  come.  Seeing  this  great  truth, 
it  would  seem  that  evcM-y  one  of  us  would  have  some  distinct, 
well-defined  life  purpose.  Beyond  a  doubt,  however,  the 
majority  of  all  the  people  born  into  the  world  go  through  life 
aimlessly,  and  have  no  line  of  labor  or  oonduct  marked  out. 

The  fact  is  that  life  is  so  short  that  it  is  practically  impos- 
sible for  any  one  of  us  to  successfully  follow  more  than  one 
line  of  action,  and  it  will  be  something  for  abiding  gratitude 
to  God,  if  we  follow  that  one  line  of  action  successfully.  The 
man  that  aims  at  nothing  is  sure  to  hit  it.  It  is  quite  easy, 
indeed,  to  live  without  a  purpose,  and  to  die  without  having 
accomplished  anything  worthy  of  a  human  life.  But  the  pur- 
pose of  existence  is  entirely  thwarted  if  one  lives,  hoping  and 
striving  to  accomplish  nothing. 

I  would  desire  especially  to  impress  it  upon  the  minds  of  the 
younger  people,  that  in  order  for  them  to  succeed  in  life  it  is 
imperatively  necessary  for  them  to  decide  upon  a  life  work, 
under  the  guidance  of  God,  and  bend  every  energy  to  the 
accomplishment  of  that  purpose.  I  believe  the  tendency  of 
the  times  is  to  educate  our  young  people  away  from  the  old 
ideas  of  humble  efforts  and  honest  toil,  but  I  am  sure  that  in 
so  far  as  this  tendency  prevails,  it  is  full  of  deadly  peril  to 
the  rising  generation. 

"  The  groves  were  God's  first  temples,''  and  the  most  hon- 
ored of  God's  chosen  servants  have  been  men  of  the  fields 
and  forests.  Abraham  was  a  herdsman,  and  John  the  Baptist 
received  his  training  in  the  mountains  that  were  far  removed 
from  the  ebb  and  flow  of  human  prejudice  and  passion.  I 
would  not  encourage  any  young  man  to  make  it  his  life  pur- 
pose to  enter  into  any  one  of  the  professions  if  Providence 
opens  his  way  to  stay  on  the  farm.  It  is  better  to  accomplish 
a  good  purpose  in  an  humble  sphere  than  it  is  to  fail  of  accom- 
plishing anything  in  a  wider  and  more  difficult  field. 

But  whatever  may  be  our  lot  in  life,  let  us  work  with  a  will. 


Digitized  by 


Google 


ONENESS  OF  PURPOSE.  355 

and  strive  with  an  energy  worthy  of  tlie  gift  that  is  in  ns. 
Greatness  is  not  measured  by  the  talents  that  we  have,  but  by 
the  use  we  make  of  them.  I  never  shall  forget  as  a  farmer 
boy  how  the  corn  and  cotton  rows  were  laid  off.  The  plow- 
man would  set  a  high  stake  at  the  end  of  each  row,  and  do 
his  best  while  making  the  row  to  go  exactly  to  that  stake. 
He  did  not  always  make  a  straight  row,  even  with  his  stake 
as  a  help  to  him,  but  I  observed  that  the  ones  who  had  no 
stakes  never  had  straight  rows  at  all.  In  our  life-work  let  U8 
learn  wisdom  from  the  plowman,  and  fix  our  eyes  upon  a  goal, 
working  to  reach  it  day  by  day,  until  our  task  is  done. 

The  Holy  Spirit  says  that  we  should  covet  earnestly  the 
best  gifts ;  that  is  to  say,  if  I  am  a  farmer,  I  must  strive  to  be 
the  best  farmer  in  the  world.  If  I  am  a  lawyer,  I  must  study 
day  and  night  to  master  my  profession,  that  I  will  stand  at 
its  head ;  and  if  I  am  a  preacher,  I  must  preach  better  than 
Spurgeon,  if  I  can.  N^o  one  of  us  should  be  satisfied  to  be 
less  useful  and  less  successful  in  our  sphere  of  life  than  one 
whose  efforts  have  been  crowned  with  the  greatest  rewards. 
Paul  says,  "  this  one  thing  I  do,"  and  the  reason  so  many  of 
us  fail  of  accomplishing  anything  is  that  instead  of  doing  one 
thing,  we  strive  to  do  a  dozen  things,  and  fail  in  all. 

The  only  way  to  succeed  in  life,  as  I  said  before,  is  to  bend 
every  energy  to  the  accomplishment  of  one  noble  purpose. 
This  is  doubly  trae  of  our  work  in  the  Christian  life.  Some 
have  gifts  as  pastors,  some  as  evangelists,  some  as  teachers, 
and  others  have  gifts  as  Sunday-school  superintendents,  and 
others  as  deacons.  There  are  yet  others,  and  these  are  the 
majority  of  all  the  Christians,  to  whom  it  is  given  to  be  sim- 
ply members  of  the  church,  occupying  no  official  position. 
But  because  such  is  their  sphere,  their  responsibility  is  not 
less  in  their  sphere  than  the  pastor's  is  in  his. 

Whatever  may  be  our  lot  in  Christ's  service,  let  us  strive 
with  our  whole  heart  to  give  to  Him  the  best  that  is  in  us  of 
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service,  of  contribution,  of  sacrifice.  There  is  a  difference  be- 
tween the  amount  that  a  quart  measure  and  a  half  bushel 
measure  will  hold,  but  there  is  no  difference  in  them  when 
they  are  both  full,  because  each  is  working  up  to  its  full 
capacity.  It  would  not  do  for  a  quart  measure  to  refuse  to 
work  because  it  could  not  hold  as  much  as  a  half  bushel  meas- 
ure. 

It  is  a  part  of  our  duty  to  help  God  to  bring  to  pass  what 
we  pray  for.  There  should  be  two  elements  in  every  prayer 
— the  element  of  faithful  trust  in  God  and  of  willing  service 
to  God. 

The  man  that  prayed  for  the  mountain  to  be  removed  from 
before  his  door  might  have  accomplished  something  if,  after 
his  prayer,  he  had  taken  a  spade  and  a  wheelbarrow  and  be- 
gun to  shovel  dirt.     No  man's  praying  is  worth  a  fig  that 
doesn't  do  his  best  to  bring  about  the  very  thing  he  asks  God 
to  do  for  him.     Fred  Douglass  sagely  says  that  he  prayed 
long  for  freedom,  but  never  got  it  till  he  answered  his  prayer 
with  his  feet.     God  never  does  for  a  man  what  the  man  can 
do  for  himself.     Where   our  strength  ends,  God's  strength 
begins.     The  prayers  for  temperance  reform  and  prohibition 
have  been  enough  to  fill  the  world  with  books,  if  all  were 
printed,  but   our   boys  will   go  tramp,  tramp,  tramp,  down 
through  the  saloon  door  to  hell  as  long  as  Christian  men  pray 
on  Sunday  for  temperance,  and  go  on  Monday  into  a  political 
caucus  with  whisky-sellers.     The  saloon  has  no  fear  of  tem- 
perance talk    and    unaided   temperance   prayer;  the   cause 
will  win  when  people  vote  as  they  pray — when  temperance 
prayers  are  transmuted  into  prohibition  ballots. 
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*l'LL  many  a  time  in  these  poor  Thoughts  I  have 
W^>W\  t^^^^l  t^  impress  upon  the  heerts  of  all  the  duty 
s.n  T  ^£  being  tendei,  kind,  and  forbearing  >vith  our 
loved  ones.  Within  a  few  days  the  death  angel  has 
come  into  the  homes  of  two  of  our  much  loved  pas- 
tors, and  sweet,  cherished  children  have  been  laid  to 
rest.  I  have  also  a  letter  from  a  bright,  industrious  young 
man  who  mourns  the  death  of  his  mother.  I  quote  his  words, 
to  show  the  sorrow  that  abides  when  mother  dies:  — 

^'  I  know  that  you  can  realize  in  some  measure  how  great 
a  loss  my  mother's  death  has  been  to  me.  She  was  my  best 
friend  and  companion  in  my  childhood,  and  although  of  late 
years  I  have  been  more  away  from  her,  and  God  knows  not 
as  attentive  to  her  as  I  should  have  been,  still  my  love  for 
her  has  but  increased,  and  it  seems  as  if  I  never  can  get  over 
her  death.  I  know  that  I  never  appreciated  her  fully  and 
her  loving  kindness  to  me  until  now  it  is  too  late.  I  know 
her  greatest  wish  was  to  have  me  become  an  honest,  upright 
man,  and  I  shall  try  with  all  my  heart  to  live  the  life  I  know 
she  yearned  for  me  to  live/' 

Poor  boy  I  My  heart  goes  out  to  you  in  this  time  of  su- 
preme trial.  And  I  so  much  hope  and  pray  that  your  dear 
mother's  death  may  c^ise  your  heart  to  love  your  mother's 
God. 

In  this  sad  letter  we  read  the  history  of  almost  every  human 
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life.  I  know  this  young  man  has  unnumbered  thousands  of 
companions  in  this,  that  he  lived  so  long  with  his  Christian 
mother  and  appreciated  her  so  little.  We  never  know  how 
much  love  means  till  love  is  dead.  "When  our  tears  fall  on 
the  pale  faces  of  our  dead  they  are  more  often  tears  of  peni- 
tence than  tears  of  grief.  We  indeed  weep  for  the  loved 
one  gone,  but  more  truly  do  we  weep  because  we  loved  them 
all  too  little  before  they  died,  and  we  ofttimes  failed  in  appre- 
ciation of  their  goodness  and  their  tender  love  to  us. 

The  rain  comes  down  —  blest  gift  of  God  —  to  refresh  the 
thirsty  earth.  But  we  care  little  for  the  rain  that  falls  each 
day.  It  is  only  when^  the  parching  drouth  comes  on  us  that 
we  give  real  thanks  to  God  for  rain.  So  with  our  loved  and 
cherished  friends.  They  are  with  us  every  day.  They  have 
always  been  with  us.  Never  was  there  a  day  when  we  failed 
of  their  help  and  counsel.  We  feel  that  the  even  journey  of 
our  lives  will  never  be  disturbed.  Our  mother's  face  that 
bent  above  the  trundle  bed  will  smile  on  us  when  we  come 
to  die. 

Sad  illusion  I  In  such  an  hour  as  we  think  not,  the  Lord 
will  come  to  take  a  jewel,  even  from  our  home.  It  may  be 
mother'  that  will  go.  It  may  be  father.  It  may  be  brother 
or  sister.  We  do  not  know.  But  the  growing  graveyards 
warn  us  that  the  time  of  separation  comes  nearer  every  hour. 

If  this  be  true  —  and  God  knows  it  is  —  it  should  incite  us 
all  to  be  kind  and  gentle  with  those  we  love.  Harsh,  cruel 
words  that  wound  the  hearts  of  those  we  love  to-day  will 
come  back  to  us  in  days  to  come  like  poisoned  arrows,  and 
will  smite  a\&  sorely  when  our  loved  ones  die.  In  view  of 
that  sad,  solemn  hour  I  wish  sincerely  I  had  never  said  an 
unkind  word  in  all  my  life.  And  most  of  all,  I  wish  that  I 
had  never  let  one  harsh  or  hasty  word  escape  my  lips  to  bring 
sadness  to  those  who  are  dearer  to  me  than  all  else  the  world 
contains. 
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But  while  this  letter  of  my  sadly  burdened  friend  is  full  of 
tears,  it  has  behind  the  cloud  a  glint  of  light  and  hope.  His 
mother's  death  has  made  him  hope  to  be  a  better  boy.  God 
grant  it  may  be  so.  Her  sublime  hope  in  Jesus  that  grew 
brighter  as  the  end  drew  near,  has  left  a  ray  of  light  upon 
her  boy.  May  it  lead  him  to  the  path  his  mother  trod  and 
cause  his  heart  to  cleave  unto  his  God. 

To  all  Christian  fathers  and  mothers  let  this  letter  also 
bring  this  precious  thought,  that  if  the  children  seek  not 
the  Savior  now,  it  may  be  that  when  God  calls  us  home  and 
they  look  upon  the  cold,  pale  face  of  their  dead,  they  will 
turn  to  God.  It  has  been  so  full  many  a  time  and  will  be  yet 
many  times  again.  If  we  live  right  and  train  our  children  for 
Heaven  and  for  God,  they  will  remember  it  when  we  are  gone. 
God  help  us  all  to  live  as  we  shall  wish  we  had  lived  when  we 
come  to  die. 

It  ought  to  be  a  comfort  to  every  Christian  to  remember 
that  Jesus  was  tempted  in  all  things  as  we  are.  Enoch, 
who  walked  with  God;  Elijah,  the  courageous  and  true; 
John  the  Baptist,  the  lion-hearted ;  the  brave  and  impetuous 
Peter— all  these  were  not  only  tempted,  but  they  yielded  to 
temptation  in  their  day,  and  John  actually  doubted  that 
Jesus  was  the  Messiah  after  he  got  in  jail. 

It  makes  us  glad  that  Jesus,  although  tempted,  was  without 
sin,  and  it  is  not  less  consoling  when  we  review  our  uneven 
and  imperfect  lives,  to  know  that  even  the  very  kingliest 
soldiers  that  ever  fought  by  the  Master's  side  were  them- 
selves marred  by  temptations  and  scarred  with  sins.  Yet, 
after  all,  if  we  lean  hard  and  strong  on  Jesus  vm  need  not 
be  so  tossed  about  with  the  besetments  of  the  evil  one.  It 
is  not  a  sin  to  be  tempted ;  let  ns  thank  God  for  that.  We 
cannot  keep  the  robber  from  hallooing  at  the  gate,  but  we  are 
not  obliged  to  open  the  door  and  invite  him  in.  We  cannot 
keep  the  birds  from  flying  over  our  heads,  but  we  can  keep 
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them  from  building  nests  in  our  hair.  A  Christian  should 
fight  temptations  as  he  would  the  devouring  flames  that 
sought  to  smother  out  his  life.  And  we  should  always  re- 
member that  when,  by  God's  Spirit,  we  «lay  the  lion,  as 
Samson  did,  after  a  while  we  will  learn  what  Samson's  riddle 
meant  —  that  there  is  feasting  and  rejoicing  at  the  grave  of  a 
vanquished  sin. 

Satan  always  tempts  us  at  our  weakest  points.  More  like 
him  than  anything  else  in  this  respect  is  the  fence-breaking 
cow ;  she  always  gets  in  at  the  weakest  place  and  keeps  get- 
ting in  there.  Perhaps  no  reader  of  these  lines  will  ever  be 
tempted  to  rob  a  train,  or  murder  a  man  for  money,  but  verily 
there  are  many  grievous  sins  that  are  neither  train-robbing 
nor  murder.  Many  a  pious  church  member  who  has  money 
and  who  never  thought  of  robbing  a  train,  robs  God  every 
day  of  his  life.  Which  is  the  worse?  Covetousness  is  his 
weak  point  and  there  is  where  the  devil  nabs  him. 

And  so  it  is  in  this  poor  life  of  journeying  and  sojourn- 
ing. Tempted  and  tried,  buffeted  by  Satan,  sometimes 
wandering,  and  anon  clothed  and  in  our  right  mind,  resting 
peacefully  at  the  Savior's  feet.  So  may  it  ever  be.  We  are 
not  perfect  yet.  If  we  were  we  wouldn't  be  in  this  poor 
world.  If  one  of  us  should  chance  to  become  entirely  sancti- 
fied, in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye  we  would  travel  in  a  chariot 
of  fire  as  did  Elijah,  to  the  bosom  of  God.  But  we  can 
resist  the  devil  —  always,  everywhere,  under  all  circum- 
stances, and  our  Savior,  who  Himself  passed  through  the 
fiery  ordeal,  will  be  with  us  as  He  was  with  the  Hebrew  chil- 
dren when  plunged  into  the  furnace  of  fire.  Let  ue  trust 
Him  and  He  will  deliver  us. 
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iS  EVER  shall  forget  ray  first  pair  of  red-top  boots. 
'^  After  the  close  of  the  war  my  father  moved  from 
^  Upshur  to  Gonzales  County,  and  until  1868  our 
home  was  close  to  where  the  town  of  Luling  now 
Htands.  My  brother  and  I  were  the  custodians  of  a  herd 
of  sheep,  and  our  bare  feet  suffered  greatly  on  account 
of  the  grass  burs.  Among  the  first  things  father  did  when  he 
got  some  money  in  hand  was  to  equip  us  with  red-top  boots. 
I  was  nine  and  brother  was  thirteen. 

Not  long  after  the  boots  had  been  bought  for  us  we  went 
together  one  day,  at  our  mother's  suggestion,  to  bring  some 
water  from  the  well.  It  was  two  hundred  yards  from  the  house 
in  the  bed  of  a  creek,  and  almost  a  hundred  feet  deep.  While 
there  we  pulled  off  our  boots  to  let  our  feet  cool.  By  some 
means  a  difference  of  opinion  arose  about  a  trivial  question, 
which  soon  grew  into  a  quarrel.  I  was  hot-tempered,  while 
my  brother  was  slow  to  anger.  In  all  our  fights  I  was  the 
aggressor.  He  was  a  good  boy  —  one  of  the  best  I  have  ever 
known.  His  brother  was  not  so  good.  Soon  I  brought  on 
a  fight,  and  with  that  unthoughtedness  that  always  goes  with 
a  hasty  temper,  I  threw  one  of  my  boots  at  him.  It  missed 
him  and  —  fell  in  the  well  1  If  I  should  live  a  thousand  years 
I  could  never  forget  how  my  heart  sank  within  me  when  I 
realized  my  loss.  The  quarrel  was  at  once  ended.  My  for- 
giving brother  wept  with  me  at  my  sad  loss.  There  was  no 
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hope.  The  boot  was  gone  forever.  When  we  went  back  to 
the  house  1  was  barefooted.  "We  told  mother  part  of  the 
story  and  kept  the  rest  to  ourselves.  It  was  years  before  she 
knew  it  all.  A  few  months  afterwards  the  well  was  cleaned 
out.  I  watched  the  process  closely.  At  last  my  boot  came 
up.  It  was  black  with  decay.  Meantime  I  had  gone  back 
barefooted  to  my  work,  and  my  feet  were  tender  now  because 
they  had  been  shod.  The  ruthless  grass  burs  pierced  them 
sore,  and  my  heart  was  often  sad  as  I  thought  upon  my  impul- 
sive temper. 

I  wish  that  I  could  here  write  it  down  as  true  that  my  heart 
was  never  pierced  again  because  of  my  hot  temper,  but  it 
would  not  be  true.  Anon  through  all  the  passing  years  it  has 
made  me  weep,  and  though  I  have  prayed  again  and  again 
for  deliverance,  I  find  that  I  must  watch  daily  lest  I  fall. 
Every  time  I  dare  to  feel  that  this  buffeting  is  at  an  end  at 
last,  I  am  on  the  verge  of  yielding  once  again.  I  must  look 
for  strength  to  God  or  I  am  undone. 

The  sad  thing  about  the  story  I  have  told  was  that  I  was 
angry  with  and  fighting  against  my  brother.  It  is  riglit  to 
fight  some  things.  It  is  right  to  kill  snakes,  to  shoot  rabid 
dogs,  to  destroy  vermin.  But  it  is  everywhere  a  sin  to 
fight  our  brethren.  This  sin  is  tenfold  worse  when  we  fight 
our  brethren  in  Christ.  And  not  only  is  it  a  sin  against 
our  Lord  and  our  brother,  but  oh,  dear  fellow-traveler  to 
God,  see  the  loss  of  it  1  I  lost  what  was  most  to  me  of  all 
the  things  I  had  ever  owned  when  I  fought  my  brother. 
And  we  lose  beyond  the  power  of  men  to  tell,  when  we  fight 
our  brethren  in  the  Lord. 

I  see  the  patient  face  of  mother  as  she  reads  the  words  I 
write.  And  then  I  have  in  visions  gone  out  where  she 
sleeps  beside  our  baby  boy.  There  some  day  I,  too, 
shall  rest.  The  roses  that  shall  some  May  day  burst  into 
bloom   will  share  their  fragrance  with  the  clods  that  hover 
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o'er  my  grave.  The  breezes  that  stir  the  brauches  of  the 
graveyard  trees  will  blow  over  me  then  as  they  now  echo 
where  our  loved  ones  sweetly  sleep.  In  view  of  the  homes 
and  hearts  that  God  has  placed  within  the  radius  of  my  in- 
fluence, and  in  view  of  my  own  fast  hastening  end,  I  have  by 
God's  forgiving  and  enduring  grace,  passed  out  from  the  fogs 
and  thorns  and  buffetings  of  fratricidal  strife  into  a  sweeter 
realm,  where  I  can  love  and  pardon  all  who  need  my  love  and 
pardon,  and  that  without  the  asking.  I  pray  that  those  who 
love  our  Lord  will  stand  with  me  in  this  good  resolve. 

In  our  homes  our  hot  tempers  often,  like  the  murky  mists 
of  midnight,  condense  and,  rain  down  in  tears.  Harsh  words, 
cruel  blows,  hasty  judgments  of  each  other,  impatience  with 
those  we  love  —  these  pierce  us  through  with  many  sorrows. 
Oh,  if  we  could  only  think  before  we  strike  the  blow,  the 
blow  would  never  fall,  and  we  would  not  feel  the  gna wings  at 
the  heart  that  come  when  reason  has  returned.  If  we  could 
measure  the  force  of  cruel  and  unthoughted  words  before 
they  leave  our  lips  they  would  forever  be  unsaid.  If  we 
could  measure  the  losses  that  ensue  we  would  hold  our  peace 
through  fire  and  storm  and  flood.  My  heart  prays  as  I  write 
for  more  love  and  peace  and  joy  in  our  homes. 

In  some  churches  the  work  is  clogged  because  one  brother 
is  throwing  stones  at  another.  He  has  himself  lost  his  Chris- 
tian peace  and  light  and  wanders  in  the  sloughs  of  darkness. 
His  brother  suffers  because  he  is  the  victim  of  unseemly 
strife  and  all  the  members  feel  the  wounds.  The  loss  to 
the  cause  is  great.  There  are  no  temples  built  in  times  of 
war.  David  would  fain  have  built  the  Lord  a  house,  but  he 
had  spent  his  days  in  war.  Fussing  pastors  and  fussing 
churches  may  tear  down,  but  they  can  never  build.  Build- 
ing must  be  done  in  times  of  peace.  Every  fussy  Chris- 
tian is  an  anarchist.  He  uses  the  deviPs  bombs  to  tear  and 
rend  instead  of  using  the  love  and  peace  of  God  which 
edify. 
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I  close  these  Thoughts  by  asking  for  volunteers.  I  want 
each  reader  to  answer  to  his  own  heart  these  questions: 
Have  you  ever  been  made  richer  or  happier  or  better  by 
strife?  Has  your  home  ever  been  sanctified  by  growlings 
and  grumblings  and  hot-tempered  blows?  Has  your  church 
ever  been  strengthened  by  any  fuss  that  you  or  some  one  else 
has  made?  Is  our  work  in  Texas  better  because  some  have 
stirred  our  evil  passions  and  led  us  into  strife?  If  not,  will 
not  you  all,  in  your  hearts,  join  hands  and  hearts  with  me 
and  strive  and  pray  for  better  things?  May  our  enthroned 
Redeemer  move  our  hearts  to  love  each  other  as  we  ought 
and  join  hands  and  move  a  united  army  against  the  sins  and 
passions  that  would  pull  us  and  our  fellows  down. 
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|OST  of  our  military  cemeteries  contain  many  graves 
whose  headstones  bear  the  pathetic  legend, 
"Unknown."  From  Bunker  Hill  to  Santiago 
the  American  soldier  sleeps  with  no  fuller  record 
than  this  to  tell  the  story  of  his  life-sacrifice  for  his 
country.  In  times  of  peace  it  requires  considerable 
effort  to  secure  sufficient  enlistments  to  fill  the  ranks  of  our 
comparatively  small  regular  army;  but  when  there  is  fight- 
ing to  be  done,  volunteers  flock  to  the  colors  faster  than 
they  can  be  examined  and  sworn  into  service.  The  more 
fatal  the  conflict,  the  inorc  ardent  the  citizens'  martial  zeal. 
Our  people  love  peace;  but  when  aroused,  their  energy, 
dash,  individuality,  and  fortitude  give  them  the  warlike  spirit 
of  their  Anglo-Saxon  sires,  and  make  them  peerless  soldiers 
on  the  field  of  battle.  The  record  of  their  losses  in  action 
is  an  imperishable  tribute  to  their  valor.  To  their  unknown 
dead,  wherever  they  lie,  may  be  applied  the  words  of  the 
gifted  O'Hara's  undying  lyric,  the  "  Bivouac  of  the  Dead," 
written  on  the  occasion  of  the  removal  and  reinterment  of 
the  Kentucky  volunteers  who  fell  in  the  war  with  Mexico  :^ 

"  On  fame's  eternal  camping-ground, 
Their  silent  tents  are  spread, 
While  glory  guards  with  solemn  round 
The  bivouac  of  the  dead." 

The  other  day  it  became  my  duty  to  conduct  the  funeral 

exercises  of  one  of  our  beloved  Christian  sisters.     Out  in  the 
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cemetery  where  we  buried  her  there  is  a  modest  monument 
which  carries  this  inscription,  "To  the  Unknown  Dead." 
There  is  to  me  a  touch  of  inexpressible  pathos  in  these  graves 
of  the  unknown.  A  graveyard  is  lonely  and  forbidding  in  its 
best  estate,  but  one  may  gain  many  useful  lessons  by  a  rev- 
erent stroll  through  the  well-kept  avenues  of  our  cemetery. 
There,  sleeping  near  each  other,  are  the  rich  and  the  poor,  the 
old  and  the  young,  the  grave  and  the  gay.  Here  and  there 
vast  marble  columns  pierce  the  sky,  and  anon  a  grave  is  found 
which  is  marked  by  a  simple  wooden  slab,  Vhich  is  fast  min- 
gling its  own  dust  with  the  dust  of  the  departed  dead.  There 
are  many  lessons  to  be  gained  in  such  communion  with  the 
resting-places  of  our  dead.  Everything  takes  on  a  somber 
hue.  We  think  of  Gray's  Elegy  and  Addison's  Essay,  and 
of  all  the  pathetic  poesy  and  prose  that  we  have  read  concern- 
ing the  graves  of  our  departed. 

To  all  this,  there  is  to  me  yet  a  sadder  note.  However  well 
our  friends  may  labor  to  perpetuate  our  memory  when  we  are 
gone,  there  will  come  a  time  when,  over  our  sleeping  dust,  a 
counterpart  of  the  epitaph  I  saw  might  be  truly  written.  I 
suppose  there  is  a  streak  of  egotism  in  every  one  of  us.  We 
love  to  be  thought  useful  and  helpful  in  the  world,  and  anon 
we  love  to  feel  that,  if  we  should  be  called  to  go,  it  would  be 
very  difficult  to  fill  our  places.  We  are  doing  some  sort  of 
work  and  filling  some  sort  of  niche  that  it  seems  to  us  no  other 
one  could  do  or  fill.  And  yet  when  the  day  of  our  departure 
comes,  it  will  be  as  it  was  in  every  successful  battle  in  the 
annals  of  warfare.  Though  hundreds,  even  thousands,  were 
stricken  down,  the  ranks  were  closed  up,  the  line  quickly  re- 
stored, and  the  other  soldier  boys  went  forward  amid  shot  and 
shell  with  scarcely  a  thought  for  their  comrades  who  lay 
dying  by  the  way.  It  will  be  so  with  you,  and  it  will  be  so  with 
me.  There  will  come  a  day  when  we  shall  drop  out  of  the 
line  of  battle.     However  and  whenever  we  may  fall,  there 
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will  be  among  those  who  know  us  and  love  us  best,  ei^er  and 
earnest  inquiries,  "Where  is  he?  Where  is  she?'*  These 
questions  will  be  asked  and  answered,  and  then,  after  silent 
watchere  have  sat  by  our  dead  body,  we  will  be  carried  out 
and  consigned  by  tender  hands  to  our  last  earthly  rest.  There 
will  be  some  tears,  some  aching  hearts,  an  empty  place  at 
home,  and  a  feeling  of  loneliness  in  the  hearts  of  those  whoru 
we  loved  and  tried  to  help.  But  the  great  world,  in  its  mad 
whirl  and  rush,  and  its  insatiate  thii-stfor  conquest,  will  go  on 
as  though  we  had  never  lived  or  died.  The  work  that  I  am 
doing,  when  I  go,  will  be  taken  up  by  other  hands,  and  will 
be  done  far  better  than  I  have  ever  been  able  to  perform  it. 
The  place  that  I  fill  in  my  sphere  in  life  will,  when  I  am  gone, 
be  quickly  filled  by  another,  and  the  love  that  is  bestowed  on 
me  will  soon  find  some  worthier  object  for  its  love,  and  be 
lavished  there.  Dear  reader,  when  you  begin  to  feel  self-im- 
portant, go  and  gather  a  drop  of  water  from  the  ocean  and  see 
how  much  is  left.  Take  one  grain  of  sand  from  the  ocean 
beach,  and  then  look  out  on  the  insensate,  throbbing  earth, 
and  see  how  small  you  are.  Look  oat  upon  the  sky  some 
star-bright  night  and  imagine,  if  you  can,  the  elimination  of 
one  small  star,  and  then  wonder  if  the  heavens  would  be  poor. 
Go  out  into  the  verdant  western  wilds,  when  all  the  vast 
expanse  of  prairie  is  in  bloom,  and  pluck  one  drooping  flower, 
and  then  see  if  this  tiny  bloom  is  missed.  Ah,  how  little  we 
are  in  God's  great  universe  and  plan,  and  how  humble  we 
ought  to  be  when  we  think  of  the  small  place  that,  at  our  best, 
we  are  enabled  here  to  fill  I 

But  there  is  another  side  to  it  all.  It  does  not  matter  an 
atom  how  much  or  how  little  I  am  missed  when  I  am  gone. 
I  mean  that  it  does  not  matter  an  atom  to  me.  Our  concern 
should  not  be  as  to  how  many  will  weep  for  us  when  God  has 
called  us  home,  or  as  to  how  many  will  miss  us;    nor  yet 

^should  we  concern  ourselves  nbout  the  monument  that  shall 
24 
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be  built  above  our  grave.  For  my  own  part,  I  have  often  felt 
that  many  dollars  are  spent  in  marble  to  glorify  the  dead  that 
might  much  better  be  devoted  to  help  the  living.  I  know  a 
man  who  is  personally  superintending  a  monument  that  will 
rest  over  his  grave  when  he  is  gone.  He  is  as  close-fisted  and 
as  stingy  as  any  man  I  ever  knew.  Although  a  man  of 
wealth,  he  helps  no  one,  and  when  he  is  gone  no  one  will  rise 
up  to  call  him  blessed.  This  selfishness  is  finding  its  expres-^ 
sion  in  the  monument  he  is  building,  which  is  to  glorify  his 
selfish  name  when  he  is  dead.  I  want  none  of  that,  nor  do  I 
wish  to  have  a  stylish  funeral  when  I  am  gone.  There  is  a 
tinge  of  tearful  pathos  in  the  thought  that  we  shall  soon  be 
forgotten,  but  on  this  account  we  should  not  grieve.  The 
matter  that  concerns  us  most  is  not  to  worry  or  complain  at 
our  smallness  and  insignificance,  but  to  lay  every  atom  of 
our  strength  and  power,  however  small,  under  tribute  to  our 
God  while  we  are  yet  alive.  Alexander  H.  Stephens  was  a 
little  man,  and  all  his  life  long  a  suEferer.  These  years  his 
dwarfed  body  has  been  in  the  tomb,  but  he  lives  on  to-day  in  the 
lives  of  three  hundred  young  men,  whom  he  helped  to  secure 
an  education.  I  know  one  of  them  —  a  minister —  who  never 
loses  an  opportunity  to  glorify  the  name  of  his  dead  benefac- 
tor. If  I  wish  to  have  a  name  when  I  am  gone,  and  if  I  wish 
for  my  work  and  memory  to  be  perpetuated,  I  must  busy  my- 
self in  projecting  gracious  influences  and  help  into  the  lives 
of  those  about  me.  That  man  who  craves  to  be  remembered, 
may  have  rich  fullness  of  his  heart's  desire  if  he  will  rever- 
ently, lovingly  and  unselfishly  help  those  he  knows  to  better 
and  more  useful  lives  and  more  gracious  service.  Small  as 
we  are,  we  may  perpetuate  our  infiuence  until  the  judgment  if 
we  will  live  as  we  ought  to  live.  Indeed  our  names  will  soon  be 
forgotten,  but  what  is  there  in  a  name?  Many  of  the  names 
of  the  brave  soldiers  who  died  at  San  Juan,  and  who  fell  be- 
fore Santiago,  will  never  be  inscribed  on  any  historic  page, 
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and  yet  they  were  the  saviors  of  the  honor  of  our  country, 
and  it  was  their  blood  that  freed  Cuba  and  the  other  oppressed 
peoples  that  had  long  been  subject  to  the  tyranny  of  Spain. 
So  it  will  not  matter,  so  far  as  concerns  the  things  of  earth 
and  time,  whether  our  names  shall  live  after  us  or  not.  Our 
chief  dominating  thought  and  wish  should  be,  that  our  deeds 
of  love  and  kindness,  our  testimony  for  our  God,  and  our 
helpful  ministrations  to  those  who  need  our  help  and  love, 
should  be  laid  under  tribute  every  day  and  hour  for  the  good 
of  humanity  and  the  glory  of  God.  If  this  shall  be  our  aim, 
we  shall  not  perish  from  the  earth  forever.  Though  our 
names  shall  be  forgotten  here,  God  will  know,  and  God  will 
in  the  end  reward. 
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LEITER  has  come  to  me  from  a  discouraged 
jjreacher.  He  reminds  one  of  Elijah,  wailing  out 
his  despairing  cry  to  God.  He  has  been  holding 
meetings  this  summer.  He  has  preached  the  best 
sj  he  knows  how,  with  all  the  fervor  he  could,  yet  no 
^^^  souls  have  been  converted.  He  writes  me  that  he 
asked  God  for  bread,  and  got  a  stone.  I  have  attempted  to 
give  him  a  message  that  would  dispel  the  clouds.  I  hope 
he  has  fallen  on  his  face  before  God,  confessed  his  sin  of 
unfaithfulness  and  arisen  a  more  hopeful,  better  man. 

There  are  very  few  prepared  to  appreciate  the  many  causes 
for  discouragement  that  confront  the  preachers.  There  is 
nothing  more  trying  to  a  minister  than  to  find  that,  in  re- 
sponse to  all  of  his  hard  labors,  there  are  no  apparent  results. 
It  has  been  so  with  me.  I  have  never  preached  a  sermon  in 
my  life  in  which  I  did  not  honestly  try  to  help  some  strug- 
gling Christian  and  to  bring  some  soul  to  God.  There  have 
been  times  when,  to  all  human  appearances,  souls  ought  to 
have  been  converted,  and  yet  not  a  man  moved.  How  bitter 
is  this  cup  I  And  yet  no  preacher  should  be  discouraged  be- 
cause he  has  to  drink  it  to  its  dregs.  God  is  the  author  of 
salvation,  God  is  both  the  author  and  finisher  of  our  faith, 
God  begins  the  work  in  every  sinner's  heart,  carries  on  the 
work  and  consummates  the  work.  Our  solicitude  should 
never  be  concerning  results.  It  should  lie  only  in  the 
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direction  of  doing  our  full  duty  to  God  and  man,  and  leaving- 
the  results  with  our  Heavenly  Father.  What  a  sublime  spec- 
tacle was  Judson  preaching  seven  long,  lonesome,  weary  years 
in  Burmah,  without  having  led  one  soul  to  Christ.  Methinks 
that  if  this  discouraged  preacher  who  wrote  me,  had  been  m 
Burmah,  instead  of  Judson,  he  had  left  his  field  and  come 
back  home,  and  Burmah  had  ne'er  been  led  to  Christ. 

David  was  once  a  discouraged  man.  The  sweet  singer 
hung  his  harp  on  the  willows,  clothed  himself  in  sack-cloth 
and  ashes,  and  in  the  bitterness  of  his  heart  cried  out, 
**  Surely  I  shall  some  day  perish  at  the  hands  of  Saul." 
This  giant  in  God's  service,  who,  while  yet  a  shepherd  lad, 
had  laid  Goliath  low,  and  who  had  been  God's  special  instru- 
ment to  His  chosen  people,  was  that  day  so  despondent  that 
he  gave  up  hope  that  God  would  rescue  him  from  the  hands 
of  his  pursuing  enemy.  Ah,  David,  thou  hast  had  full  many 
brethren  I  This  apostolic  succession  has  never  known  a 
broken  link,  but,  through  all  the  ages,  the  bravest,  the 
truest,  and  the  best  have  faltered  and  almost  given  up  the 
fight. 

It  was  a  sad  day  for  John  the  Baptist  when  Herod  cast 
him  into  the  Castle  Macherus.  It  was  indeed  true  as  Jesus 
said,  that  **  of  all  men  born  of  women  none  were  greater 
than  John  the  Baptist."  He  was  the  flaming  sword  which 
separated  the  old  dispensation  from  the  new. 

"The  law  and  the  prophets  were  until  John."  *At  the 
coming  of  this  herald  of  our  Lord,  the  new  dispensation 
began.  He  was  a  giant,  and  a  fit  successor  of  that  ancient 
prophet  who  many  hundred  years  before,  had  gone  in 
Heaven's  chariot  to  the  home  of  his  God.  He  had  baptized 
Jesus.  He  had  seen  God  in  the  form  of  a  dove,  resting  upon 
Jesus,  and  had  heard  God's  Spirit  testify,  "  This  is  my  be- 
loved Son  in  whom  I  am  well  pleased."  He  had  seen  the 
waiting  thousands  hanging  on  the  words  of  our  Savior,  and 
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yet,  with  all  of  these  signal  manifestations  of  the  grace  of 
God,  John,  in  prison,  was  a  despondent,  discouraged  man, 
and  even  doubted  whether  Jesus  had  indeed  come  at  all. 
Looked  at  from  every  human  standpoint,  his  ending  was  the 
saddest  in  history.  After  having  been  in  prison  for  a  year, 
he  was  beheaded,  and  his  great  life  went  out  at  the  crook  of 
B.  dancing  woman's  finger,  who  had  been  insulted  because 
John  the  Baptist  had  dared  to  tell  her  and  her  wicked  husband 
of  their  sins.  However  sad  this  prophet's  death  might  seem  to 
men,  God  ruled  in  his  life,  in  his  great  work  and  in  his  death. 
He  had  done  what,  in  God's  good  providence,  his  hands 
were  formed  to  do.  He  filled  the  full  measure  of  his  allotted 
days,  then  suffered  a  while,  and  went  on  to  receive  his  crown. 
I  know  a  preacher,  a  friend  most  dear  to  me,  who  some 
ten  years  ago  lost  his  eldest  daughter,  a  bright,  cheerful, 
happy,  loving  Christian  young  woman,  who  had  brought  joy 
and  sunshine  into  her  father's  heart.  Well  do  I  remember 
what  he  said  to  me  when  first  I  met  him  after  this  sad  be- 
reavement came.  Without  a  sign  of  emotion  and  without  a 
tear,  he  looked  up  into  my  face  and  said,  **  I  cannot  be  re- 
signed to  this  bereavement.  I  am  stubborn  and  rebellious." 
How  long  that  state  of  mind  and  heart  continued  I  do  not 
know.  But  since  that  day,  another  bright  and  happy  daugh- 
ter has  been  taken,  and  in  the  meantime  his  only  son  has  died. 
I  saw  him  a  few  months  ago.  His  locks  are  turning  gray 
under  the  weight  of  increasing  years  and  sorrows,  but  there 
are  no  hard  lines  in  his  face.  I  talked  to  him  about  the 
death  of  these  other  children.  He  rebels  no  longer.  With 
tears  in  his  eyes,  and  in  his  voice,  he  said  to  me,  "  I  am  not 
rebellious  now.  I  know  that  every  stroke  that  has  fallen  on 
my  heart  has  been  for  my  eternal  good,  and  while  my  home 
is  desolate  and  my  heart  is  unspeakably  bereaved,  I  thank 
God  to-day  that  every  one  of  my  children  were  bright,  happy 
Christians,  and  that  they  are  no  longer  subject  to  the  sins  and 
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besetmeiits  of  this  wicked  and  ungrateful  world."  Ah,  dear 
brother,  the  touch  of  God's  hand  has  indeed  wrought  mightily 
in  thy  life.  It  seems  to  me  that  I  can  forecast  your  future. 
As  the  years  go  by  and  you  continue  to  minister  unto  others, 
there  will  be  a  note  of  faith  and  resignation  in  your  voice  and 
in  your  life,  that  never  could  have  come  if  you  had  not  your- 
self felt  the  chastising  hand  of  God.  * 

I  have  in  mind  two  others;  one  a  Christian  woman.  A 
little  more  than  a  month  ago,  her  bright  young  boy  of 
twenty,  who  had  enlisted  to  defend  his  country's  flag,  kissed 
her  good-bye,  and  went  to  join  the  array,  at  Miami,  where  so 
many  brave  young  fellows  laid  down  to  rise  no  more.  He 
fell  ill  and  died.  I  saw  her  soon  after  the  sad  tidings  of  this 
unspeakable  bereavement  came.  I  see  her  sad  and  tear- 
stained  face  to-day,  and  it  will  be  before  me  for  many  days 
to  come.  She  did  not  murmur  nor  complain.  Looking  into 
my  face  with  a  resignation  not  born  of  earth,  she  said, 
"  When  I  kissed  him  good-bye,  I  commended  him  to  the  love 
and  grace  of  God  and  to  His  keeping.  I  believe  that  He 
doeth  all  things  well.  I  know  that  I  shall  be  lonesome  al- 
ways because  he  has  gone,  but  my  faith  does  not  waver  nor 
grow  dim  because  this  sad  affliction  has  come  into  my  life.'' 
I  commend  her  example  and  her  words  to  the  brother  whose 
letter  I  have  mentioned.  I  pray  that  he  will  never  have  a 
greater  trial  than  this  one,  and  that  out  of  this  mother's  un- 
utterable sorrow,  he  may  gain  encouragement,  and  go  on 
unfalteringly  in  the  work  which  God  has  laid  upon  him. 

I  know  another  soul,  a  man,  who  has  a  living  sorrow.  It 
clings  to  him  every  day.  At  night  when  he  retires,  the  bur- 
den still  rests  upon  his  heart,  and  it  is  the  first  thing  that  con- 
fronts him  at  the  dawn  of  morning.  His  sorrow  is,  that  into 
his  dark,  hapless  and  benighted  life  there  comes  no  love. 
Although  hungering  each  hour  for  the  touch  of  one  woman's 
hand,  a  word  of  love  from  just  one  heart,  these  do  not  come; 
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and  he  is  going  on  in  his  lonesome  wny  uncomplainingly  to 
the  grave.  This  woman  was  once  his  wife,  and  once  vowed 
that  she  loved  him  with  all  her  heart ;  hut  now  she  entertains 
for  him  no  love.  They  are  going  on  in  their  separate  ways 
in  life;  she,  married  to  another,  he  despondent  and  alone. 
She  says  now  that  she  never  loved  hiui,  and  this  adds  to  the 
loneliness  and  sadness  of  his  life.  I  have  no  doubt  that  we 
come  in  touch  each  day  with  men  and  women  whose  lives 
have  been  bereft  of  all  that  loving  hearts  count  dear,  and  yet, 
who  journey  on  doing  their  very  best  to  minister  to  others, 
and  to  bring  sunshine  into  darker  lives  than  theirs. 

It  comes  to  this  with  me  :  that  whatever  ill  betides,  whether 
I  am  in  health  or  compassed  with  affliction,  whether  my  heart 
is  glad  or  sad,  whether  my  work  seems  prosperous  or  seems 
barren  in  my  hands,  whether  I  receive  kind  and  appreciative 
words  or  words  of  harshest  criticism,  "  I  know  that  my  Re- 
deemer liveth,"  and  that,  beyond  the  toiling  and  the  weeping, 
on  the  other  side  of  the  thorns  and  briars,  and  pains  and  tears, 
there  is  a  sun-bright  clime  where  Jesus  reigns,  and  where 
those  I  loved  and  lost  await  my  coming.  My  sweet  angel 
mother  is  there.  Heaven  is  her  home.  There,  in  that  land 
of  peace  and  joy  and  song  and  light,  she  is  waiting.  By  her 
side  is  the  baby  boy,  whose  marble  face  I  kissed  for  the  last 
time  in  the  long  ago.  These  beckon  me  to  noble  deeds,  to 
heroic  efforts,  to  patient  suffering,  to  gentleness  and  kindness 
and  loving  service.  More  than  all,  Jesus  is  there,  He  who 
wore  the  crown  of  thorns.  Here  He  was  condemned,  reviled, 
persecuted,  crucified.  Oh,  blessed  Son  of  God,  Thou  also 
hadst  thy  Gethsemanel  In  that  dark  garden,  the  sweat  of 
Thy  face  was  turned  to  blood  and  Thy  loving  heart  was 
broken  by  the  wickedness  and  cruelty  of  man.  If  Thou  didst 
suffer  so,  and  if  even  Thou  wast  bowed  down  and  discouraged, 
it  shall  be  counted  a  little  thing  if  I,  Thy  child,  am  hedged 
about  with  barriei's  unspeakable,  and  with  thorns  which  pierce 


Digitized  by 


Google 


DISOOURAQED  AND  ENCOURAGED.  377 

and  tear  my  shrinking  flesh.  I  know  that  joy  will  come  in 
the  morning;  that  after  this  sad  night  of  dreadful  dreams, 
there  will  come  into  my  soul  the  entrancing  light  of  a  perfect 
and  peaceful  day. 

If  any  discouraged  one  shall  read  these  lines,  let  him  on  his 
knees,  recount  God's  blessings  to  his  soul.  For  the  time,  let 
his  pain,  his  sickness,  his  disappointment,  his  heart-hunger, 
be  forgotten,  and  let  him  make  an  inventory  of  all  the  bless- 
ings God  has  vouchsafed  to  him.  If  he  will,  the  clouds  will 
melt.  The  ominous  birds  of  evil  will  avaunt,  and  the  night- 
ingales of  joy  and  peace  will  make  music  in  his  soul.  The 
Lord  God  omnipotent  reigneth. 
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The  Vossihitity  of  the  Impossible, 

fllE  history  of  the  world  has  demonstrated  over  and 
over  again  that  the  impossible  has  become  the 
possible  under  the  guiding  hand  of  God.  That 
was  a  significant  statement  our  Savior  made  when 
lie  said:  "How  hardly  shall  they  that  have  riches  en- 
ter into  the  kingdom  of  heaven!  For  it  is  easier  for  a 
camel  to  go  through  the  needle's  eye,  than  for  a  rich  man  to  en- 
ter into  the  kingdom  of  God."  Peter  was  surprised  at  this  re- 
markable statement,  but  Jesus  at  once  relieved  his  suspense: 
"  With  man  this  is  impossible,  but  with  God  all  things  are 
possible." 

Evidently  our  Savior  referred  primarily  to  those  who 
were  rich  in  this  world's  goods,  but  we  should  be  careful 
not  to  limit  the  word  "  riches  "  here  to  material  possessions. 
Some  of  the  poorest  people  in  this  world^s  goods  I  have  ever 
known  have  been  the  richest  in  selfishness  and  foolish  pride. 
Anon  we  will  find  one  who  is  too  proud  to  wear  plain  clothes 
to  the  house  of  God,  as  if  God  took  cognizance  of  one's 
apparel  when  in  the  attitude  of  worship.  You  hear  it  over 
and  over  again  from  many  lips  of  mothers  and  fathers :  "  I 
would  send  my  children  to  Sunday  school  and  church  if  they 
had  decent  clothes  to  wear.  I  would  go  myself  if  I  were  not 
so  poor."  Alas,  that  it  should  be  sol  God  does  not  look 
upon  outward  appearances,  but  He  looketh  upon  the  heart. 

And  I  exhort  to-day  every  soul  who  in   God's  providence  is 
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reaching  out  for  better  things,  to  think  less  of  the  criticisms 
of  men  and  more  of  being  right  in  the  sight  of  God. 

It  was  not,  however,  upon  this  particular  phase  of  the  sub- 
ject that  I  desired  to  dwell.  It  was  rather  upon  the  broader 
outlook  intimated  in  these  words  of  Jesus.  God  has  over  and 
over  again  made  the  impossible  possible,  and  the  fact  is  that 
it  is  the  impossible  that  is  always  happening  and  the  possible 
that  does  not  come  to  pass.  When  Moses,  at  the  head  of  the 
afflicted  Israelites,  was  fleeing  from  the  tyranny  of  Pharaoh 
and  his  Egyptian  host,  they  confronted  an  impossible  achieve- 
ment. They  faced  the  raging  waves  of  the  Red  Sea,  and 
behind,  the  cohorts  of  Pharaoh  pressed  them  strong  and  hard. 
It  was  impossible  for  them  to  escape,  yet  God  stretched  forth 
His  hand  and  divided  the  waters  of  the  Red  Sea,  and  they 
passed  over  on  dry  land.  It  was  impossible  for  Pharaoh  and 
his  army  to  be  drowned,  and  yet,  essaying  to  further  pursue 
God's  chosen  people,  they  were  submerged  by  the  waves  of 
the  sea,  and  Pharaoh  and  his  army  perished  in  an  hour. 

It  was  impossible  for  David  to  slay  Goliath.  There  he  was, 
a  smooth-faced  shepherd  lad,  all  unused  to  blood  and  war,  and 
standing  before  him  was  the  mighty  giant  whose  hands  had 
often  been  baptized  in  human  blood.  No  wonder  Goliath 
derided  him,  and  no  wonder  that  the  onlooking  host  from 
either  side  expected  to  see  the  hapless  shepherd  boy  fall 
wounded  to  his  death.  But  it  was  not  so.  Through  the 
guidance  and  beneficence  of  God,  the  impossible  was  made  the 
possible,  the  giant  was  laid  low,  and  God's  people  on  that 
gracious  day  heralded  forth  to  all  mankind  a  gracious  victory. 
It  was  impossible  for  Daniel  to  escape  the  devouring  lions 
when  cast  into  their  den.  The  ferocious  beasts  glared  at  him 
in  sullen  mien  that  presaged  his  speedy  death.  Yet  it  was 
not  so.  This  faithful  servant  of  our  God  escaped  unharmed, 
and  lived  to  glorify  our  Father's  name  and  project  influences 
to  the  farthest  limit  of  recorded  time. 
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It  was  impossible  that  the  Hebrew  children  should  not  be 
burned  to  death  when  they  were  cast  into  the  furnace  of  fire. 
The  furnace  was  heated  seven  times  hotter  than  was  its  wont. 
They  were  plunged  into  the  seething  flames,  and  it  was  im- 
possible that  they  should  not  at  once  yield  up  their  lives  to  the 
persecutions  of  th(»ir  pursuing  enemies.  Yet  the  impossible 
became  the  possible,  and  they  came  through  the  fire  unscathed 
and  unharmed.  The  only  change  wrought  in  them  was  the 
burning  of  the  manacles  that  bound  their  hands  and  feet,  and 
they  stepped  out  into  the  freedom  of  God's  sunlight  untram- 
meled  and  rejoicing  in  the  power  of  their  gracious  God. 
Time  would  fail  me  to  recite  the  many  instances  recorded  in 
God's  Book  concerning  the  reversal  of  the  impossibilities,  as 
man  sees  them,  and  the  sweep  of  God's  possibilities  wrought 
out  by  His  own  sovereign  hand. 

^ot  only  is  this  true  in  sacred  history,  but  full  many  a  time 
it  has  been  so  in  the  profane  history  of  nations  and  of  men. 
"Within  the  past  six  months  unparalleled  evidences  of  the 
happening  of  impossible  things  have  greeted  our  eyes.  It 
was  impossible  that,  at  Manila,  the  immortal  Dewey  should 
have  wrought  such  an  overwhelming  victory  over  the  Span- 
ish fleet  —  should  have  completely  annihilated  it  and  not 
lose  a  man.  Yet  it  was  so.  Well  does  A.  C.  Dixon  say 
that  if  this  miraculous  victory  had  been  recorded  in  the  Scrip- 
tures, infidels  and  skeptics  would  have  declared  that  it  was 
impossible  that  such  a  great  achievement  could  have  hap- 
pened. The  same  impossible  thing  happened  in  our  near-by 
sea,  when  Schley  and  our  other  brave  naval  heroes  won  a 
victory  that  challenges  the  admiration  of  the  world.  The 
impossible  happened  again,  and  it  is  not  too  much  to  believe, 
in  view  of  the  numerous  recurrences  of  things  impossible, 
that  God,  in  His  march  through  the  world,  will  bring  yet 
greater  things  to  pass. 

Many  impossible  things  happen  nearer  home.     The  impos- 
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sible  iB  happening  over  and  over  again  in  many  of  our  lives* 
There  was  once  in  some  home  where  this  paper  will  be  read, 
a  sad,  funereal  day.  The  wife  bowed  at  the  coffin  of  her  be- 
loved,  her  reverenced,  her  almost  worshiped  husband.  She 
wailed  out  in  the  agony  of  her  sorrow,  "I  can't  live  without 
him,"  and  yet  she  is  living  now,  though  years  have  come  and 
gone  since  that  sad,  fateful  day.  Only  last  week  I  was  in 
the  home  where  an  aged  matron,  four  score  years  old,  lay 
dead.  Fifty  years  ago  she  had  knelt  at  her  husband's  bier, 
and  her  heart  was  bowed  down  in  deepest  sorrow  as  she  felt 
that  it  would  be  impossible  to  go  on  in  life's  lone  way 
without  his  kindly  help  and  care.  But  she  did  go  on. 
She  lived  to  raise  her  children,  to  see  them  settled  well 
in  life,  and  to  do  a  vast  amount  of  good.  She  lived 
half  a  century  alone,  realizing  the  impossible  in  her  own 
life  many  times  as  she  journeyed  on.  Yonder  is  a  broken- 
hearted man.  He  loved  with  all  his  heart  a  maiden  fair. 
He  cast  his  brightest  jewels  at  her  feet,  and  at  any  hour 
would  have  died  to  crown  this  woman  that  he  loved  a  rad- 
iant queen.  He  told  her  many  times  that  it  would  be  im- 
possible for  him  to  live  without  her  loving  companionship 
and  help.  She  did  not  love  him  in  return ;  and  he  is  to-day 
going  on,  heart-burdened  in  his  isolated,  lonely  life.  The 
impossible  has  come  to  be  the  possible.  Although  he  could 
not  have  his  heart's  greatest  and  most  coveted  desire,  yet  he 
lives,  and  the  path  that  it  seemed  impossible  for  him  to  tread, 
each  day  is  pressed  by  his  bruised  and  bleeding  feet.  God 
makes  the  impossible  the  possible,  not  only  in  the  great 
affairs  of  nations,  but  in  the  smaller  and  less  important 
things  of  isolated  human  lives. 

To  me,  the  most  impossible  thing  of  all  is,  that  ever  I 
should  be  saved.  I  inherited  six  thousand  years  of  accumu- 
lated depravity.  I  was  going  contrary  to  God's  will.  I  was 
treading  His  mercies  and  His  blessings  daily  under  unhallowed 
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feet.  I  was  shunning  the  counsels  of  a  sweet  and  patient 
mother,  and  forgetting  the  admonitions  of  a  loving  Christian 
father.  I  was  going  on  toward  the  open  mouth  of  hell  will- 
ingly, aye,  even  joyously,  until  God's  Spirit  arrested  me  and 
turned  me  face  about.  And  since  that  day  when  I  gave  my 
heart  to  Jesus,  it  has  every  day  seemed  impossible  that  I 
should  not  be  lost.  Brethren,  sondetimes  the  devil  seems  to 
put  hooks  in  our  noses  and  lead  us  captive  at  his  will.  We 
go  whithersoever  he  leads  full  many  a  time,  and  it  seems 
impossible  that,  with  the  strong  temptations  that  surround  us 
and  the  weaknesses  of  the  flesh,  we  should  ever  come  out 
victorious  in  the  work  and  warfare  of  the  Christian  life.  I 
heard  a  brother  say  the  other  day  that  it  were  easier  to  be 
good  than  to  be  bad,  but  it  is  not  so.  There  are  a  hundred 
voices  to  beckon  the  soul  down  to  death  where  there  is  one 
voice  exhorting  us  to  hope  and  life.  Being  a  Christian  is  far 
better  and  brings  far  greater  happiness  than  being  unsaved, 
but  every  foot  of  the  journey  is  a  struggle  up  the  stream. 
When  the  soul  is  born  unto  God,  a  battle  royal  begins  that 
does  not  end  until  at  last  the  redeemed  one  is  in  the  bosom  of 
his  God.  It  is  impossible  for  the  pursued  and  hounded  soul 
that  Jesus  has  saved  to  go  safely  home,  and  yet  the  impossi- 
ble, under  God's  guiding  and  loving  care,  is  in  every  case 
made  possible,  and  every  heart  that  is  given  to  the  Savior  is 
"kept  by  the  power  of  God  unto  salvation,  ready  to  be 
revealed  in  the  last  time."  I  thank  God  to-day  with  all  the 
powers  of  my  soul,  that  the  impossibilities  are  life's  possibili- 
ties, and  that  the  greatest  impossibility  of  all,  through  the 
shedding  of  the  blood  of  Jesus  on  the  cross,  has  become  the 
most  gracious  possibility  in  all  the  universe  of  God. 
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tST  night  1  dreamed  of  heaven.  It  was  of  a  person 
as  much  as  of  the  home  of  all  the  Lord's  re- 
deemed. Three  years  ago  the  man  who  with  me 
began  what  is  now  my  work  was  taken  up  to  God. 
Kot  only  did  those  of  us  who  were  so  near  him  deeply 
mcjurn  his  death,  but  there  were  thousands  who  with  us 
grieved  that  he  had  just  in  his  useful  prime  laid  his  earthly 
labors  down.  From  the  time  he  was  called  to  be  with  Jesus  I 
have  not  ceased  to  feel  his  loss.  So  it  is  no  wonder  that  I 
should  dream  about  him.  Indeed,  I  have  dreamed  about  him 
oft  before  as  being  alive  again  on  earth,  and  of  joining  with 
me  and  others  that  he  loved  in  the  sweet  service  of  the  King, 
but  not  until  last  night  did  I  dream  of  walking  with  him  in 
the  golden  streets  of  the  Beulah  land. 

He  looked  just  as  he  looked  when  he  died.  The  same 
kindly  smile  lit  up  his  face  and  he  spoke  in  the  same  tender 
voice  that  here  on  earth  had  so  often  pleaded  for  the  souls  of 
men.  We  knew  each  other,  as  indeed  we  will  when  in  the 
days  to  come  the  dream  comes  true.  And  we  talked  of 
things  on  earth.  The  thing  that  was  most  on  his  heart 
when  death  came  was  our  joint  work  that  would  help  the 
cause  of  Christ  and  glorify  the  name  of  God.  It  was  of 
this  we  talked  as  arm  locked  in  arm  we  walked  adown  the 
streets  in  the  "  city  which  hath  foundations,  whose  builder 
and  maker  is  God."     These  were  the  words  he  said  as  he 
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talked  about  our  much  loved  enterprise:  "Brother  Cranfill, 
God's  blessing  has  rested  on  your  work  from  its  beginning,  as 
I  believed  it  would.  I  know  your  heart  was  sad  when  I  was 
called  to  die,  but  it  has  all  been  for  the  best.  All  the  time 
since  then  I  have  been  with  Jesus,  and  being  with  Him  every 
hour  I  could  ask  Him  face  to  face  for  such  blessings  as  you 
needed,  and  much  better  than  could  you  down  on  the  sin- 
cursed  earth.  Be  of  good  cheer  and  go  on  in  your  work, 
conscious  of  the  blessed  Savior's  love  and  help." 

Then  I  awoke,  but  at  first  I  was  not  sure  whether  or  not 
the  Lord  had  come  to  call  me  home  in  the  silent  watches  of 
the  night.  But  when  I  was  fully  conscious  that  it  was  a 
dream  my  heart  was  glad  with  rapturous  joy.  I  then  fell 
asleep  and  dreamed  it  all  again,  and  so  all  the  rest  of  that 
glad  night  I  seemed  to  journey  back  and  forth  to  heaven. 
This  is  the  dream,  and  part  of  it  has  come  tnie  already,  for 
the  last  part  of  it  was  a  dream  that  I  told  it  again  and  again. 
So  I  have,  and  now  tell  it  once  again  to  you. 

The  sweetest  thought  about  it  all  to  me  is  this,  that  our 
loved  ones  that  are  gone  may  sometimes  speak  to  Jesus  about 
those  of  us  that  still  remain.  Of  course  I  do  not  —  can- 
not —  believe  in  the  dogma  that  we  are  to  pray  to  the  saints, 
or  that  the  saints  could  hear  us  if  we  did.  It  is  the  blessed 
Spirit  of  God  who  maketh  intercessions  for  us  with  groanings 
that  cannot  be  uttered.  But  may  it  not  be  true  that  those 
who  behold  the  Savior's  face  may  sometimes  talk  to  Him  of 
us  who  linger  here?  That  there  is  prayer  in  hell  we  know, 
and  that  heaven  hears  it  we  also  know,  for  Dives  prayed  to 
heaven  and  was  heard.  His  prayer  was  not  answered,  be- 
cause those  who  are  in  hell  are  far  beyond  the  echoes  of  the 
voice  of  hope.  But  may  it  not  be  in  that  sunbright  clime 
that  our  loved  ones  who  are  gone  think  of  us  still,  and  that 
sometimes  even  our  poor  names  are  heard  in  heaven?  Some- 
times I  have  been  moved  to  send  messages  to  heaven  by 
25 
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some  dying  saint,  but  held  my  peace.     I  have  yearned  to  let 
our   loved  ones   in   heaven   know  —  if   they  do  not  already 
know  —  how  much  our  hearts  yearn  for  their  helpful  pres- 
ence and  heart-satisfying  love. 

Be  this  all  as  it  may,  it  is  sweet  to  dream  of  heaven.  It 
sets  the  bells  celestial  to  ringing  in  the  heart,  and  makes 
supernal  flowers  blossom  there.  If  we  all  would  live  more 
like  our  Savior  lived,  and  let  each  day  be  filled  with  self- 
sacrificing  deeds  of  love,  we  might  often  dream  of  the  sparkle 
that  outshines  the  stars,  and  feel  the  presence  of  the  angels 
close  about  us  as  we  sleep.  I  believe  with  all  my  heart  that 
the  man  who  has  no  heaven  in  his  life  on  earth  is  not  fit  to 
dwell  in  heaven  beyond.  Every  redeemed  spirit  takes  some  of 
heaven  with  him  when  he  goes  to  be  with  Jesus,  and  if  eternal 
joy  is  ours  above,  it  must  be  well  begun  on  earth  below. 

And  now,  dear  fellow  traveler  to  the  grave,  are  we  living 
day  by  day  as  if  there  is  a  Heaven  beyond?  A  recent  writer 
has  said  that  we  are  all  complaining  that  our  days  are  few 
and  acting  as  though  they  would  have  no  end.  There  are 
many  Christians  who  live  day  by  day  as  though  there  is  no 
hell  for  their  friends  to  shun  and  no  heaven  for  them  to  enjoy 
forever.  To  all  these  I  would  bring  this  earnest  word  to-day : 
Live  nearer  and  ever  nearer  to  God.  In  such  a  time  as  we 
think  not  the  Master  will  come.  Somewhere  it  may  be,  even 
now,  the  coffin  is  being  fashioned  in  which  your  body  shall  be 
lowered  into  the  grave.  The  earth  and  its  gilded  toys  grow 
smaller  as  I  get  nearer  home.  It  never  seemed  so  little  as  it 
did  when  last  night  I  awoke  from  that  sweet  dream  of  heaven. 
Its  butterflies  will  fade  when  life's  autumn  comes,  and  crum- 
ble into  dust  in  life's  bleak  winter  time.  There  is  one  joy 
that  with  perennial  freshness  will  regale  our  hearts  forever. 
That  is  the  joy  of  doing  good.  It  takes  a  real  diamond  to 
shine  at  night,  though  any  piece  of  glass  will  glitter  in  the 
sun.     God  help  our  hearts  to  hunger  for  the  fadeless  luster 
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of  a  pure,  self-sacrificing  life  that  shall  often  see  the  light  of* 
heaven  bursting  through  its  cloud,  and  shall  behold  God's ^ 
rainbow  day  by  day  prefiguring  the  eternal  sky  and  calm  of 
heaven. 

One  night — the  sweet,  peaceful  night  of  a  long  past  busy 
day — I  dreamed  of  Heaven.  As  a  child  I  often  wondered 
how  near  to  Heaven  the  little  birds  could  fly,  and  if  they  did 
not  sometimes  get  high  enough  to  peep  over  the  battlements. 
To  my  childish  mind  the  abode  of  the  blest  was  near,  directly 
above  us,  just  beyond  our  vision.  I  had  seen  them  circle 
in  the  sparkling  sunlight  until  the  arching  sky  received 
them  into  its  mists  of  blue.  I  longed  for  wings,  so  that  with 
the  birds  I  might  flv  towards  the  home  of  God. 

It  may  have  been  the  memory  of  that  childish  longing  that 
came  to  me  by  night  and  made  me  dream  of  Heaven.  Be  that 
as  it  may,  I  dreamed  of  flying  up  to  God.  I  never  can  for- 
get the  happiness  ethereal  that  filled  ray  heart  when,  after  that 
sweet  dream  was  ended,  I  awoke  to  things  of  earth  again* 
The  majesty  and  sweetness  of  it  lingered  with  me  long,  and 
even  now  I  cannot  but  believe  the  angels  hovered  near  my 
bed  on  that  blest  and  peaceful  night. 

I  did  not  dream  of  death.  In  some  strange  fashion  deatb 
had  seemed  to  pass  me  by.  There  was  no  pain,  no  folding  of 
the  busy  hands  to  rest,  no  closing  of  the  weary  eyes.  I  was^ 
at  once  with  angels,  clothed  with  wings  like  unto  theirs  and 
rising  with  the  glowing  light  into  celestial  glory.  I  remem- 
ber well  when  my  feet  last  touched  the  earth.  Everything: 
was  clothed  upon  with  beauty.  For  all  the  world  the  waving;- 
grass,  the  bending  trees  and  fruitful  fields  looked  like  they  didl 
when  first  I  saw  the  Lord.  The  very  earth  was  radiant  with? 
gladness  and  vocal  with  sweet  songs  of  praise.  It  seemed 
to  me  that  the  new  earth  the  Patmos  prophet  saw  had 
come,  and  the  old  earth,  with  its  gloom  and  graves^  had  fled 
away. 
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JesiiB  was  there.  When  I  had  cleaved  the  air  and  left  for- 
ever the  things  of  time,  I  was  with  Jesus.  The  glory  of  the 
dream  of  heaven  I  cannot  pat  in  words.  But  mother  was 
there  with  Jesus.  !N'ot  like  she  was  when  last  I  kissed  her 
marble  face,  but  like  she  was  in  other  years  before  the  marks 
of  age  and  pain  were  written  on  her  brow.  The  light  of 
Heaven  had  chased  all  sorrow  from  her  face  and  her  silvery 
locks  had  changed  to  tresses  of  burnished  gold.  And  baby 
was  there  —  the  same  sweet,  prattling  baby  that  we  gave  to 
God  on  that  day  of  sadness  in  the  long  ago.  He  had  not 
grown  at  all,  but  just  as  he  was  before  the  fever  came  I 
pressed  him  to  my  hungry  heart  again.  It  was  the  same 
sweet,  childish  welcome  that  used  to  greet  me  in  the  summer 
afternoons,  when  radiant  with  childish  joy  and  love,  I  saw 
his  baby  face  await*me  at  the  gate.  And  in  the  dream  I  was 
glad  he  had  not  changed,  but  was  just  as  he  was  when  the 
glow  of  childish  beauty  wreathed  his  face. 

The  waking  came.  But  it  came  in  silence.  There  was  no 
sudden  start,  as  if  from  troubled  sleep.  And  when  the  dream 
was  gone  there  was  yet  music  in  my  heart,  and  is  to-day  as  I 
recall  its  joys.  I  cannot  tell  how  much  of  the  real  the  dream 
contained,  but  it  was  sweet  to  me  that  night  as  it  is  on  every 
glad  remembrance  of  it. 

And  I  have  thought  sometimes  that  we  might  know  more 
of  Heaven  if  we  would  watch  the  light  that  shines  upon  the 
face  of  the  dying  Christian.  Only  a  little  while  ago  in  my 
own  town  a  sweet  Christian  woman  went  home  to  God. 
When  her  last  moments  came  she  opened  her  eyes  to  look 
upon  the  faces  of  those  she  loved  for  the  last  time.  When 
they  were  closed  again  the  light  of  Heaven  kissed  her  face  as 
the  dawn  of  morning  shines  upon  the  bosom  of  the  rose.  As 
the  chariot  swung  low  she  saw  the  angels  and  heard  the  mel- 
ody of  their  rapturous  music.  And  so  I  know  that  to  the 
Christian  death  is  but  the  breath  of  God  that  warms  us  to 
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eternal  life.     And  Heaven  is  as  one  sweet,  nameless  singer 
paints  it  in  these  glowing  words :  — 

No  sickness  there — 
No  weary  wasting  of  the  frame  away, 
No  fearfal  shrinking  from  the  midnight  air. 
No  dread  of  summer's  bright  and  fervid  ray  ! 

No  hidden  grief ; 
No  wild  and  cheerless  vision  of  despair ; 
No  vain  petition  for  a  swift  relief, 
No  tearf  nl  eye,  no  broken  heart  is  there  I 

Care  has  no  home 
Within  that  realm  of  ceaseless  praise  and  song^ 
Its  surging  billows  toss  and  melt  in  foam, 
Far  from  the  mansions  of  the  spirit  throng. 

The  storm's  black  wing 
Is  never  spread  athwart  celestial  skies ; 
Its  wailings  blend  not  with  the  voice  of  spring, 
As  some  too  tender  flowret  fades  and  dies. 

No  night  distills 
Its  chilling  dews  upon  the  tender  frame ; 
No  morn  is  needed  there  —  the  light  which  fills 
The  land  of  glory  from  its  Maker  came. 

No  parted  friends 
O'er  mournful  recollections  have  to  weep, 
No  bed  of  death  —  enduring  love  attends 
To  watch  the  coming  of  a  pulseless  sleep  I 

No  withered  flower, 
Or  blasted  bud,  eelodtial  gardens  know ; 
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No  sorching  blast  or  fierce  descending  shower 
Scatters  destruction  like  a  ruthless  foe. 

No  battle-word 
Startles  the  sacred  hosts  with  fear  and  dread ; 
The  song  of  peace  creation's  morning  heard 
Is  sung  wherever  angel  footsteps  tread ! 

Let  us  depart, 
A  home  like  this  awaits  the  weary  soul  1 
Look  up,  thou  stricken  one  1     Thy  wounded  heart 
Shall  bleed  no  more  at  Sorrow's  stern  control. 

With  faith  our  guide, 
White-robed  and  innocent,  to  tread  the  way  — 
Why  fear  to  plunge  in  Jordan's  rolling  tide, 
And  find  the  heaven  of  eternal  day? 
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[EN  the  year  is  ending,  it  is  meet  to  meditate.  In 
many  a  home  there  is  a  vacant  chair  that  last 
year  was  filled  by  a  loved  form.  A  year  ago 
there  was  no  thought  of  parting.  The  family  cir- 
cle bade  the  dying  year  good-by  and,  welcomed  the 
new  as  if  the  sun  of  joy  would  never  set.  But  since 
last  New  Year's  day  there  have  been  long  nights  of  watch- 
ing. The  patient  physician,  with  grave  and  sympathetic 
face,  has  often  come,  and  the  sufferer  has  spent  long  hours 
of  racking  pain.  Then  all  was  still.  The  doctor  came  no 
more,  but  in  his  place  the  kindly  pastor  came  to  read  God's 
word  and  pray — not  for  the  dead,  but  for  those  who  soon 
must  follow.  And  at  last,  the  slow  and  solemn  journey 
out  to  the  new-made  grave,  where  tender  hands  lowered  the 
dead  one's  body  into  its  last  earthly  home.  The  picture  is  a 
sad  one,  as  my  own  heart  knows  full  well;  but  let  it  live 
again,  for  we  will  be  all  the  better  for  having  seen  it  again. 
Only  last  night  I  dreamed  of  a  sweet  baby  face  that  paled 
in  death  almost  ten  years  ago.  He  had  come  back  again  and 
his  ruddy  cheek  pressed  mine  as  in  those  long  past  days  of 
joy.  My  eyes  were  wet  with  tears  when  I  awoke,  and  the 
same  heart-hunger  came  to  me  again  that  I  have  felt  a  thou- 
sand times  since  our  baby  went  to  God.  So,  dear  one,  if  your 
tears  shall  fall  again  and  your  heart  be  touched  anew,  you 

will  then  again  be  close  of  kin  to  all  who  suffer. 
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Will  all  the  loved  ones  that  now  abide  with  us  be  with  us 
when  another  year  has  gone?  We  say  it  sadly,  but  in  truth  — 
there  will  be  other  vacant  chairs  and  bleeding  hearts  before 
another  year  grows  old  to  die.  It  may  be  that  the  best  loved 
one  of  all  will  go  to  meet  our  God  before  another  year  shall 
come  and  go.  Indeed,  it  may  be  you  or  me  that  God  will 
call.  In  view  of  this  fast  coming  separation,  how  loving  and 
tender  we  should  be  with  all  those  whose  lives  touch  ours  I 
How  considerate  as  parents,  how  obedient  as  children,  how 
loving  as  husbands  and  wives,  how  loyal  and  true  as  friends  1 
At  such  an  hour  as  we  think  not,  the  summons  may  come  to 
call  us  home  to  God. 

The  saddest  thought  of  all  is  that  some  who  have  died  were 
not  prepared,  and  some  who  linger  near  the  verge  of  death 
seem  to  feel  that  they  will  live  a  thousand  years.  Some  ten- 
der-hearted ones  preach  all  the  dead  to  heaven,  but  I  cannot. 
"  It  is  appointed  unto  men  once  to  die,  and  after  that  the 
judgment.''  A  soul  that  goes  into  death  unprepared  is  lost, 
and  lost  forever.  The  truth  that  I  fain  would  leave  with  each 
Christian  is,  that  we  do  not  do  half  our  duty  in  warning  sin- 
ners about  their  coming  doom.  Some  have  died  since  one 
short  year  ago  that  you  might  have  led  to  Christ  had  you  been 
diligent  is  His  service.  Will  we  not  all  do  better?  Will  we 
not  have  family  worship  in  all  our  homes  next  year?  Will 
we  not  read  God's  word  to  our  little  ones  each  day? 

The  other  day,  in  looking  at  my  boy,  a  big  strapping,  fel- 
low now  Hearing  his  fifteenth  birthday,  I  had  to  think  and 
think  again  to  be  convinced  that  I  was  old  enough  to  be  his 
father.  It  seems  hard  for  me  to  realize  that  I  shall  soon  be 
thirty-eight  years  old  and  that  my  only  brother,  with  whom 
as  a  little  boy  I  seemed  so  lately  to  have  roamed  the  old 
South  Texas  woods,  has  already  passed  his  two-score  years. 

But  it  is  so,  and  while  I  see  these  evidences  of  the  flight  of 
time  I  find  it  hard  to  comprehend  the  solemn  lessons  of  the 
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swiftly  passing  years.  It  seems  to  me  but  yesterday  since,  as 
a  little  boy,  no  older  than  my  own  son  is  now,  I  lingered  in 
our  childhood  home.  Sometimes  those  halcyon  hours  seem 
so  close  that  I  can  scarce  believe  that  they  are  gone  and  that 
they  shall  never  come  to  cheer  my  heart  again.  I  seem  oft- 
times  to  live  them  o'er  again  and  press  my  boyish  feet  upon 
the  paths  so  often  trod  in  those  sweet  days.  I  see  the  farm- 
house now  —  the  little  country  cottage  where  those  years  so 
swiftly  vanished  into  the  land  of  silence.  It  was  a  log  house 
at  the  first,  with  only  one  large  room,  but  when  father 
bought  it  he  built  rooms  all  around  it.  I  see  the  little  room 
where  brother  and  I  slept,  and  there  beside  the  bed  I  see  the 
little  box  where  mother  kept  our  Sunday  clothes.  Trunks 
were  not  many  then  in  that  far-off  corner  of  a  frontier 
State.  We  saw  fine  things  only  in  pictures,  and  read  of 
them  in  books.  The  busy  throngs  of  surging  men  disturbed 
us  not.  But  on  every  hand  were  God's  best  gifts  to  man  — 
blue  sky,  and  fragrant  flowers,  and  babbling  brooks,  and  lus- 
cious fruits,  and  verdant  fields,  and  lowing  kine  —  these  with 
health  and  happiness,  and  faith  in  each  other  and  in  God, 
made  those  childhood  hours  glide  by  like  dreams  of  fairy 
land. 

Only  once  in  a  great,  great  while  were  our  senses  jarred  by 
storms,  or  our  hearts  made  sad  by  death.  I  remember  now  as 
if  it  were  last  night  the  first  time  I  ever  knew  of  death.  I 
must  have  spoken  of  it  in  these  Thoughts  before,  but  I  can- 
not forbear  to  refer  to  it  again.  I  was  not  yet  out  of  baby 
dresses  when  one  day  a  neighbor  sent  for  mother  to  come  and 
watch  beside  her  dead.  I  could  not  fathom  what  it  meant 
when  she  told  me  that  my  little  playmate  had  gone  home 
to  God.  Death  was  new  to  my  childish  heart,  and  I  did  not 
know  what  mother  meant.  But  when  she  took  me  in  her  arms 
and  raised  me  up  so  that  I  could  see  my  playmate's  mute  and 
marble  face,  I  began  then  to  grasp  its  meaning.     And  though 


Digitized  by 


Google 


'^. 

^ 

k 

^  jfe^  Jj2nI 

t^ 

^'^X' 

'^^ 

W 

y^^  ' 

/w^ 

^ 

^MSjWi 

'^Mw 

^ 

''SHK    TOOK    ME    IN    HEli    ARMS    AND    UAlJJED    ME    UP."       (Page  393.) 

(3!t4) 


Digitized  by 


Google 


THE   PASSING  TEAB8.  395 

more  than  a  score  and  a  half  of  years  have  come  and  gone 
since  then,  I  see  that  baby-face  to-day  as  plainly  as  when  my 
childish  eyes  first  looked  upon  the  pallor  and  the  silence  of 
what  men  call  death.  And  somehow,  even  then,  I  thought 
he  was  but  asleep,  as  indeed  he  was,  and  that  some  day  I 
should  see  his  face  again. 

But  sadness  did  not  often  come  in  those  quiet  rural  shades, 
and  joy  and  gladness  were  regnant  in  woods  and  fields  and 
glades.  Somehow  there  was  a  simple  honesty  and  faith  that 
reigned  everywhere.  Men  trusted  men ;  religion  was  real ;  each 
to  the  other  seemed  revered  and  dear,  and  God  was  truly  hon- 
ored by  upright,  trusting  hearts.  No  one  in  those  glad  days 
could  have  made  me  believe  that  any  man  was  other  than  what 
he  seemed  to  be^  and  to  me  then  all  women  were  as  pure  and 
unsullied  as  the  virgin  flowers  that  carpeted  the  fields.  All 
women  were  like  my  own  sweet  mother  —  tender  and  true  and 
loving,  and  most  of  all  daily  trusting  in  our  God.  And  all 
old  people  were  venerable  and  good.  Never  in  those  years 
could  I  see  how  an  old  man  "  with  tottering  step  and  slow," 
lingering  but  for  a  little  while  on  earth,  could  be  other  than 
true  like  Moses,  a  friend  of  God  like  Abraham,  and  pure  and 
faithful  as  Elijah  was. 

One  by  one  these  childish  fancies  passed  with  the  passing 
years.  I  have  lived  to  learn  of  wickedness  among  the  young 
and  old,  among  men  and  women,  among  professors  and  non- 
professors,  but  it  cheers  my  heart  anon  to  turn  my  face  back 
toward  the  rising  sun  and  linger  in  the  fragrance  of  those  first, 
pure  views  of  life. 

But  the  saddest  thing  of  all  to  me  is  this :  that  with  the 
dying  years  there  have  gone  forever  many  fruitful  opportuni- 
ties, which,  taken  at  their  flood,  might  have  fashioned  human 
lives  for  better  things.  And  they  are  passing  by  us  day  by 
day.  Every  farmer  knows  how  easy  it  is  to  lose  a  crop.  A 
few  days  lost  at  the  crucial  period  means  the  loss  of  a  whole 
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year  of  time,  God's  seasons  never  wait  for  lazy  men.  The 
blessings  of  the  rain  and  tide  do  not  linger  for  the  slothful  to 
get  ready  for  their  coming.  Neither  in  our  work  for  Jesus 
do  lost  souls  of  men  await  our  preparation  to  lead  them  to 
the  light.  The  chance  to  save  a  soul  from  death,  when  Grod 
casts  it  at  your  feet,  may  not  abide  even  for  an  hour. 

To-day  my  heart  weeps  as  I  look  at  the  little  I  have  done 
for  Jesus  in  the  years  that  are  no  more.  It  seems  to  me  that 
I  have  indeed  been  an  unprofitable  servant  and  have  thrown 
God's  sunshine  oft  away.  Do  you,  dear  reader,  share  these 
tears  as  you  contemplate  the  swiftly  passing  years?  If  so, 
there  is  hope  for  you  and  me,  that  in  hours  yet  unborn  we 
may  strive  more  diligently  to  be  all  to  our  Savior  that  we 
ought  to  be.  We  may  not  gather  up  the  threads  of  what  we 
have  lost,  but  we  may,  with  God's  dear  help,  not  let  the 
strands  slip  through  our  fingers  as  they  have  in  other  days. 

And  the  highest  duty  is  the  nearest  duty.  It  may  be  the 
hardest  duty  to  do  what  is  nearest,  but  it  should  be  done  at 
once.  It  may  be  a  word  of  warning  to  a  husband  or  a  wife 
or  to  a  near-by  loved  one  who  long  has  wondered  at  your 
silence.  It  may  be  family  prayer.  I  verily  believe  the  wife 
should  read  God's  word  to  the  children  and  hold  family  prayer 
if  the  husband  will  not.  Let  there  be  a  family  altar  in  every 
home,  even  if  the  husband  will  not  lead  the  worship. 

But  I  cannot  suggest  all  these  duties.  To  the  inquiring 
heart  they  will  suggest  themselves.  Will  you  not  join  with 
me,  dear  reader,  in  an  earnest,  prayerful  effort  to  redeem  the 
time  that  yet  remains  and  give  the  best  that  is  within  you  to 
the  Lord?  If  you  will  there  will  be  music  in  your  heart 
to-day,  and  God's  sunshine  will  light  up  your  soul,  and  a  new 
song  of  praise  to  God  will  re-echo  in  your  ears  through  all  the 
day.     And  this  is  like  childhood,  and  childhood  is  like  heaven* 

Once  when  on  a  journey  a  message  found  me  that  was  the 
saddest  announcement,  save  one,  my  heart  has  ever  known. 
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The  words  were  these:  "  Your  babv  is  dead."  I  see  the  fate- 
f ul  letters  now  that  formed  each  word  of  the  sad  announce- 
ment. Through  the  changing  years  that  have  come  since 
then  the  memory  of  that  sad  hour  has  not  grown  old.  And 
the  message  is  as  fresh  to-day  as  when  the  trembling  hand 
that  writes  these  lines  first  held  it. 

It  may  have  been  a  shadow  of  that  long  past  day  of  tears 
that  came  to  me  that  last  week  night  in  dreams.  Be  that  as 
it  may,  I  dreamed  my  wife  had  died  while  I  was  far  away, 
and  that  I  held  the  message  in  my  hand  that  flashed  the 
crushing  news  to  my  poor,  bursting  heart,  I  had  not  been 
at  her  bedside  in  the  last  sad  hour.  I  had  not  even  known 
that  she  was  ill.  The  last  time  that  I  had  seen  her,  she  was 
buoyant  with  health,  and  light  of  heart.  And  in  my  dreams 
there  came  to  me  in  panoramic  view  all  the  years  of  our  mar- 
ried life.  I  saw  the  winsome  country  maiden,  scarce  past 
eighteen,  who  gave  her  heart  and  hand  to  the  uncouth  teacher 
of  the  village  school  in  the  long  ago.  The  wedding  day,  with 
its  touch  of  real  romance,  came  to  my  heart  instinct  with  that 
fresh  life  that  was  then  its  own.  And  then  the  passing 
years,  one  by  one,  passed  in  review.  The  precious  gift  from 
God  of  our  three  children  and  the  sad  days  of  prayer  and 
watching  before  the  baby  died,  and  then  the  funeral  day  and 
the  ever-present  loneliness  of  our  home  that  has  not  heard 
the  patter  of  our  baby's  feet  since  then — all  this  came  up 
before  my  eyes  as  from  them  rained  the  fast  falling  tears. 

Some  of  these  memories  were  sad,  but  they  were  not  the 
saddest  that  my  stricken  heart  was  forced  to  feel  in  that  sad 
dream.  I  do  not  think  I  have  been  the  worst  of  husbands; 
not  by  any  means.  But  my  own  heart  did  not  spare  me  as  I 
held  that  death  message  in  my  hand  that  told  me  of  the 
lonely  death  of  ray  beloved  wife.  Like  daggers  thrust  into 
my  heart  were  all  the  unkind  or  hasty  words  she  ever  heard 
me  say.     The  hours  of  neglect  massed  themselves  before  me 
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like  whelming  ocean  waves  and  smote  my  bleeding  heart. 
The  memory  of  neglected  duty  to  the  mother  of  my  children, 
of  hasty  partings,  of  failure  to  rightly  appreciate  her  real 
worth  —  all  these  stood  up  like  sentinels  prepared  to  fire  at 
me  their  leaden  messengers  of  death.  I  remembered  the  last 
good-bye  I  had  ever  said  to  her  as  she  waited  at  the  gate  to 
see  me  go.  I  remembered  I  had  purposed  in  my  heart  to  make 
amends  as  best  I  might  for  all  that  I  had  done  or  failed  to  do, 
but  I  had  not  even  had  the  poor  privilege  of  kissing  her  pale 
lips  before  God  called  her  home. 

The  dream  was  done.  I  rubbed  my  eyes  and  found  that  it 
was  day.  The  gray  dawn  of  a  winter  morning  struggled 
through  the  bed-room  window.  I  was  at  home;  I  heard  a 
cheerful  voice  —  it  was  the  voice  of  my  wife.  She  was  not 
even  sick.  And  then  in  spirit,  I  bowed  my  heart  in  thank- 
fulness to  God,  resolving  as  I  prayed,  to  be  a  better,  more 
loving,  and  more  thoughtful  husband,  than  I  had  been  before. 

And  this  Lord's  day  I  have  written  down  this  dream  for 
you.  There  will  come  to  us  all  some  days  of  final  partings. 
There  will  come  some  hours  of  keen  remorse.  There  will 
come  some  scalding  tears  for  those  who  died  far,  far  away. 
Then,  while  they  linger  at  your  side,  speak  out  from  warm 
hearts  your  tenderest  words  of  love.  Unkind  words  are 
thistles  that  will  grow  and  multiply  in  your  aching  heart 
long  after  your  dead  have  rested  in  the  grave.  We  plant 
roses  on  the  tombs  of  our  cherished  dead ;  let  us  not  plant 
thorns  on  their  hearts  while,  side  by  side,  they  journey  with 
us  to  the  tomb.  Husbands,  love  your  wives.  Wives,  love 
your  husbands.  And  tell  each  other  so.  Parents,  love  your 
children  and  make  them  glad  with  your  paternal  kindness. 
Children,  love  your  parents  and  obey  them  as  you  will  wish 
you  had  done  in  coming  years.  All  too  soon  the  hands  will 
be  folded  across  the  pulseless  breast  of  some  one  more  dear 
to  you  than  all  the  world  beside. 
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CCENTLY  I  heard  a  number  of  young  Christians 
relate  their  Christian  experiences.  Two  of  the 
number  stated  that  they  had  been  conyicted  of 
sin  by  the  death  of  loved  ones.  One  lady  dated  her 
first  serious  interest  in  religion  from  the  death  of  her 
little  sister,  and  a  young  man  was  first  led  to  think  of 
God  and  Heaven  through  the  words  of  a  dying  brother. 
These  statements  had  in  them  much  for  prayer  and  medita- 
tion. Paul,  in  the  eleventh  chapter  of  Hebrews,  says  of  Abel, 
"he  being  dead  yet  speaketh,''  and  I  verily  believe  the  same 
is  true  of  every  one  who  since  then  has  died. 

This  life  —  this  human  life  —  in  its  varied  influences  for 
good  or  ill,  does  not  end  at  death.  There  leap  forth  from 
silent  graveyards  potentialities  that  mould  a  world.  The 
pale,  cold  lips  of  our  sainted  dead,  that  can  never  speak  to  us 
again  in  sweet  and  cherished  words,  speak  yet  from  out  their 
pallid  silence  so  loudly  that  Niagara  could  not  dull  the  sound. 
They  speak  in  language  that  our  hearts  can  feel  and  under- 
stand, and  with  emphasis  that  no  intervening  years  shall  ever 
take  away. 

There  will  read  these  lines  many  a  fond  mother  who  through 
long  and  hopeful  years  has  prayed  that  God  would  save  her 
wandering  boy.  She  began  to  pray  for  him  when  he  was  a 
little  babe  in  arms,  and  like  Hannah,  the  mother  of  Samuel, 

she  has  woven  her  praj^ers  into  every  little  roundabout  he  ever 
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wore.  Through  the  swiftly  passing  years  that  marked  his 
journey  from  the  cradle  up  to  man's  estate,  she  has  never 
ceased  to  ask  God  to  love  and  save  her  boy.  He  is  a  grown 
up  man  now,  and  there  are  silver  threads  among  his  mother's 
locks  and  furrows  on  her  brow  that  were  not  there  when  he 
first  rested  his  baby  head  upon  her  heart.  Some  of  these 
grij  hairs  he  himself  has  made,  and  his  wayward  course  has 
added  to  the  furrows  on  her  brow.  But  he  is  all  unconscious 
of  the  longing  in  her  heart.  Sometimes  she  has  tried  to  tell 
it  to  him,  but  he  would  not  hear.  Sometimes  she  has  tried 
to  uncover  her  mother  heart  to  him,  but  his  eyes  are  holden 
that  he  cannot  see.  And  now  the  sweet  mother  hears  the 
rippling  cjf  the  Jordan  that  her  feet  so  soon  must  press.  She 
enters  the  valley  of  shadows  with  an  aching  heart,  because 
her  lost  child  will  not  give  his  heart  to  God. 

To  her  and  to  all  who  pray  and  mourn  to-day  o'er  wayward 
loved  ones,  I  bring  a  song  of  hope.  Remember  Abel.  Re- 
member the  brother  and  the  sister  and  the  father  and  the 
mother  who  aforetime  in  their  dying  have  led  the  wandering 
loved  ones  to  the  cross.  Through  all  the  centuries  the 
corpses  of  the  dead,  the  funerals,  the  hearses,  and  the  grave- 
yards have  testified  of  God  and  heaven.  They  preach  their 
voiceless  sermons  to  all  men  alike,  and  give  mute  emphasis 
to  the  truth  of  God.  So,  then,  dear  stricken'  one,  you  who 
sorrow  for  the  wandering  ones  you  love  so  much,  take  heart. 
God  may  delay  your  day  of  triumph  till  your  day  of  death, 
and  even  beyond  that  day.  In  coming  years  the  sinful  boy 
or  girl  may  on  some  quiet  Lord's  day  eve  go  out  to  scatter 
roses  on  your  grave.  While  lingering  there  God's  Spirit  may 
bring  to  remembrance  the  tender  words  you  spoke  to  them  in 
other  days,  and  may  seal  your  prayers  of  long  ago  to  their 
salvation. 

I  know  full  well  that  our  Master  takes  the  deathbeds  of  His 
loved  ones  to  warn  those  who  remain  of  what  they  owe  to  Him. 
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Not  only  does  He  preach  thus  to  sinners,  but  to  us  as  well, 
and  through  the  loss  of  those  we  love  He  leads  us  nearer  to  His 
cross.  "When  I  heard  those  dear  young  Christians  testify  of 
their  own  loved  dead  whose  death  was  sanctified  to  their  re- 
demption, my  heart  leaped  back  across  the  intervening  years 
and  lingered  by  a  little  slab  that  marks  our  baby's  grave.  It 
was  when  standing' there  beside  that  grave,  before  the  coffin 
had  been  hid  from  view,  that  I  promised  God  that  I  would 
refuse  no  longer  to  be  a  preacher  of  His  word.  And  in  every 
sermon  I  have  ever  preached  the  silent  grave  of  our  sweet 
little  one  tells  o'er  again  its  mute  message  of  our  Savior's  love. 

It  was  our  Savior's  death  and  not  His  life  that  wrought 
out  life  eternal  for  us  all.  It  is  true  that  "  never  man  spake 
like  this  Man,"  and  it  is  true  that  His  life  on  earth  brought 
hope  and  joy  to  the  burdened  hearts  of  men,  but  His  redemp- 
tive work  was  not  done  until  He  died.  "  Without  the  shed- 
ding of  blood  there  is  no  remission  of  sins."  It  was  in  His 
death  on  the  cross  that  He  bore  our  sins  in  His  own  body. 
It  is  no  wonder,  then,  that  He  has  honored  so  many  of  His 
saints  since  then  in  saving  others  through  their  death.  It  is 
no  wonder  that  so  many  little  children  have  reached  back 
their  little  hands  from  out  the  graves  where  fond  hearts  laid 
them,  and  have  beckoned  sinful  parents  to  the  better  land. 

So  will  it  ever  be  till  Jesus  comes.  The  graveyards  preach 
the  most  enduring  sermons,  after  all.  It  may  be  —  God 
knows  —  that  the  hand  that  writes  these  lines  may,  when 
prone  upon  his  pulseless  bosom,  point  an  only  son  to  God. 
It  may  be  that  not  till  then  will  His  Spirit  touch  his  heart  and 
cause  him  to  believe  in.  Jesus.  So  I  do  not  lose  heart.  And 
I  urge  all  who  read  these  Thoughts  to  remember  Abel. 
Through  all  the  centuries  of  time,  "  he,  being  dead,  yet 
speaketh."  And  he  will  speak  till  God's  last  Judgment 
day.  And  I  do  humbly  pray  that  each  of  us  may  so  nobly 
live  that  when  we  are  dead  the  lives  we  lived  will  forever 
point  the  lost  to  God. 
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"With  keen  insight  the  Apostle  Paul  strongly  enjoins  ns  to 
"  grow  in  grace  and  in  the  knowledge  of  our  Lord  and  Savior 
Jesus  Christ."    This  caution  was  written  to  all  Christians 
then  living  and  to  all  that  should  come  after  him.     The 
very  fact  that  he  enjoins  us  to  grow  in  grace  is  a  sufficient 
answer  to  those  who  claim  sinless  perfection.     If  we  are  to 
grow  in  grace  we  are  not  yet  fully  grown.     It  is  much  easier 
to  grow  smaller  as  a  Christian  than  it  is  to  grow  larger.     I 
can  never  forget  the  precious  and  abiding  blessing  that  came 
to  me  in  conversion.     For  three  whole  days 

"  Joy  came  down  my  soul  to  greet, 
And  glory  crowned  the  mercy  seat." 

There  was  not  a  fleck  of  cloud  in  the  star-gemmed  sky 
that  bent  above  me.  The  whole  earth  was  vocal  with  an- 
thems of  praise  to  God,  and  I  thoroughly  believed  in  this, 
my  first  joy  in  the  Christian  life,  that  I  would  never  sin 
again.  It  was  impossible  for  me  to  see  how  I  could  so  far 
forget  the  gracious  blessings  that  had  come  to  me,  and  so  far 
wander  from  the  forgiving  love  of  Jesus,  as  to  go  back  into 
sin.  It  is  not  worth  while  to  tell  any  Christian  who  may  read 
these  lines  how  grave  a  mistake  I  made.  They  all  know  as 
well  as  I  that  sin  came,  and  that  through  all  the  succeeding 
years  that  have  intervened  there  has  been  a  constant  repeti- 
tion of  sinning  and  repenting. 

But  I  thank  God  withal  that  he  has  permitted  me  to  grow 
in  grace  with  the  growing  years.  I  can  remember  that  in  my 
firat  experience  as  a  Christian,  after  the  first  joy  of  my  con- 
version had  waned  and  I  had  come  down  to  earth  again,  that 
there  were  sins  that  looked  small  to  me  then  that  tower  now 
like  mountains,  and  this  is  one  of  the  best  tests  of  growth  in 
the  Christian  life.  Our  conception  of  sin  will  always  deter- 
mine our  progress.     Christians  who  regard  lightly  any  sin, 
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and  who  feel  thatthere  are  some  that  may  be  committed  with 
impunity,  sadly  need  to  grow  stronger  in  the  Christian  life. 

The  ripe  Christian  feels  bowed  in  spirit  and  is  deeply 
troubled  when  he  finds  himself  overtaken  in  any  sin,  no  matter 
how  small  that  sin  may  seem  to  others.  It  is  his  constant 
effort  and  prayer  that  through  every  succeeding  day  he  may 
grow  stronger  and  better  and  more  useful  in  the  Christian  life. 

It  is  of  the  supremest  moment  to  every  Christian  to  be 
familiar  with  the  best  means  of  growing  in  grace.  I  will  tell 
all  of  you  of  the  things  that  have  helped  me.  Above  every- 
thing, it  seems  to  me,  has  been  a  faithful  attendance  on  the 
preached  word  of  God.  It  was  not  an  accident  that  we  were 
enjoined  by  God's  Holy  Spirit,  "  not  to  forsake  the  assembling 
of  ourselves  together,  as  the  manner  of  some  is."  'Not  only 
does  the  preached  word  greatly  strengthen  the  Christian,  but 
his  constant  contact  with  other  ripe  Christians  gives  him 
greater  strength  and  stronger  faith.  The  reading  of  God's 
Holy  Word  is  one  of  the  highest  and  most  helpful  means  of 
grace.  Any  Christian  who  fails  to  constantly  read  the  Bible 
is  not  a  growing  Christian.  I  have  no  doubt  there  are  some 
church  members  who  will  read  these  lines  who  do  not  average 
reading  a  chapter  in  the  Bible  each  week,  but  I  can  tell  them 
now  that  they  are  not  growing  Christians,  nor  yet  are  they 
happy  Christians.  If  we  would  grow,  let  us  feed  on  the 
spiritual  food  God  has  prepared  for  us,  and  this  will  aid, 
strengthen    and   edify   us. 

Another  means  of  growth  in  grace  is  faithful  attendance 
on  every  meeting  of  the  church  and  Sunday  school,  and  it 
will  be  doubly  helpful  to  us  if  we  can  take  part  in  each  ser- 
vice, testifying  for  Jesus  at  the  prayer  meeting,  and  teaching 
God's  Holy  Word  to  others  in  our  Sunday  school  work. 

The  blacksmith  knows  that  the  arm  with  which  he  wields  the 
hammer  is  the  strong  arm.  By  constant  service  the  tendons 
and  muscles  grow  and  harden,  and  the  arm  that  works  be- 
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comes  BO  strong  that  with  it  the  brawny  blacksmith  could  fell 
an  ox.  It  is  thus  in  our  Christian  life.  If  we  would  grow 
we  must  keep  our  spiritual  nature  busy,  and  if  the  soul  seeks 
for  food  and  finds  it  and  assimilates  it,  we  grow  into  strong, 
active,  useful,  and  efficient  workers  in  the  Lord's  vineyard. 

God  pity  the  spiritually  sickly,  dyspeptic,  consumptive 
Christian.  God  pity  the  Christian  who  is  satisfied  never  to 
grow,  and  who  never  gets  strong  enough  to  put  away  dolls  and 
rattles  and  baby  playthings,  and  who  never  arrives  at  that 
period  in  the  Christian  life  when  the  deeper  things  of  God's 
Holy  Word  can  be  studied  and  loved.  It  seems  to  me  that 
there  are  some  Christians  who  are  so  small  and  who  remain  so 
small  that  they  will  not  be  large  enough  when  they  get  to 
heaven  to  enjoy  its  celestial  pleasures.  God  help  us  to  grow 
constantly,  to  the  end  that  our  strength  may  become  the 
strength  of  others,  and  when  the  time  comes  for  us  to  go 
hence  we  will  find  a  glad  welcome  to  the  better  land. 
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LIV. 
On  Impro^Oin^  Opportxgnilies. 

"S  CE  when  Gen.  Grant  was  being  driven  over  New 
York  City  in  a  "drag"  by  an  admiring  host, 
he  was  seated  on  the  back  seat.  After  sitting 
for  many  minutes  in  silence,  he  turned  to  his  friend 
and  said:  "  This  sort  of  riding  reminds  me  of  some  of 
our  iioliticians — we  never  see  anything  until  we  have 
passed  it."  The  sentence  was  short,  but  it  contained 
material  for  a  great  sermon.  Most  of  our  lives  are  spent  just 
that  way.  "When  at  last  life's  sum  is  told,  it  will  be  found 
that  some  of  the  greatest  of  life's  opportunities  were  never 
seen  till  we  had  speeded  by  them. 

A  story  is  told  —  and  I  doubt  not  a  true  one  —  that  in  1849 
a  Pennsylvania  farmer  sold  his  farm  and  all  his  belongings, 
and  left  the  granite  hills  to  journey  to  California,  the  new- 
found land  of  gold.  As  time  sped  on  his  little  savings  all 
were  spent,  and  he  not  long  thereafter  died  in  that  far-off 
land,  and  was  buried  in  a  nameless  grave.  Meantime,  the 
oil,  long  confined  in  the  earth  that  once  made  up  his  little 
Pennsylvania  farm,  had  burst  out,  and  his  former  home  be- 
came the  richest  of  all  the  wealth-producing  fields  of  oil.  The 
little  farm  soon  sold  for  its  millions,  and  the  land  that  he  had 
despised  and  left  that  he  might  search  for  gold,  became  richer 
than  the  valleys  of  the  golden  West.  He  had  trod  upon  his 
millions,  and  had  let  all  the  chances  pass  to  find  that  they 
were  his. 

There  are  yet  even  more  suggestive  stories  than  those  con- 
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cerning  our  neglected  and  lost  opportunities.  These  have  to 
do  only  with  material  things.  Every  day  the  Christians  of 
this  land  are  losing  opportunities  for  good  that  stamp  us  as 
sluggards  in  the  work  of  God.  Blessed  be  the  memory  of 
Richard  Knill,  that  faithful  preacher  who,  in  the  boyhood  of 
Charles  Haddon  Spurgeon,  thought  it  well  to  take  the  grow- 
ing lad  out  into  the  yew  hedge  hard  by  the  old  Stamboume 
church  and  kneel  with  him  in  humble,  earnest  prayer.  More 
than  thirty  years  thereafter  Spurgeon,  then  the  world's 
greatest  preacher,  went  back  to  Stambourne,  and  there 
gathered  the  little  boys  about  him  and  prayed  with  them  as 
Richard  Knill  had  prayed  with  him  in  the  long  ago.  And 
who  can  say  that  Knill  was  not  a  great  man,  too?  I  tell 
you  of  a  truth,  that  every  man  is  great  who  does  a  little 
service  with  a  great  purpose.  The  impress  that  was  left  on 
the  heart  of  the  Stambourne  lad  had  its  fruition  when  Spur- 
geon preached  to  the  greatest  audiences  that  then  assembled 
in  the  world. 

Luther  Benson  said  that  we  may  impress  a  child  when  it 
is  one  hour  old,  and  proved  it  by  instancing  the  fact  that  such 
a  tiny  babe  will  cry  for  a  light  if  even  when  so  young  it  be- 
comes accustomed  to  one  in  the  room.  And  it  is  as  certain 
as  that  we  journey  to  the  grave  that  the  strongest  and  most 
lasting  impressions  for  good  are  made  on  the  youthful  mind. 
Our  children  should  feel  the  impress  of  religious  instruction 
from  the  time  they  can  walk  and  talk.  And  be  it  known  to 
you,  dear  friend,  that  they  will  follow  in  your  footsteps 
where'er  you  go.  A  Texas  pastor  told  me  the  other  night 
that  it  was  almost  impossible  to  explain  to  his  little  boy  that 
he  was  not  to  walk  in  the  garden.  The  little  fellow  had  seen 
his  papa  working  there,  and  felt  that  he  had  the  right  to  go 
wherever  papa  walked.  Oh,  that  God  might  send  a  lesson 
to  our  hearts  to-day  —  a  lesson  of  service  to  the  jewels  God 
has  sent  into  our  homes.     Verily,  I  say  unto  you,  that  the 
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children  will  have  grown  up  before  you  have  prepared  to  teach 
them,  if  you  do  not  heed  your  opportunities.  The  farmer 
knows  that  he  must  sow  his  seed  in  the  springtime  if  he  would 
expect  a  harvest,  but  there  are  countless  parents  who  wait 
till  summer,  and  others  till  autumn,  and  yet  others  till  the 
cold,  bleak  winter  days  before  they  sow  the  seeds  of  love  and 
eternal  life  in  the  children's  hearts. 

And  then  in  the  great  world-field  we  lose  opportunities 
each  day  that  should  be  taken  at  their  flood.  Opportunities 
are  like  time  —  when  they  are  lost,  they  never  come  again. 
Others  like  them  come,  but  the  lost  ones  have  passed  by  on 
on-moving  trains  and  linger  at  our  feet  no  more.  If  death- 
beds could  talk,  they  would  tell  stories  that  would  harrow  up 
our  souls.  Some  there  are  who  have  lived  side  by  side  with 
those  they  loved  through  long,  happy  years,  and  yet,  and  yet, 
have  never  told  them  of  their  love,  nor  of  the  Redeemer,  who 
died  that  they  might  live.  Oh,  if  bereaved  hearts  ever  think 
aloud,  they  tell  of  neglected  duties  that  would  make  angels 
sad.  And  if  graveyards  could  have  a  voice,  they  would  tell 
us  of  the  lonely  vigils  there  of  broken-hearted  ones  who  have 
there  knelt  and  wept  out  their  hopeless  sorrow  in  the  pitying 
ear  of  God.  But  it  was  too  late.  Death  is  the  end.  If  w^e 
let  our  friends  and  loved  ones  go  down  into  death  unsaved, 
they  shall  be  cast  into  hell  with  all  the  nations  that  forget 
God.  Now  is  the  accepted  time  —  now,  as  the  speeding 
hours  glide  by  like  the  lightning's  flash —  now,  as  the  hearts 
of  those  we  love  are  being  filled  with  alien  loves  and  thoughts, 
which  will  cluster  round  them  evermore  if  we  do  not  use  the 
golden  moments  to  open  therein  a  door  to  let  the  Savior  in. 

That  is  not  all.  The  opportunities  for  kindness  and  for 
loving  words  to  those  we  love  are  dying  with  every  passing 
hour.  Not  long  ago  a  husband,  who  is  living  with  his  second 
wife,  opened  his  heart  to  me.  He  told  me  a  painful  story. 
His   first  wife  —  the  love  of  his   youth  —  was   all   love  and 
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gentleness.  When  the  day  was  done,  and  he  came  in  from 
the  great  busy  world,  worn  and  weary,  the  little  wife  would 
come  and'  nestle  to  his  heart  and  kiss  away  the  wounds  the 
heartless  world  had  left  upon  his  face.  It  was  so  for  years, 
but  it  is  his  sorrow  now  that  he  did  not  tell  her  often  of  the 
preciousness  of  her  clinging  love.  He  did  not  know  till  she 
was  gone  and  another  had  come  to  fill  her  place  that  affection 
was  the  life  of  even  a  stalwart  man.  He  loves  his  present 
wife,  and  she  loves  him,  but  in  her  cold  philosophy  it  is 
enough  to  hear  him  tell  his  love,  for  she  never  deigns  to  tell 
him  of  her  own.  And  in  this  loveless  state  he  is  a  most 
unhappy  man.  Is  it  any  wonder  that  his  heart  turns  back 
anon  to  the  happiness  of  that  genuine  affection  that  has  gone 
forever  from  his  life,  and  is  it  any  wonder  that  he  even  yet 
talks  to  his  present  wife  in  the  old  language  that  first  he 
learned  —  the  language  of  affection,  which  she  has  never 
known? 

Alas,  for  our  selfish  economies  I  Alas,  that  there  are  so 
many  who  never  talk  of  love  till  the  object  of  that  love  is 
cold  and  dead  I  Alas,  that  the  golden  opportunities  that 
nestle  at  our  feet  go  by  unheeded,  and  life's  harvest  field  and 
garner  are  only  filled  with  tares. 

I  lay  an  appeal  at  your  feet  to-day  —  an  appeal  to  your 
heart.  In  Heaven's  name  I  beg  of  you  to  count  all  the 
opportunities  for  good  that  God  sends  to  you  as  more  than 
mines  of  gold  or  wells  of  flowing  oil.  All  the  things  of  time 
will  soon  have  passed  us  by  forever.  Soon  the  flush  and 
glory  of  youth  will  have  faded,  and  old  age  and  tottering 
step  will  have  come  to  our  tired  and  weary  liml^.  And 
soon  all  of  us  shall  sleep  the  last  long  sleep,  and  those  whose 
lives  touch  ours  shall  then  be  sleeping  too.  God  grant  that 
from  this  day  on  each  opportunity  for  good  will  be  improved, 
and  each  lost  soul  who  comes  within  the  circle  of  our  love 
may  be  pointed  to  our  Lord. 
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We  do  not  believe  that  any  admirer  of  Charles  Dickens 
ever  laid  down  his  last  book,  "The  Mystery  of  Edwin 
Drood,"  without  regretting  that  he  did  not  live  to  finish  it. 
We  are  taken  into  the  plot  of  one  of  the  best  stories  in  liter- 
ature, but  before  the  book  is  finished  the  master-brain  that 
projected  it  is  palsied  in  death.  How  many  unfinished  tasks 
there  are  in  this  world  I  Really,  if  the  projects  of  human 
brains  and  hearts  that  have  been  outlined  in  mind,  and  yet 
never  accomplished,  could  have  been  given  to  the  world,  we 
have  not  a  doubt  that  the  world's  literature,  the  world's  his- 
tory, the  world's  sermons,  and  the  world's  poesy  would  be 
better  than  they  are.  Holmes  gives  charming  expression  to 
the  same  thought, 

"  But  alas  for  those  who  die 
With  all  their  music  in  them  I" 

It  was  only  the  other  day  in  coming  into  the  oflSice  on  Mon- 
day morning  and  opening  my  desk,  that  this  line  of  thought 
was  stimulated  by  seeing  so  many  evidences  of  unfinished 
labor.  There  was  a  letter  that  should  have  been  written  on 
Saturday  evening.  There  was  an  editorial  only  half  begun. 
There  was  an  entry  that  should  have  been  made  on  the  sub- 
scription list.  -There  was  an  article  from  a  beloved  brother 
that  should  have  been  read  and  made  ready  for  the  printer. 
There  were  countless  tasks  that  should  have  been  finished ; 
and  that  was  a  picture  of  our  desk  as  it  will  be  on  the  last 
day  that  we  shall  labor.  And  that  was  a  picture  of  the  end 
of  every  busy  life. 

For  years  and  years  purposes  form  and  mature  in  our  minds, 
and  we  fully  intend  to  carry  them  out,  but  before  the  allotted 
task  is  done,  death  intervenes,  and  Grod  calls  us  to  our  eternal 
home.  How  much  this  emphasizes  the  necessity  of  compress- 
ing all  we  can  compress  of  labor  and  service  into  the  small 
time  that  God  gives  us  I     There  are  purposes  to  talk  to  some 
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sinner  friend  of  ours  that  are  never  carried  out.  There  are 
words  formed  in  our  hearts  that  we  mean  to  speak  to  some 
wayward  one,  that  die  on  our  lips.  There  are  burning 
thoughts  in  our  hearts  that  we  mean  to  write  down  some  day, 
that  perish  and  are  forgotten.  There  are  kind  and  loving 
words  we  mean  to  say  to  our  loved  ones,  and  tender  caresses 
and  affectionate  smiles  that  do  not  cheer  them,  because  never 
acted  out.  Certainly  this  would  be  a  happier  and  better 
world  if  all  of  the  good  resolutions  we  make  should  be  carried 
out,  and  if  all  the  tasks  we  lay  upon  ourselves  when  in  com- 
munion with  God,  should  be  faithfully  accomplished. 

And  then,  there  is  another  thought  that  impresses  us 
deeply.  When  the  time  of  our  death  shall  come,  other  hands 
will  open  our  desk,  other  eyes  will  scan  our  work,  and  old 
letters,  written  it  may  be  in  a  time  of  agitation  or  excitement, 
will  be  brought  forth,  and  the  record  we  have  made  will  stand 
out  in  its  complete  outlines  before  the  eyes  of  men  as  well  as 
the  eye  of  God.  'No  man  ought  ever  write  a  line  that  he 
would  wish  cqncealed  from  the  public  eye  after  his'  death. 
No  man  ought  ever  to  do  a  deed,  that  if  made  public  after 
his  death,  would  bring  the  slightest  blush  to  the  faces  of 
those  who  loved  him. 

Seeing  that  our  work  must  soon  end ;  that  the  places  that 
now  know  us  will  soon  know  us  no  more ;  that  the  opportuni- 
ties that  now  confront  us  will  soon  have  died ;  that  not  many 
days  hence  we  shall  sleep  out  in  the  lonely  graveyard  beside 
our  dead,  what  manner  of  men  ought  we  to  be,  in  all  lowli- 
ness of  spirit  and  consecration  of  heart,  and  fidelity  both  to 
God  and  men  I  Let  us  live  then,  as  we  shall  wish  we  had 
lived  when  we  come  to  die.  As  we  pursue  our  journey,  let 
us  finish  as  many  tasks  as  we  may,  remembering  that  our 
lives  are  but  a  little  span,  that  time  is  relentless,  that  all  the 
passing  years  to  us  will  soon  be  dead,  and  that  we  shall  be 
dead  and  buried  with  them. 
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i?^."^ 


fOYERS  of  God  through  all  the  ages  have  read  with 
^^  sorrow  and  regret  the  accouiitof  the  sin  of  David. 
bl^  Skeptics  have  urged  it  as  a  reason  for  not  believ- 
ing the  Bible.  They  ask  how  it  was  that,  if  David 
was  a  man  after  God's  own  heart,  he  could  have  been 
guilty  of  the  double  sin  that  so  marred  the  record  of 
his  life.  I  think  their  question  can  be  easily  answered.  To 
me  the  fact  that  the  Bible  tells  the  plain  truth  about  David, 
as  indeed  it  does  about  everything  it  touches,  is  an  incon- 
trovertible evidence  that  it  came  from  God.'  There  have 
been  thousands  of  biographies,  but  there  is  in  no  other  book 
on  earth  a  true  recital  of  the  deeds  of  its  heroes.  Men  could 
not  have  written  the  Bible  if  they  would,  but  another  con- 
vincing proof  that  God  wrote  it  is  that  they  would  not  have 
written  it  if  they  could.  No  thief  ever  nailed  up  his  picture 
in  the  rogues'  gallery,  and  men,  as  men,  hide  their  sins  and 
never  write  them  down  to  live  in  enduring  form  forever.  So 
the  skeptic  gets  no  comfort  from  the  life  of  David.  He  was 
indeed  a  man  after  God's  own  heart  when  he  was  at  his  best. 
His  sins  show  only  that  Godly  men  are  not  sinless  men. 

I  am  sorry  that  the  sweet  singer  fell  into  sin,  but  since 
he  did  I  am  glad  it  was  recorded.  What  a  cheerless  Bible 
we  would  have  if  all  its  heroes  had  been  sinless  I  I  have 
never  rejoiced  in  the  shortcomings  of  any  man,  but  anon  when 
conscious  of  the  frailties  of  my  own  imperfect  life    I   have 
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found  comfort  and  reviving  strength  in  the  fact  that  all  along 
the  best  of  men  have  had  their  failings  too. 

Once  in  conversation  with  one  of  the  sweetest  Christian  men 
I  ever  knew,  I  told  him  sadly  of  my  impulsive  temper.  It 
came  in  with  my  birth  and  bids  fair  to  linger  with  me  till  I 
am  gathered  to  the  loved  ones  gone  before.  When  I  made  to 
him  this  sad  confession  he  softly  said :  "  Yes,  that  has  been 
my  life-long  burden,  too.  I  live  in  constant  watchfulness  and 
prayer  for  fear  it  will  get  the  better  of  me."  As  one  of  old, 
I  treasured  that  saying  in  my  heart.  And  it  has  helped  me 
all  the  time  since  then  to  keep  my  temper  well  in  hand.  So 
it  has  been  a  comfort  through  all  the  centuries  to  the  weak 
and  tempest-tossed  to  know  that  a  greater  than  they  once 
sinned,  and  that  his  sin  was  even  worse  than  theirs. 

And  that  is  not  the  only  good  we  get  from  David^s  sin. 
From  out  the  depths  of  his  sorrow  and  repentance  there  have 
come  down  to  us  the  sweetest  songs  and  most  plaintive  prayers 
that  have  ever  burst  forth  from  human  lips.  The  volcano 
precedes  the  mountain.  Down  far  beneath  the  earth's  hard 
crust  the  elements  make  war  and  anon  they  burst  their  bonds 
and  leave  as  mute  evidences  of  their  convulsive  throes,  the 
Andes,  the  AUeghenies,  and  the  Rockies.  So  out  from  the  sin- 
stained  heart  of  the  shepherd  king  there  burst  forth  the  sweet 
and  abiding  music  of  his  prayers  and  songs.  And  though 
these  all  were  set  in  a  minor  key,  they  have  been  sweet  music 
to  millions  of  struggling  hearts  and  will  be 

*'  Till  the  sun  grows  cold 
And  the  stars  are  old 
And  the  leaves  of  the  judgment  book  unfold.' ' 

Another  blessing  that  came  out  of  David's  sin  was  that 
always  after  that  his  heart  went  out  after  all  God's  fallen 
race.     Even  when  Shimei  cast  curses  and  reproaches   upon 
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him,  David  would  not  allow  him  to  be  put  to  death.  He 
remembered  that  he,  too,  was  a  sinner,  and  next  of  kin  to  dll 
who  sin  and  suffer.  And  when  Absalom,  his  sinner  boy, 
would  fain  have  robbed  his  father  of  his  life,  he  only  cried  out 
in  the  anguish  of  his  spirit:  "Is  the  young  man  Absalom 
safe? ''  He  not  only  could  forgive  the  sin,  but  he  could  love 
the  sinner.  It  is  in  such  experiences  as  these  that  human 
hearts  become  softened  towards  the  sins  of  all  their  fellows. 
No  one  who  never  feels  the  touch  of  sin  in  his  own  heart  is  a 
fit  man  to  preach  to  sinners.  That  is  the  reason  why  there  is 
really  no  work  in  the  world  for  these  sinless  preachers  to  do. 
A  sinless  God  can  feel  for  sinful  men,  but  it  is  because  He 
was  tempted  in  all  things  as  we  are. 

In  bereavements  the  same  is  true.  I  recall  with  what 
emptiness  of  spirit  I  used  to  try  to  comfort  those  whose  loved 
ones  had  been  called  from  earth.  I  did,  indeed,  speak  as  ten- 
derly to  them  as  I  could,  but  it  was  not  until  our  own  loved 
dead  had  been  buried  from  our  view  that  I  could  touch  hearts 
with  those  who  mourned  for  loved  ones  gone.  So  God  makes 
us  kin  by  the  very  frailties  and  bereavements  that  come  into 
our  lives,  and  I  never  can  abide  those  self-righteous  ones  who 
draw  aside  when  about  to  meet  a  fallen  brother  or  an  erring 
sister.  The  goodness  of  such  people  is  artificial,  and  they 
never,  by  their  austere  stiffness,  convince  the  onlooker  that 
they  are  fashioned  from  clay  that  is  different  from  that  of 
which  the  rest  of  us  are  made. 

David  confessed  his  sin  and  David  was  forgiven.  It  is  sad 
that  he  waited  a  long  and  weary  year  before  he  came  back  to 
God.  It  would  have  been  far  better  for  him  to  have  gone  at 
once  to  his  Father  and  have  breathed  out  the  sorrow  and 
anguish  that  so  long  hid  him  from  his  God.  If  any  sinner 
Christian  —  one  whose  heart  is  marred  and  wandering  and 
bleeding  —  should  chance  to  read  these  lines,  I  implore  him  to 
seek  the  Savior's  face  and  there  find  pardoning  love.     The 
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case  is  made  worse  by  every  day  that  you  remain  away.     And 
at  last  there  must  be  full  confession  to  God  such  as  David 
made  before  there  can  be  pardon. 

I  am  glad  that  David's  pardon  was  complete.  God  is  not 
like  some  of  us.  When  He  forgives  He  forgives  forever. 
"  Though  our  sins  be  as  scarlet,  they  shall  be  white  as  snow." 
And  all  through  our  checkered  lives  let  us  take  well  to  heart 
this  truth  —  that  God  hears  the  cry  of  his  wandering  child. 
All  the  lowing  of  the  flock  does  not  arrest  the  shepherd's  ear 
like  the  plaintive  cry  of  one  poor  wandering  lamb.  Look  up, 
dear  heart,  and  take  new  courage,  remembering  that  at  its 
best  our  lives  are  the  records  of  sinning  and  repenting.  Let 
us  pray  that  with  each  measure  of  forgiving  love  our  God  will 
give  us  increasing  power  to  resist  those  blighting  sins  that 
strive  to  pull  us  down. 
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The  A^^re^atej  of  Little  ^hin^s. 

is  a  lesson  I  have  before  tried  to  impress  in  these 

'M  pages  that  our   lives   are  the  aggregates  of  the 

^    many  little  things  that  conspire  to  mold  them  for 

weal  or  for  woe.     And  we  must  not  forget  that  the 

most  of  them  are  really  little  lives,  that  are  lived  in 

little  circles,  and  that  day  by  day  go  on  by  littles  to 

their  inconspicuous  ends. 

I  once  traveled   from   Texas   to   the   Rocky   Mountains. 

Time  would  fail  me  to  tell  of  all  the  little  hills  that  lie  between 

Pike's  Peak  and  my  Texas  home.     For  more  than  1,000 

miles  there  are  no  mountains,  but  the  promontories  range  all 

the  way  in  size  from  molehills  to  the  foothills  that  skirt  the 

Rockies.     There  are  10,000  hillocks  on  which  the  flowers 

bloom  and  in  the  branches  of  whose  trees  the  songs  of  birds 

are  mingled  with  the  fragrant  breeze,  but  there  is  but  one 

Pike's  Peak  to  pierce  the  sky. 

But  there  is  a  joy  to  us  all  when  we  remember  that  God 

made  us  as  we  are.     His  hand  formed  the  tiny  humming  bird 

that  in  contentment  fills  its  little  sphere,  and  made  the  kingly 

eagle  that  sweeps  the  horizon  with  his   piercing   gaze   and 

makes  his  home  in  the  highest  mountain  peak.     And  He  made 

you  and  me  just  as  we  are.     We  might  spend  our  lives  in 

asking  God :  Why  hast  Thou  formed  me  thus?  but  it  would 

be  in  vain.     I  have  a  friend  who  told  me  once  that  if  he  had  it 

he  would  give  $1,000,000  an  inch  if  he  could  have  six  inches 
27  (417) 
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added  to  his  height.     But  God  made  him  a  little  man,  and  a 
little  man  he  will  be  forever. 

The  poet  Watt,  who  wrote  some  of  the  sweetest  songs  that 
have  ever  gone  up  as  fragrant  incense  to  our  God,  was  small 
of  stature,  but  he  was  content.  Once  when  rallied  concern- 
ing his  size,  he  instantly  replied  in  these  words :  — 

"  Tho'  I  might  reach  from  pole  to  pole 
And  grasp  creation  in  my  span, 
I  must  be  measured  by  my  soul  — 

The  mind's  the  standard  of  the  man.^' 

And  so  it  is.  We  are  not  judged  by  our  talents,  or  our 
stature,  or  our  wealth,  but  by  what  we  do  with  what  our  God 
has  given  us.  It  was  a  small  thing  the  widow  of  Sarepta  did 
for  God's  starving  prophet,  but  that  little  kindness  took  root 
in  that  widow's  heart  and  home  and  was  transmuted  into  an 
ever  present  miracle  of  plenty  in  her  life.  It  was  not  much 
that  other  widow  dropped  into  God's  needy  treasury  in  the 
presence  of  our  Lord,  but  its  record  lingers  with  us  still,  and 
will  be  heralded  of  angels  when  all  the  resurrected  saints  sing 
round  the  throne  of  God. 

All  our  Christian  service  must  be  done  by  littles.  It  is  true 
that  the  great  revivals  bring  in  their  throngs  of  members  to 
the  churches,  but  when  the  truth  is  known  as  God  knows  it, 
the  great  results  will  be  found  to  have  come  from  the  seed 
sown  by  littles  by  little  Christians,  and  thus  inwrought  in  the 
little  moments  that  have  made  up  a  human  life.  The  least, 
most  ignorant,  and  humblest  lover  of  our  Lord  may  thus 
become  a  mighty  factor  in  the  upbuilding  of  God's  cause. 
The  chief  trouble  lies  in  getting  the  little  Christians  to  do 
their  best.  Many  a  little  Christian,  in  his  great  modesty  and 
self-abasement,  sits  still  and  leaves  all  the  burden  to  be  borne 
by  the  pastor  and  the  favored  few.     But  these  little  ones  that 
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thus  sit  silent  when  God's  voice  calls  to  service,  and  His  cause 
bleeds  at  every  pore,  are  as  unfaithful  as  would  be  a  soldier 
who  refused  to  shoot  because  he  was  but  five  feet  high  and  sl 
private  in  the  rear  ranks. 

In  '*  Gulliver's  Travels  "  there  is  a  graphic  account  of  the 
binding  down  of  the  giant  by  the  Lilliputians,  who  were  so 
small  that  they  could  rest  in  the  shadow  of  the  big  man's  ears, 
and  find  room  enough  in  which  to  hide  in  his  vest  pocket. 
But  as  he  slept  they  wound  around  his  quiet  limbs  their  little 
threads,  and  did  their  work  so  well  that  at  last  he  was  indeed 
a  helpless  man.  This  illustrates  the  power  of  the  multitude 
when  that  multitude,  however  small  each  one  may  be,  bestirs 
itself  and  works  unitedly  for  God. 

The  little  things  of  our  lives  at  home  are  making  those  lives 
a  blessing  to  ourselves  and  others,  or  conspiring  to  bring  pain 
and  desolation  to  our  hearts.  I  know  some  housewives  that 
are  literally  fretting  themselves  to  death  about  the  little  things 
that  come  up  in  their  little  household  work.  They  nag,  and 
growl,  and  grumble,  until  they  are  walking  spitfires  and  have 
killed  the  joys  of  their  homes.  And  I  know  some  men  who 
are  polite  to  all  other  women  except  their  wives,  and  who 
have  smiles  and  loving  words  for  all  children  but  their  own,. 
They  come  home  surly  and  disgruntled  and  sit  like  bears 
around  the  family  board.  No  wonder  that  from  homes  like 
these  train-robbers  go  to  steep  themselves  in  crime.  It  is  a 
little  thing,  dear  brother,  to  kiss  your  wife  and  babies  when 
you  leave  the  home  nest  for  your  day  of  toil,  but  if  you  will 
leave  to  them  such  daily  tokens  of  your  love  it  will  set  sweeter 
chords  of  music  in  that  little  home  than  any  nightingales  can 
sing.  And,  dear  sister,  it  is  a  little  thing  for  you  to  speak 
kindly  to  your  noisy  children  through  all  the  toilsome  day, 
and  then  be  neat  and  cheerful  when  your  tired  husband  seeks 
the  home  again  at  close  of  day,  but  it  will  bring  heaven  closer 
to  your  home  than  all  the  sermons  you  have  ever  heard. 
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Both  life  and  character  are  formed  of  little  things.  An 
honest  man  in  little  things  is  honest  through  and  through, 
and  a  man  who  will  beat  a  little  debt  because  he  can,  would 
be  in  jail  if  he  had  pluck  enough  to  steal.  As  little  threads 
are  woven  by  littles  into  the  cloth,  so  do  the  little  things  of 
life  make  up  its  total  sum.  All  great  rivers  have  their  begin- 
nings in  little  springs  whose  waters  make  the  little  rills  that 
form  their  source.  And  as  the  mighty  river  is  but  the  sum  of 
all  the  rivulets  that  form  of  it  a  part,  so  are  our  lives  the 
aggregate  of  all  the  little  words  and  little  deeds  that  fashion 
them  for  good  or  ill.  No  man  ever  became  a  great  criminal 
or  a  great  preacher  in  a  minute.  Judas  Iscariot  brooded  over 
his  love  for  money  many  a  day  before  he  sold  his  Lord,  and 
John  the  Baptist  learned  of  God  and  nature  thirty  years 
before  his  matchless  sermons  impaled  the  cringing  Pharisees. 

So  it  has  been  and  is  in  every  human  life.  Little  by  little 
we  are  growing  nearer  like  our  Lord  and  stronger  in  our 
Christian  work,  or  little  by  little  our  hearts  are  growing  cold 
and  our  love  of  self  is  hardening  our  lives.  In  some  homes 
where  these  words  will  go  there  are  men  and  women  who  year 
by  year  have  wandered  far  from  the  God  their  mothers  loved. 
In  other  years  they  thought  tenderly  of  God  and  heaven,  but  as 
the  days  have  come  and  gone  they  have  forgotten  more  and 
more  the  hopes  that  thronged  their  hearts  in  youthful  days. 
Little  by  little  Satan  has  hardened  their  hearts,  and  now,  as 
hour  by  hour  they  come  nearer  to  the  grave,  they  more  and 
more  desire  to  smother  all  thought  of  the  eternity  to  come. 
May  God  use  these  little  words  to  bring  them  to  their  knees 
as  they  shall  cry  to  God  for  help.  And  may  each  of  us  strive 
to  be  better  in  all  life's  little  things  so  that  our  finished  lives 
will  glorify  the  name  of  God. 

''  If  I  in  harvest  fields, 
Where  strong  ones  reap. 
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May  find  one  golden  sheaf 

For  love  to  keep, 
May  speak  one  quiet  word 

When  all  is  still, 
Help  some  fainting  heart 

To  do  Thy  will, 
Or  sing  one  high,  clear  song, 

On  which  may  soar 
Some  glad  soul  heavenward, 

I  ask  no  more/' 
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What  It  Means  to  Be  Satisfied. 


fHEEE  is  a  great  deal  said  in  the  Old  Testament 
concerning  human  satisfaction.  In  Psalm 
63:5-7,  David  says:  "My  soul  shall  be  satisfied 
as  with  marrow  and  fatness;  and  my  mouth  shall 
praise  Thee  with  joyful  lips  when  I  remember  Thee 
upon  my  bed,  and  meditate  on  Thee  in  the  night  watches. 
Because  Thou  hast  been  my  help,  therefore  in  the  shadow 
of  Thy  wings  will  I  rejoice."  The  same  thought  occurs  in 
Jeremiah  31:14,  as  follows:  "And  I  witl  satiate  the  soul  of 
the  priests  with  fatness,  and  my  people  shall  be  satisfied  with 
my  goodness,  saith  the  Lord." 

Only  the  other  day  the  writer  of  these  words  had  a  long 
talk  with  a  man  who  has  touched  every  note  in  the  gamut  of 
sinful  indulgence.  As  he  expressed  it,  he  "  has  gone  all  the 
gaits,"  but  with  tears  in  his  eyes,  he  added  that  there  was 
nothing  in  all  this  course  of  sin  that  gave  real  rest  or  satis- 
faction to  his  soul.  His  delineation  of  the  wickedness 
through  which  he  had  passed,  and  his  impressions  of  all  the 
garish  glamour  with  which  he  had  tried  to  satisfy  his  soul, 
brought  to  mind  that  verse  in  Isaiah  9 :18,  which  says :  '*  For 
wickedness  burneth  as  the  fire ;  it  shall  devour  the  briars  and 
thorns,  and  shall  kindle  ^n  the  thickets  of  the  forest,  and  they 
shall  mount  up  like  the  lifting  up  of  smoke.  Through  the 
wrath  of  the  Lord  of  hosts  is  the  land  darkened,  and  the 
people  shall  be  as  the  fuel  of  the  fire." 

There  came  to  my   mental  vision  a  picture    of   which   in 
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Other  days  I  bad  seen  the  original.  In  the  early  days  in 
Texas  it  would  sometimes  happen  that  a  careless  one  would 
set  the  woods  on  fire.  Sometimes  the  holocaust  would  orig- 
inate in  a  frontiersman's  camp,  and  in  every  direction  de- 
struction, death,  and  devastation  would  sweep  over  those 
virgin  wilds  like  the  breath  of  a  devouring  storm.  I  have 
traveled  over  these  burned  districts  after  the  flames  had  done 
their  worst.  Not  a  living  thing  was  left  standing  in  all  the 
wide  expanse  of  death.  Every  herb,  every  tree,  every  flower, 
every  struggling  plant,  had  felt  the  scorching  flame,  and 
died.  'Not  in  all  the  broad  acres  covered  by  this  prairie  and 
forest  fire  was  there  left  the  nest  of  any  tiny  bird,  or  the 
retreat  of  any  agile  fawn.  The  flames  had  scattered  far  and 
wide  the  blackness  and  desolation  of  devouring  fire. 

This  is  but  a  faint  picture  of  the  life  and  the  heart  of  a 
man  who  has  tried  to  find  satisfaction  in  the  glare  and  gla- 
mour of  sin.  The  sins  in  which  he  has  indulged  have  not 
satisfied.  They  have  only  blasted.  They  have  swept  all  the 
verdure  from  his  life,  and,  like  the  devastated  fields  and 
glens,  he  finds  when  he  comes  to  a  moment  of  sober  thought, 
that  his  life  is  but  a  great  marred,  blasted  and  blackened 
waste.  I  write  it  down,  with  six  thousand  years  of  human 
history  as  my  witness,  that  there  is  nothing  in  this  world 
that  gives  permanent  and  enduring  joy  and  satisfaction  but 
the  love  of  God.  There  is  no  other  anchorage  that  will 
abide  against  the  time  of  storm.  There  is  no  other  food 
that  will  cheer  the  heart  in  days  of  famine.  There  is  no 
other  pillow  on  which  the  weary  head  may  rest  in  hours  of 
pain.  There  is  no  other  solace  to  which  the  bruised  and 
weeping  heart  of  the  bereaved  can  come  in  the  time  of  sore 
distress.     There  is  no  other  refuge  in  the  time  of  death. 

It  is  no  wonder  that  David  used  the  words  which  were 
quoted  at  the  beginning  of  these  Thoughts,  and  it  is  no 
wonder  that  Jeremiah  backs  them  up.     These  had  tasted  and 
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found  that  the  Lord  was  good,  and  they  left  their  testimonies 
for  the  oncoming  generations  of  men.  Their  words  glad- 
den our  hearts  to-day  as  they  gladdened  the  hearts  of  those 
that  lived  in  the  twilight  of  the  ante-Messianic  age. 

Referring  to  the  wicked,  Micah,  6:14,  says:  "  Thou  shalt 
eat,  but  not  be  satisfied ;  and  thy  casting  down  shall  be  in 
the  midst  of  thee ;  and  thou  shalt  take  hold,  but  shalt  not  de- 
liver ;  and  that  which  thou  deliverest  will  I  give  up  to  the 
sword.  Thou  shalt  sow,  but  thou  shalt  not  reap  ;  thou  shalt 
tread  the  olives,  but  thou  shalt  not  anoint  thee  with  oil." 
There  are  ten  thousand  instances  of  the  proof  of  these  words. 
The  covetous  man  thirsts  for  gold,  but  the  more  gold  he 
gets  the  less  he  is  satisfied.  Every  golden  crown  that  drops 
into  his  till  becomes  a  thousand  tongues  and  cries  for  more. 
The  Peruvians,  when  their  land  was  devastated  by  gold- 
hunters  in  former  days,  melted  gold  and  poured  it  down  their 
throats,  feeling  that  that  was  one  way  to  satisfy  them.  But 
even  then  the  gold-seekers  died  unsatisfied.  For  every  ounce 
of  satisfaction  there  is  in  the  accumulation  of  wealth  for  its 
own  sake,  there  is  a  thousand  ounces  of  new  thirst  for  wealth. 

No  wonder  Jesus  said,  "  How  hardly  shall  a  rich  man  enter 
into  the  kingdom  of  heaven  I  "  The  rich  man  described  here 
is  the  rich  man  who  loves  money  for  its  own  sake,  who  hoards 
it  because  it  is  gold,  and  who  lays  every  talent  and  gift  of 
God  under  tribute  to  its  accumulation. 

There  is  another  man  that  strives  to  satisfy  his  lusts.  He 
sinks  into  every  infamy  of  the  slime  of  sinful  debauchery  and 
indulgence,  but  his  appetite  for  these  sins  grows  by  what  it 
feeds  upon,  and  is  never  satisfied.  There  is  no  satiety  in  the 
gluttony  of  his  bestial  life,  and  in  the  depths  of  his  excesses 
he  only  cries  for  opportunity  to  go  yet  greater  lengths  in 
sin.  The  drunkard  is  never  satisfied.  His  thirst  for  the  first 
drink,  after  he  indulges  in  that  drink,  seeks  out  and  finds  a 
thousand  other  elements  of  thirst  which  harrow  his  soul  as  he 
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strives  to  get  the  second  drink.  His  unsatisfiedness  grows 
with  every  drink  he  takes,  until  at  last  he  falls  into  a  sodden, 
shapeless  mass,  to  wake  up  when  his  drunken  fit  has  passed, 
and  thirst  yet  more  and  more  for  the  poison  that  steals  away 
his  brain  and  kills  his  soul.  With  all  my  heart  I  commend 
to-day  the  gospel  of  the  Son  of  God,  which  brings  satisfac- 
tion to  every  one  who  lets  the  light  shine  into  his  life. 

The  word  "  satisfy,''  with  reference  to  the  gospel,  is  used 
in  more  senses  than  one.  The  Christian  is  represented  as 
being  satisfied  with  God's  goodness,  and  so  he  is.  Then 
again,  he  is  satisfied  when  God  gives  him  gracious  oppor- 
tunity for  service.  Yet  again,  he  is  satisfied  when,  in  the 
hour  of  death,  he  sees  the  smiling  face  of  his  Redeemer, 
and  is  carried  on  angel  pinions  to  the  bosom  of  his  God. 
But  not  any  or  all  of  these,  give  the  ultimate  satisfaction  to 
which  David  refers  in  Psalms  17 :  15.  Above  and  over  all 
of  the  gracious  satisfactions  that  have  swept  the  Christian's 
heart  and  life,  David  refers  to  the  ultimate  and  the  great 
satisfaction  in  these  words :  "  I  shall  be  satisfied  when  I 
awake  with  Thy  likeness."  This  is  both  a  promise  and  a 
prophecy  of  the  resurrection  of  the  body.  There  will  one 
day,  when  Jesus  comes  without  sin  unto  salvation,  be  a 
satisfaction  to  the  redeemed  which  will  outshine  all  of  the 
gracious  experiences  which  have  gone  before.  It  will  be  a 
satisfaction  to  the  redeemed  of  God,  —  redeemed  in  soul,  in 
mind,  in  body,  wholly, -fully  redeemed,  in  the  home  of  God 
with  the  redeemed,  —  the  satisfaction  that  shall  come  in 
when  the  trumpet  blast  of  the  resurrection  morn  shall  make 
glad  through  all  eternity  the  heart  of  every  believer  in 
Christ.  Is  your  burden  heavy?  Are  there  many  hungerings 
and  longings  that  this  world  cannot  satisfy?  Are  there  sore 
besetments  and  temptations  that  have  caused  your  life  to 
seem  bare  and  frail  and  empty?  Are  there  bereavements  that 
sweep  in  upon  you  like  a  flood,  and  take  from  your  bosom 
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the  brightest  jewel  ?  Await  the  coming  day  in  patience.  All 
your  unsatisfactions  shall  one  day  be  satisfied,  when  you 
awake  in  His  likeness,  when  the  storms  and  buffetings 
of  earth  have  gone  to  come  no  more  —  then  there  will  be 
sweet  satisfaction  in  which  Jesus  shall  be  all  in  all.  May 
He  give  us  grace  and  patience  and  contentment  until  He 
comes. 

Whether  the  story  of  Dives  and  Lazarus  is  or  is  not  a  par- 
able, according  to  varying  explanations,  there  is  one  thing 
on  which  all  agree,  and  that  is  that  the  Lord  drew  in  this 
portrait  a  graphic  picture  of  the  state  of  men  after  death. 
Not  only  is  this  true,  but  we  have  here  a  recital  of  antecedent 
conditions  and  our  Lord's  estimate  of  their  bearing  on  life, 
character,  and  the  life  to  come. 

Lazarus  was  a  poor  man.  The  chances  are  that  before  he 
fell  ill  and  lost  the  power  to  earn  his  bread  he  was  an  artisan. 
It  may  be  he  was  a  carpenter,  and  in  other  and  better  days 
had  wrought  with  our  Lord  himself.  However  that  may  be, 
he  had  come  at  last  to  be  in  want.  It  is  not  like  the  want 
that  confronted  the  prodigal  son.  One  of  the  most  pathetic 
paragraphs  in  all  the  Bible  are  these  words,  recorded  of  the 
young  man  who  had  wasted  his  substance  in  riotous  living : 
"And  he  began  to  be  in  want.''  Lazarus  was  also  in  want, 
but  his  great  want  had  been  supplied.  The  hunger  of  his 
heart  for  something  brighter  and  holier  than  this  world  can 
give  had  long  since  been  met  by  the  love  of  God  shed  abroad 
in  his  heart.  The  one  great  question  of  his  life  had  been  set- 
tled. He  had  heeded  the  Savior's  injunction  to  "seek  ye 
first  the  kingdom  of  God  and  His  righteousness."  So  it 
really  mattered  little  in  the  great  sum  of  a  human  life  —  a  life 
that  indeed  begins  at  birth,  but  ends  not  forever  —  that  he  was 
a  sick  and  hungry  beggar,  laid  at  the  rich  man's  gate,  and 
longing  for  the  crumbs  that  fell  from  the  rich  man's  table. 

In  many  places  in  the  word  of  God  we  are  taught  that  pov- 
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erty  is  not  the  worse  thing  that  can  befall  a  man.  Through  all 
the  ages  God  has  reached  down  into  the  homes  of  those  who  are 
already  busy  in  the  lowly  walks  of  life  to  find  the  leaders  of 
His  hosts.  Not  many  wise,  not  many  noble,  are  called.  And 
He  loves  His  lowly  lambs  the  best.  To-day  throughout  all 
the  earth  the  truest  followers  of  Jesus  —  the  ones  who  live 
closest  to  Him  and  love  Him  best — are  those  of  whom  the  great 
world  knows  but  little.  These  Thoughts  will  be  read  in  many 
homes  where  there  are  no  carpets  on  the  floor.  Little  chil- 
dren in  frocks  and  roundabouts  their  mother  made  will  read 
the  words  addressed  to  them,  and  aged  ones,  almost  ready  to 
lay  down  the  battle  and  the  strife,  who  all  their  lives  long 
have  known  naught  but  poverty,  will  scan  these  pages,  and 
these  will  be  among  the  happiest  of  all  to  whom  these  words 
shall  come.  In  humble  homes  where  the  glare  and  glitter  of 
pomp  and  splendor  ne'er  have  come,  are  hearts  that  are 
attuned  in  sweetest  harmony  with  the  symphonies  of  heaven. 
Let  all  the  poor  rejoice  and  be  glad.  Poverty  and  pain  are 
but  for  a  night.     Joy  cometh  in  the  morning. 

Our  Lord  does  not  dwell  on  Lazarus'  sickness.  That  he 
was  sick  is  evident,  for  he  was  full  of  sores.  Even  the  dogs 
came  and  comforted  him.  I  know  our  blessed  Savior  is 
always  mindful  of  our  pain.  He  knows  what  it  is  to  suffer. 
Our  sufferings  are  not  to  be  mentioned  in  the  same  breath 
with  His.  And  He  knows  what  it  is  to  succor  those  who 
suffer.  But  He  does  not  linger  here.  The  Apostle  Paul  has 
this  in  mind  when  he  so  sweetly  says:  "Our  light  affliction, 
which  is  but  for  a  moment,  works  out  for  us  a  far  more 
exceeding  and  eternal  weight  of  glory ;  while  we  look  not  at 
the  things  which  are  seen,  but  at  the  things  which  are  not 
seen:  for  the  things  which  are  seen  are  temporal,  but  the 
things  which  are  not  seen  are  eternal.''  Christ  saw  the  pain, 
and  the  hunger,  and  all  the  sorrow  that  hovered  round  the 
aching  heart  of  the  afflicted  beggar,  but  beyond  all  this  He 
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saw  the  beggar  clothed  upon  with  the  sheen  of  eternal  glorjs 
reclining  in  the  bosom  of  Abraham,  the  friend  of  God.  In 
some  homes  these  words  come  where  suffering  abides.  There 
are  afflicted  ones  who  read  these  pages  week  by  week.  Some 
ofttimesfeel  that  their  sufferings  are  more  than  they  can  bear. 
To  one  and  all  I  would  bring  sweet  peace  to-day.  Look  at 
the  beggar  clothed  in  tattered  rags.  All  men  have  passed  by 
him  on  the  other  side.  The  dogs  have  come,  and  are  mute 
witnesses  of  his  poverty  and  pain.  But  from  afar  our  Savior's 
eye  rests  lovingly  upon  him.  Up  in  heaven  He  is  summoning 
a  company  of  angels  to  his  side.  The  beggar  who  is  prone  in 
suffering  and  rags,  will  soon  be  at  rest.  Pains  press  upon 
him  sorely  now,  but  all  pain  is  soon  to  end.  The  choir  of 
heaven  is  soon  to  sing  his  welcome  home. 

Jesus  sweetly  says :  **  And  it  came  to  pass  that  the  beggar 
died,  and  was  carried  by  the  angels  into  Abraham's  bosom." 
I  believe  those  angels  came  to  him  before  he  died.  I  be- 
lieve they  gave  him  succor  at  the  last  and  made  the 
granite  pavement  where  he  died  as  soft  as  eiderdown.  I 
believe  in  that  last  hour  the  sores  and  pain  and  hunger  were 
swallowed  up  in  the  songs  the  angels  sang.  And  I  believe 
they  will  so  come  to  you  and  me  when  we  are  called  to  God. 
Sometimes  already  I  have  almost  felt  the  rustle  of  their  wings. 
Sometimes  I  have  almost  heard  their  music  at  set  of  sun  and 
it  anon  has  lingered  by  my  bed  in  the  silent  hours  of  the 
night. 

That  is  not  all.  When  the  beggar  was  safe  at  home  he 
knew  the  faces  of  his  loved  ones  who  had  gone  on  before. 
Even  Dives  in  hell  knew  Lazarus  in  heaven.  We  will  know 
each  other  in  the  better  land.  We  will  lean  again  on  loving 
hearts  and  feel  the  winsome  pressure  of  loving  hands  and  hear 
the  melody  of  loving  voices  when  we  have  reached  the  better 
land.  Indeed,  we  do  not  die.  We  only  move  from  one  world 
to  another,  having  left  our  baggage  all  behind.     Then  let  our 
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hearts  be  glad.  At  best  it  can  only  be  a  little  while  that  we 
shall  linger  here.  Even  now  death  is  at  work  within  us  and 
will  soon  claim  us  for  his  own.  But  Jesus  waits.  The 
angels  linger.  The  welcome  song  is  already  set  to  heaven's 
music  and  our  loved  ones  gone  expectantly  await  our  coming. 
Let  us  live  and  work  each  day  as  if  it  were  our  last. 
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Etijah    the  Tishbite. 

^LI J  AH  the  Tishbite,  who  was  born  and  reared  amid 
the  rugged  scenes  of  mountain  life,  has  ever  been 
to  me  one  of  the  most  charming  figures  in  all  the 
history  of  men.  It  is  marvelous  the  number  of 
great  men  the  mountain  country  has  produced.  There 
16  something  in  the  air  that  gives  quality  and  courage 
to  the  men  born  in  those  virgin  wilds.  It  was  so  with  Elijah. 
He  had  a  strength  of  character  and  high  quality  of  sturdy, 
rugged  manhood. 

I  am  duly  orthodox  on  our  schools  and  colleges.     Every  boy 
should  have  a  college  education,  but  such  schooling  is  not  a 
sine  qua  non^  and  there  are  and  have  been  men  with  Elijah's 
quality  of  faith  and  mettle  who  were  schooled  "  far  from  the 
madding  crowd's  ignoble  strife/'     The  other  day  I  heard  a 
preacher  ridicule  the  thought  that  a  man  called  of  God  to 
preach  could  do  a  great  work  unless  he  went  to  college  and 
afterwards  to  some  school  built  especially  for  preachers.     My 
soul  revolted  at  the  teaching.     In  what  theological  seminary 
were  Elijah,  and  John  the  Baptist,  and  Matthew,  and  John, 
and  Peter  trained?     They  were  rugged  men  who  were  raised 
up  of  God  to  do  the  work  committed  to  their  hands,  and  this 
work  they  did  with  all  the  ardor  that  attends  God's  heroic 
men.     Schools  and  colleges  are  ordained  of  Heaven  for  help- 
ing and  training  men  who  may  be  so  environed  as  to  take 
advantage  of  them,  but  a  "man's  a  man  for  a'  that,"  and  a 

Richard   Fuller   may   learn  his  alphabet  at  thirty  and  do  a 
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matchless  work  for  God,  while  an  Elijah  may  grow  up  in 
mountain  solitudes  and  blaze  forth  unheralded  upon  the  courts 
of  kings  to  turn  the  people's  hearts  to  God. 

One  of  the  gracious  things  about  Elijah  was  his  unswerv- 
ing faith.  He  obeyed  God.  There  was  in  all  his  marvelous 
career  but  one  incident  to  throw  a  shadow  on  his  abiding 
trust  and  courage.  If  God  told  him  to  speak  words  of  re- 
buke to  a  wicked  and  heartless  king,  the  words  were  quickly 
said ;  if  the  message  came  that  he  should  haste  back  to  the 
mountains  and  alone  await  the  terrors  of  approaching  famine, 
he  made  no  complaint;  if  when  the  water  all  was  gone  and 
the  food  had  all  been  consumed,  he  heard  a  voice  that  told 
him  to  be  the  guest  of  a  lonely  and  starving  widow  in  the 
territory  of  a  heathen  and  bloodthirsty  king,  to  Zarephath 
he  went ;  if  when  all  human  health  had  gone,  the  Father 
commanded  him  to  be  fed  by  the  unthinking  and  unknowing 
birds,  he  trusted  God  and  ate  the  food  brought  daily  by  these 
winged  messengers  of  life  and  peace. 

Such  giant  faith  should  make  all  of  us  strong  to  trust 
God's  word  and  to  lovingly  await  His  protecting  care.  The 
road  to  celestial  heights  is  the  road  made  radiant  by  the 
loving  promises  of  God.  Every  great  achievement  in  the 
history  of  God's  saints  has  been  wrought  by  taking  our 
Father  at  His  Word.  Thank  God  for  the  eleventh  chapter 
of  Hebrews,  in  which  Paul  tells  us  of  what  such  faith  has 
brought  to  pass.  This  was  the  faith  of  the  mountain 
preacher,  and  in  its  constant  exercise  it  grew  so  strong  that 
he  was  fully  sanctified  while  yet  alive,  and  was  carried  in 
chariots  of  fire  up  to  the  home  of  God.  There  has  been  no 
case  of  entire  sanctification  since  that  time,  or  else  the  path- 
way to  the  skies  had  been  once  more  made  luminous  with 
shining  angels  and  dazzling  chariots  of  heavenly  fire. 

There  are  two  things  in  Elijah's  sojourn  with  the  starving 

widow  and  her  son  that  deeply  impress  my  heart.     One  is  the 
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reward  of  Christian  hospitality.  There  are  those  who  put  on 
long  and  gruesome  faces  when  the  preacher  comes.  I  have 
seen  it  so.  There  are  even  Christian  women  who  grumble 
and  rebel  when  there  is  "  a  sound  of  a  going  among  the  mul- 
berry trees,"  and  news  of  the  speedy  coming  of  board  or 
convention  that  must  be  entertained.  Such  words  as  these 
are  passed  quietly  around :  "  Why  don't  those  old  preachers 
go  to  the  hotel  and  not  bother  usV"  "Why  should  I  be 
troubled  with  these  clericals?  "  "  Under  what  obligation  am 
I  to  care  for  these  traveling  preachers?  "  I  have  heard  them. 
To  all,  both  men  and  women,  both  saint  and  sinner,  who  so 
feel,  I  commend  the  history  of  God's  ancient  prophet.  Two 
miracles,  as  bright  as  any  that  adorn  the  Book  of  God,  were 
wrought  in  this  widow's  home  because  the  preacher  came. 
She  had  but  one  poor  meal  left,  and  was  preparing  to  eat  it  and 
then  lie  down  and  die.  Elijah's  visit  made  that  meal  eternal, 
and  although  no  crops  grew  in  that  parching  land  for  two 
full  years,  there  was  food  each  day  in  one  poor  widow's  home, 
for  "  the  barrel  of  meal  wasted  not,  neither  did  the  cruse  of 
oil  fail"  through  all  those  weary  months  of  ghastly  famine. 
And  more.  The  preacher's  presence  in  that  home  was  so 
blest  of  God  that  her  son,  who  fell  sick  and  died,  was  raised 
to  life  again  and  restored  well  and  happy  to  his  waiting 
mother's  arms.  Dear  reader,  do  not  let  the  sin  be  yours  to 
slight  a  minister  of  God.  However  poor  his  garb  or  hum- 
ble his  station,  remember  that  he  bears  the  message  of 
eternal  life.  Many  have  bten  the  sons  of  other  generous 
mothers  who  have  come  to  the  way  of  life  because  a  tired 
minister  of  God  found  food  and  shelter  in  her  home. 

Another  teaching  here  is  that  the  only  way  to  keep  what  we 
have  is  to  give  it  away.  "  He  who  saveth  his  life  shall  lose  it, 
but  he  who  loseth  his  life  for  My  sake  shall  save  it,"  is  what 
our  Savior  said.  These  words  had  not  been  said  when  Elijah 
knocked  at  Sarepta's  gate  on  that  day  of  long  ago,  but  the 
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same  Spirit  that  has  been  leading  souls  into  enduring  paths 
of  peace  through  all  the  passing  centuries  was  working  then 
and  led  a  starving  widow  to  save  her  meal  and  oil  by  giving 
it,  every  grain  and  every  drop,  to  God.  Had  she  failed  of 
obedience  to  God,  the  little  sustenance  that  was  hers  had 
gone  on  in  its  work  of  selfishness  and  she  had  starved  to 
death.  Oh,  when  will  the  world  ever  learn  this  gracious  les- 
son :  that  our  gifts  to  God  are  all  the  money  that  we  save? 
It  is  even  so.  And  more.  The  only  way  to  keep  a  blessing 
is  by  giving  it  away.  The  only  way  for  our  hearts  to  keep 
joyful  in  the  Master's  work  is  to  open  the  fountains  of  our 
hearts  for  lost  ones  and  tell  them  the  sweet  story  of  His  love. 
The  servant  who  hid  his  talent  in  a  napkin  lived  a  life  of  use- 
lessness  and  sorrow,  while  those  who  gave  of  their  talents  to 
those  in  need  came  back  with  an  increase  of  an  hundredfold. 

That  heart  that  loves  can  love,  while  the  heart  that  lives  to 
itself  and  loves  itself,  in  time  loses  the  gift  of  loving  and 
shrivels,  soon  to  die.  There  are  generous  hearts  that  go  out 
in  unselfish  love  until  they  turn  to  gold.  Their  love  —  so 
real,  so  genuine,  so  pure  —  becomes  a  precious  heritage  to 
them,  although  it  may  not  be  appreciated  or  returned.  There 
are  others  who  receive  and  never  give,  who  absorb  the  bright- 
est and  the  best  of  other  loyal  hearts  and  who  are  veritable 
Dead  Seas  of  selfishness.  Let  all  of  them  learn  that  the  love 
that  gives  is  the  love  that  lives,  and  the  love  that  is  poured  out 
lavishly  is  the  love  that  comes  back  to  the  loving  heart  and 
makes  music  in  the  soul. 

What  is  true,  then,  in  the  great  field  of  unselfish  service 
to  our  God  is  true  also  in  that  other  lower  world  of  men. 
To  give  is  to  have;  to  withhold  is  to  lose.  Ifot  long  ago  I 
heard  a  church  member  tell  her  husband  not  to  go  to  a  cer- 
tain religious  meeting,  "  for  if  you  go,"  she  said,  "  I  fear  you 
will  give  something."  I  knew  her  when  she  was  quite  de- 
pendent.    She  came   up  from  a  lower  rank  und  in  her  youth 
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and  early  womanhood  knew  all  the  dire  meaning  of  poverty 
and  want.  God  has  blessed  her  and  her  husband  in  worldly 
things,  but  at  every  step  she  fights  against  his  giving  of  his- 
means  to  God.  The  time  will  come  when  she,  poor  shriv- 
eled, selfish  soul,  will  be  at  her  tub  again,  washing  her  own 
clothes,  and  again  sewing  for  her  bread.  Selfishness  is  its 
own  worst  punishment.  Indeed,  what  else  is  hell  but  an 
eternity  of  selfishness  where  those  who  gave  their  lives  to 
lust  for  gain  and  its  companion  sins  are  thrown  back  forever 
on  their  selfish  selves? 

Another  feature  of  this  great  man's  life  we  must  not  miss : 
Once  he  became  discouraged.  Perhaps  he  was  despondent 
many  times,  but  his  discouragement  is  recorded  only  once, 
Spurgeon,  with  all  his  wealth  of  cheerfulness,  tells  us  in  the 
matchless  story  of  his  life  that  he  was  often  beset  with  deep- 
est melancholy.  However  pious  and  unsinning,  I  believe  the 
greatest  men  on  earth  have  as  a  laile  been  men  of  oft  dis- 
couragements. Rudyard  Kipling,  whose  poem  "Recessional " 
thrilled  a  world,  was  so  despondent  at  its  weakness  that  it 
was  thrown  away.  His  wife  rescued  it  from  the  waste-basket 
and  to  her  we  are  indebted  for  having  saved  it  to  the  world. 
No  wonder  there  came  an  hour  when  Elijah,  the  greatest 
prophet  that  we  know,  was  fearful  and  full  of  doubts.  He 
felt  that  all  the  prophets  had  been  killed  but  he,  and  that  it 
were  better  for  him  too  to  die.  God  taught  him  a  gracious 
lesson  we  will  all  do  well  to  heed.  There  were  seven  thou- 
sand others  who  had  not  bowed  the  knee  to  BaaL  Ifot  only 
was  this  so,  but  the  air  about  his  head  was  thick  with  flaming 
angels,  whom  his  eyes  so  holden  could  not  see.  And  it  is 
ever  so.  In  our  darkest  hours  God  will  be  with  us  if  we  trust 
Him,  and  the  angels  will  minister  to  us  and  the  ravens  feed 
us  if  we  are  faithful  and  true. 

The  greatest  need  of  the  world  is  a  faith  that  obeys.     Such 
faith  is  a  conquering  faith.     All  of  us  may  have  God's  daily 
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help  and  presence  if  we  obey  God's  will.  The  chariots  of 
fire  are  ready  even  now  to  swing  down  and  take  to  Heaven 
any  man  with  Enoch's  companionship  with  God  or  Elijah's 
unquestioning  faith.  May  it  be  our  happy  lot  to  so  love  and 
do  that  angels  will  encamp  about  us  in  the  hour  of  need.  If 
we  do  so  live  and  do,  we  will  bid  God's  chariots  welcome 
when  they  swing  low  to  take  us  home. 
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The  Story  of  a  Broken  Heart. 

S|5^EATH  the  surface  of  the  earth,  so  the  geologists 
tell  lis,  are  smouldering  fires  that  never  die.  As 
we  walk  on  the  earth's  fair  surface  we  little  think 
of  the  molten  lava  that  swells  and  consumes  itself. 
It  is  thus  with  life.  All  around  us  are  broken  hearts, 
blighted  lives,  and  crumbling  wrecks.  Their  lives 
touch  ours,  but  we  reck  Mttle  of  the  dead  hearts  that, 
burned  to  ashes  by  some  hopeless  love,  beat  near  to  ours 
and  hold  in  their  barren  depths  the  secret  of  hopes  that  once 
were  regnant  there. 

These  reflections  come  to  me  on  account  of  a  tragedy  in 
real  life  of  which  I  know,  and  it  may  be  worth  while  to 
recount  the  story  to  you  as  it  came  to  me.  Recently  I  trav- 
eled with  a  man  who,  while  not  handsome,  had  engaging 
manners  and  bore  the  stamp  of  a  gentleman  bred  in  polite 
life.  Moreover,  he  was  possessed  of  more  than  average  in- 
telligence and  had  that  peculiar  nervous  temperament  that 
loves  intensely,  suffers  excruciatingly,  and  hates  bitterly.  I 
knew  as  I  looked  upon  his  clouded  brow  that  he  was  in 
intense  agony.  Every  movement  that  he  made  spoke  the 
language  of  suffering,  and  while  he  was  silent,  the  very 
atmosphere  seemed  permeated  with  the  fragments  of  a  broken 
heart. 

I  have  often  confessed  in  these  columns  —  and  much  oftener 
to  God  —  that  I  am  not  what  I  ought  to  be,  either  as  a  man 

or  a  Christian.     I  have  many  and  grievous  faults  which  would 
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be  hopeless  were  it  not  that  Jesus,  who  bore  our  griefs,  is  also 
touched  with  a  feeling  of  all  our  infirmities,  and  was  tempted 
in  all  things  as  we  are.  These  faults,  known  best  to  me  and 
to  God,  I  here  confess  again,  but  I  am  a  true  disciple  in  one 
thing,  I  knowi  because  my  whole  heart  goes  out  to  every 
sufferer  that  lifts  up  his  piteous  cries  to  God  or  stretches  out 
his  pleading  hands  for  human  sympathy  and  help.  With  this 
feeling  strong  upon  me  I  joined  myself  to  the  subdued  and 
dejected  sufferer  that  had  need  of  all  the  help  that  I  could 
give  him.  At  first  he  did  not  talk.  He  was  civil  to  me,  as 
any  gentleman  would  be,  but  his  sorrow  seemed  sacred  to  him, 
and  one  never  to  be  opened  to  any  save  God's  all-seeing  eye. 
But  I  was  bent  on  a  mission  of  love  to  one  of  God's  suffering 
creatures,  and  bided  my  time.  I  talked  to  him  of  childhood 
and  the  old  home  and  mother.  It  was  then  that  he  broke 
down  and  wept  as  he  had  not  wept  since  as  a  little  child  he 
had  poured  out  his  sorrows  as  he  leaned  his  head  upon  his 
mother's  knee.  He  first  told  me  of  his  mother.  For  years 
he  had  lived  with  her  after  he  had  become  a  man,  and  had 
loved  her  with  a  love  like  that  which  angels  bear  to  God. 
She  had  cheered  him  in  his  struggles,  had  blessed  him  with 
her  loving  counsels,  and  had  all  along  caressed  him  as  had 
been  her  wont  in  long  past  years.  He  had  ever  looked  to  her 
for  that  help  that  a  fond  mother's  heart  can  give,  and  life  was 
full  of  brightness  for  him  while  mother  lived.  But  two  years 
ago  she  died  and  he  was  left  alone.  In  other  days  he  had  had 
his  little  affairs  of  love  with  maidens  of  his  years,  but  he  had 
loved  no  woman  but  his  mother.  After  a  year  of  loneliness 
dnd  isolation  a  woman  won  his  heart.  As  near  as  I  can  recall 
the  story  of  his  love  and  blighted  life,  it  was  as  follows,  and 
you,  kind  reader,  with  me,  may  be  interested  in  the  tragic 
tale.  It  moved  me  to  tears,  and  if  it  so  moves  you  I  hope 
that  a  good  purpose  will  have  been  served,  and  that  you  may 
teach  the  lesson  that  it  brought  to  me  and  that  I  here  bring 


Digitized  by 


Google 


THE  STORY  OF  A   BROKEN  HEART.  441 

to  you,  to  many  thoughtless  and  careless  hearts.     Here  are 
his  Avords :  — 

*'  As  1  have  told  you  already  I  had  never  known  the  love 
of  any  woman  but  my  mother.  She  had  filled  all  the  scope 
of  my  vision  while  she  lived  and  had  all  my  life  been  all  in  all 
to  me.  When  she  died  a  greut  need  sprang  up  in  my  heart  — 
a  need  for  the  companionship,  the  help,  the  counsel,  and  hope 
that  comes  from  a  wifely  woman's  love.  When  this  need 
seemed  at  its  flood  and  my  heart  seemed  to  hunger  more  than 
it  had  ever  done  for  human  love,  I  chanced  to  meet  the  queen- 
liest  woman  that  I  had  ever  known.  She  was  entrancingly 
beautiful  and  highly  cultured,  and  in  its  highest  sense  filled 
every  requirement  of  my  heart's  great  need.  I  sought  her 
and  told  her  the  stor}*^  of  my  empty  life ;  how  that  I  was  alone 
in  the  surging  world  and  had  no  one  to  love  ;  how  that  since 
my  sweet  mother's  death  my  life  had  been  a  desert,  with  no 
oasis  to  cheer  its  parching  solitudes;  how  that  when  I  had 
seen  her  my  heart  had  taken  hope  and  that  if  I  could  win  her 
love,  all  would  be  well.  Never  shall  I  forget  the  answer  that 
she  gave,  because  it  bore  to  my  longing  heart  a  message  that 
seemed  born  of  heaven  and  heralded  by  angels  sent  from  God. 
As  she  looked  into  my  eyes  and  laid  her  hand  in  mine,  she 
said:  'It  is  sad. for  you  to  be  so  starved  and  hungry  in  a 
world  of  plenty.' 

"  From  that  hour  my  whole  heart  was  hers.  I  poured  into 
her  listening  ears  again  and  again  the  story  of  my  heart's 
great  need  and  of  my  undying  love.  On  one  bright  day  when 
our  souls  held  sweet  communion  she  gave  herself  to  me  for 
aye,  and  leaning  her  head  upon  my  heart  she  whispered,  '  I 
am  yours.'  I  kissed  her  again  and  again,  and  at  last,  where 
all  life's  storms  are  o'er  and  all  its  bitter  lessons  past  and  1 
shall  hear  angels  sing,  and  shall  bask  beside  the  shining 
stream  of  life  on  high,  I  cannot  be  happier  than  I  was  that 
hour  when  my  heart  had  won  to  me  a  wife. 

"  There  were  other  scenes  like  this,  and  time  sped  by  on 
electric  wings.  I  wrote  her  almost  every  day  and  she  wrote 
me  in  return.  I  did  not  urge  our  marriage,  for  I  was  happy 
as  I  was  —  the  accepted  lover  and  prospective  husband  of  the 
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queenly  woman  who  luid  won  n^y  heart.  There  w^as  never  an 
hour  that  I  would  not  have  laid  down  my  life  for  her,  and 
while  I  was  jealous  of  her  love,  and  perhaps  foolishly  so 
sometimes,  she  knew  that  I  loved  her  with  every  fiber  of  my 
mtense  and  trusting  nature. 

"  Time  passed  on  until  almost  a  year  had  come  and  gone 
since  first  she  stole  into  my  empty  life  and  filled  full  the 
crying  need  of  my  hungry  heart,  when  I  began  to  notice  that 
she  was  not  so  glad  to  see  me  as  she  had  been  in  former  days. 
She  welcomed  me,  it  is  true,  but  at  times  she  seemed  to 
shrink  from  me,  and  her  letters,  when  I  was  away,  did  not 
possess  the  loving  tone  that  once  they  had.  But  I  kept  on 
loving,  kept  on  trusting,  kept  on  sacrificing  for  her,  kept  on 
telling  her  the  story  of  my  love,  kept  on  following  her  and 
lavishing  upon  her  the  most  precious  gift  that  ever  lingered 
at  a  woman's  feet — a  true,  loyal,  self-sacrificing  and  un- 
swerving love. 

"  Little  by  little  she  grew  colder  and  more  distant.  As  the 
man  in  '  Les  Miserables'  sank  in  the  devouring  quicksands 
I  began  to  sink  out  of  her  sight  and  vanish  from  her  life. 
True,  she  stood  by  and  listened  to  my  agonizing  cries  as  I 
went  down.  I  begged  for  even  a  morsel  of  the  love  she 
once  had  said  was  mine ;  I  pleaded  for  one  of  the  old  smiles 
that  had  been  to  my  shadowed  life  what  the  beacon  lights 
upon  a  rock-bound  coast  are  to  the  storm-tossed  mariner;  I 
stretched  out  my  empty  arms  and  begged  for  her  to  come 
to  me  as  she  had  done  when  she  said  that  she  was  mine.  I 
even  implored  her  to  give  me  a  word  of  sympathy  as  I  was 
sinking  from  her  sight  and  vanishing  forever  from  her  life, 
but  all  in  vain.  In  agony  of  spirit  I  remonstrated  with  her 
concerning  her  repulsions  and  her  coldness.  She  only  said, 
*  If  I  were  you  I  would  not  stand  it.'  But  I  still  followed  on 
and  looked  at  her  as  Dives  looked  at  heaven,  crying  out  from 
the  deep  longing  of  my  soul  for  just  one  drop  of  the  chalice 
that  had  once  been  mine.  I  yet  followed  her  and  pleaded 
with  her  as  an  opium  eater  pleads  for  one  more  potion  of  the 
drug  that  brings  peace  unto  his  shattered  nerves,  but  still 
in  vain.  At  last  I  lost  my  self-respect  because  my  constant 
beseechings  for  her  sympathy  and  love  found  in  her  no  re- 
sponse, and  it  was  then  she  told  me  that  she  loved  another 
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and  had  loved  liim  all  the  time,  and  that  I  must  be  content 
to  let  her  simply  be  my  friend.  Once  when  I  asked  her  why 
she  had  let  me  learn  to  love  her  so,  and  why  she  had,  in  those 
halcyon  days  of  love,  let  me  caress  her  and  stroke  her  hair, 
she  said  she  did  it  all  just  to  see  what  I  would  do.  In  times 
like  these  I  thought  of  Elsie  Veniier,  the  magnetic  creature 
described  by  Dr.  Holmes,  who  could  charm  like  the  serpent 
and  repel  her  lover  with  as  small  concern  as  the  cat,  which 
after  tantalizing  its  prey  for  an  hour,  makes  of  its  helpless 
captive  its  evening  meal.  She  became  a  veritable  Dead  Sea, 
receiving  all  the  wealth  of  love  that  my  intense  nature  gave 
her  and  playing  with  it  as  coldly  as  the  schoolboy  kicks  his 
football.  As  a  piece  of  furniture  I  believe  that  in  her  fashion 
she  would  like  me  yet,  if  I  would  be  content  to  let  her  be  a 
'  friend '  to  me,  while  loving  one  man  and  flirting  with  any 
other  who  pleased  her  fancy. 

"  When  I  saw  that  all  hope  was  gone  and  that  she  never 
would  relent,  I  wrote  her  a  letter  that  it  seemed  to  me  would 
have  melted  a  heart  of  adamant,  but  she  did  not  even  ac- 
knowledge its  receipt.  With  a  heart  as  hard  as  granite,  as 
cruel  as  steel,  as  relentless  as  the  grave  and  as  merciless  as 
hell,  she  saw  me  sink  out  of  her  sight  and  go  down,  and  did 
not  even  tell  me  she  repented  of  all  the  sorrow  she  had 
brought  into  my  life.  She  did  coldly  say  to  me  that  I  had  by 
loving  her  '  paid  her  the  highest  compliment  a  man  could  pay 
a  woman,'  but  that  the  compliment  I  paid  to  her  cost  me  a 
broken  heart  and  a  blighted  life  seemed  to  give  her  no  con- 
cern. When  at  last,  in  an  agony  of  suffering  more  poignant 
than  all  the  pangs  of  hell,  I  passed  from  her  presence,  her 
good-bye  was  as  cold  and  unfeeling  as  a  sea  of  icebergs. 

"  It  was  but  yesterday  that  I  left  her,  and  I  have  since  then 
traveled  but  half  a  thousand  miles,  yet  it  seems  that  in  these 
hours  I  have  lived  a  thousand  years.  I  am  in  hell  because  I 
have  no  hope.  But,  stranger  than  all,  I  love  her  still  with 
every  fragment  of  my  broken  heart.  I  have  in  theory  given 
her  up  forever,  but  I  will  in  fact  love  her  as  long  as  I  have 
reason  and  a  soul.  And  even  now,  if  she  should  summon 
me  to  come  to  her  and  take  the  place  that  once  was  mine,  I 
would  go  back  and  press  her  to  my  breast,  heedless  of  all  the 
bitterness  and  wreckage  that  now  find  lodgment  in  my  bruised 
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and  bleeding  heart.  Bnt  I  have  no  hope  that  she  ever  will 
relent,  and  am  sure  that  she  not  only  does  not  love  me,  or 
respect  me,  but  spurns  me  as  a  weak  and  babbling  fool  who 
ought  to  have  been  content  with  the  formal  friendship  she 
proposed  to  give,  and  too  sensible  to  let  all  my  heart's  love 
go  out  to  any  soul.  I  suppose  that  to  her  my  love  has  been 
simply  an  incident  with  some  unpleasant  features,  and  that 
her  life  is  no  more  disturbed  than  is  the  life  of  the  restless  sea 
when  one  more  victim  sinks  beneath  its  cruel  wav^s. 

"  Her  treatment  of  me  has  murdered  all  my  confidence  in 
womankind  and  wrenched  my  faith  in  God.  If  I  had  not  had 
a  true  and  loving  mother  I  would  not  believe  that  such  a  tiling 
as  loyal  love  could  find  lodgment  in  a  woman's  heart.  My 
heart  is  dead.  My  life  is  wrecked.  All  my  hopes  lie  buried, 
and  every  ambition  of  my  life  are  heirs  with  them  of  a  com- 
mon grave." 

I  never  shall  forget  the  pallor  of  his  face  nor  his  deep  emo- 
tion as  his  sad  story  ended.  He  buried  his  face  in  his  hands 
and  wept  out  his  hopeless  sorrow  in  a  flood  of  tears.  I  again 
wept,  too,  as  I  saw  his  crushing  grief.  There  are  some  who 
will  read  the  tragic  stoiy  of  his  blighted  love  and  brand  him 
as  a  weakling  because  he  suffered  so.  There  are  men  who 
could  have  been  thus  repulsed  and  slighted  who  would  have 
recovered  in  an  hour.  There  are  some  men  who  can  drink  a 
quart  of  liquor  in  a  day  and  not  get  drunk.  But  these  are 
not  the  men  whose  power  moves  the  world.  A  man  who  is  a 
man  loves  mightily  if  he  ever  loves  at  all.  The  best  hearts 
are  the  ones  that  break  the  easiest,  and  the  noblest  natures 
are  those  that  suffer  most  in  the  tempests  and  the  storms  of 
life.  So  I  did  not  think  less  of  my  stranger  friend  because, 
while  resting  under  the  burden  of  a  sorrow  worse  to  him  than 
death,  he  poured  out  his  soul  in  bitter  tears,  nor  less  of  my- 
self because  I  mingled  my  tears  with  his.  If  she  could  have 
seen  him  then  as  he  voiced  his  consuming  agony  in  smothered 
sobs  that  were  freighted  with  his  heart's  best  blood,  and  if  so 
seeing  him  there  had  been  left  to  her  a  single  spark  of  that 
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tender  sympathy  that  crowns  lier  sex  with  enduring  wreaths 
of  gold,  she  would  have  gone  to  him  and  in  gentle  tones  like 
those  he  heard  when  she  stole  into  his  empty  life,  she  would 
have  spoken  words  of  love  and  peace.  But  she  was  far  away 
and  happy  in  another's  love,  while  he  was  left  to  die  alone, 
"  unwept,  unhonored,  and  unsung.''  To  his  starving  heart 
there  was  "  water,  water  everywhere,  and  not  a  drop  to 
drink."  He  had  cast  his  all  upon  the  altar  of  an  all-conquer- 
ing love  —  and  lost. 

At  last  I  gently  raised  his  head  and  pushed  the  curls  back 
from  his  brow  as  his  dead  mother  would  have  done  had  she 
been  by  his  side,  and  it  was  then  I  talked  to  him  of  God's 
love  that  never  fails,  that  no  treachery  can  take  away,  and 
that  is  our  only  solace  when  we  lose  hold  of  all  the  threads  of 
life.  It  was  a  sad,  sad  sight  and  I  do  not  wish  to  see  its  like 
again.  His  grief  was  not  like  the  grief  of  a  husband  who  has 
been  called  to  mourn  the  death  of  a  loving  wife.  To  such  a 
husband  there  are  memories  of  wifely  love  and  unselfish  devo- 
tion, and  there  are  hopes  of  a  better  meeting  in  the  home 
beyond.  But  to  the  man  that  sat  beside  me  all  the  memories 
of  the  love  he  had  once  dared  to  hope  he  had  won,  were  buried 
beneath  the  repulses  and  slow  moving  processes  that  had  taken 
all  the  zest  and  sparkle  forever  from  his  liFe.  And  all  the 
hope  of  meeting  was  blasted  with  the  thought  that  even  in 
heaven  to  meet  one  who  had  thus  repulsed  and  cast  him  off 
would  cause  no  joy.  Harriet  Beecher  Stowe  says  that  "  So 
well  is  the  harp  of  human  feeling  strung,  that  nothing  but  a 
crash  that  breaks  every  string  can  wholly  mar  its  harmony." 
To  my  suffering  friend  the  crash  had  come.  Every  string 
had  snapped  when  the  harp  of  his  life  had  been  swept  by  the 
tempest  that  had  borne  every  hope  of  love  away  forever. 

Soon  our  roads  diverged  and  I  shall  never  see  him  more. 
He  felt  no  better,  but  I  left  with  him  some  loving  words  about 
our  Lord    and  trust  when  his  heart  grows  tender  once  again 
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thatifiny  message  shall  not  bring  back  to  him  a  hope  of  love 
and  blessing  here,  it  may  cause  him  to  take  hold  on  heaven 
and  the  life  to  come. 

And  now  I  leave  a  parting  exhortation  with  every  young 
man  and  maiden  who  may  read  these  words.  It  is  chiefly . 
to  impress  their  hearts  that  the  young  man's  story  has  been 
told.  In  heaven's  name  I  beg  them  one  and  all  to  never 
trifle  with  a  human  heart.  Those  who  do  so  trifle  will  have 
to  answer  for  their  sin  at  the  day  of  judgment.  And  it  is  not 
like  a  sin  that  may  be  committed  in  a  moment  of  thought- 
less passion.  It  is  deliberate,  deadly,  and  damning.  I  have 
been  told  that  some  of  our  latter-day  young  people  think  it 
a  light  thing  to  win  a  trusting  heart  and  then  cast  it  off  for- 
ever. And  I  have  heard  it  hinted  that  there  are  even  mar- 
ried men  and  women  who  do  not  think  it  a  serious  thing  to 
carry  on  with  other  wives  and  husbands  and  talk  to  them  of 
love.  To  one  and  all  I  make  appeal  to-day  that  they  never 
hold  out  to  any  hungry  heart  hopes  that  can  never  be  ful- 
filled. Far  better  will  it  be  for  you,  dear  reader,  to  have  a 
millstone  tied  about  your  neck  and  be  cast  into  the  sea  than 
to  be  the  means  of  thus  bringing  ruin,  even  to  the  humblest 
human  life. 

And  if  any  woman  whose  blandishments  and  smiles  h;ive 
won  love  that  she  has  afterward  repulsed  shall  read  these 
lines,  I  beg  her  as  she  hopes  to  die  in  peace  never  thus  to 
blight  another  life.  For  when  old  age  comes  and  tottering 
steps,  and  the  man  who  loved  her  and  was  slighted  sleeps  in 
his  grave,  she  may  then  have  need  of  such  a  love  as  he  gave 
to  her  in  her  youthful  years,  and  of  such  a  friend  as  he  would 
have  been  to  her  when  youth  and  beauty  both  were  gone. 
But  he  will  not  be  near  her,  for  many  a  man  who  has  cour- 
age to  face  the  cannon's  mouth  has  not  the  strength  to  live 
when  love  is  dead. 
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^llE  eleventh  chapter  of  Hebrews  is  known  as  the 
great  faith  chapter.  In  recounting  the  trials  and 
triumphs  of  God's  faithful  soldiers  and  saints^ 
Paul  bases  thereupon  a  strong  and  irresistible  argu- 
ment. He  says,  **  Wherefore,  seeing  we  also  are  com- 
passed about  with  so  great  a  cloud  of  witnesses,  let  us 
lay  aside  every  weight,  and  the  sin  which  doth  so  easily  be- 
set us,  and  let  us  run  with  patience  the  race  that  is  set  before 
us,  looking  unto  Jesus  the  author  and  finisher  of  our  faith; 
who  for  the  joy  that  was  set  before  Him  endured  the  cross^ 
despising  the  shame,  and  is  set  down  at  the  right  hand  of 
the  throne  of  God." 

The  witnesses  Paul  mentions  here  are  those  whose  kingly 
deeds  and  sublime  faith  he  has  just  recited.  He  draws  a 
picture  of  the  Grecian  race-course.  In  those  days  there  were 
racers,  and  when  the  day  for  the  race  had  come  tiie  sj)eetators 
ranged  themselves  on  either  side  of  the  race-course  to  watch 
the  contest.  Paul  has  just  catalogued  a  great  number  of 
God's  militant  host,  who  in  ages  past  had,  through  faith, 
gained  mighty  triumphs  for  His  glory.  This  is  the  cloud  of 
witnesses  to  which  reference  is  made.  It  is  not  revealed  in 
Scripture  as  to  whether  or  not  the  sainted  dead  take  cogni- 
zance of  things  of  earth.  It  is  clear  that  they  do  not  forget 
what  they  knew  about  terrestrial  things,  but  whether  they  in 
Heaven  look  down  with  interest  on  those  who  yet  toil  and 

labor  here,  has  not  been  revealed.     Paul  seems  to  hint  here 
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that  they  do — that  this  cloud  of  witnesses,  who  hitherto  wit- 
nessed for  our  Lord,  now  encompass  us  and  bend  above  U8 
their  eager,  anxious  faces  as  we  go  on  amid  the  dust  and  toil 
and  conflict  of  the  race  of  life.  However  that  may  be,  we 
are  enjoined  to  lay  aside  every  weight.  Those  who  were 
pitted  against  each  other  in  the  Grecian  races  never  hoped  to 
win  if  they  were  weighted  down  with  grievous  and  unseemly 
burdens.  It  must  needs  be,  if  they  hope  to  w4n  the  raoe, 
that  they  lay  aside  every  weight  of  whatever  kind,  and  with 
free,  untrammeled  limbs,  strain  every  nerve  and  muscle  in  the 
strife  for  victory.  Paul  uses  this  homely  simile  to  impress  iis 
as  Christians  that  we  cannot  hope  to  run  well  the  race  that  is 
set  before  us  if  our  hearts  and  minds  are  burdened  with  tlu* 
cankering  cares  of  time  and  earth. 

There  is  many  a  Christian  who  is  weighted  down  with  love 
for  money.  He  is  not  running  the  Christian  race  at  all.  He 
is  halting  and  shambling.  He  is  erecting  a  house  upon  the  sand 
— a  frail  structure  at  that,  instead  of  a  substantial  building 
founded  upon  a  rock.  No  wonder  our  Savior  said,  "How  hardly 
shall  a  rich  man  enter  into  the  kingdom  of  heaven  I''  There 
are  some  poor  men  that  are  rich.  Riches  here  do  not  mean 
the  amount  of  money  one  possesses,  but  they  mean  the  love 
of  money  in  one's  heart.  Some  who  are  comparatively  poor 
love  money  with  a  grip  as  deadly  as  those  who  have  been 
more  greatly  blessed.  It  is  the  love  of  money  that  is  a  root 
of  all  evil,  and  not  the  amount  of  money. 

T^iien  there  is  another  man  who  is  weighted  down  with  his 
love  for  lodges  and  societies.  He  never  attends  his  prayer- 
meeting,  and  he  can  rarely  go  to  the  house  of  God  except 
on  unusual  occasions,  all  because  his  mind  and  heart  and 
purse  are  under  tribute  to  lodges  and  societies  that  have  to 
do  only  with  worldly  things.  Ah,  what  a  weight  it  is  for  a 
Christian  man  when  he  is  so  hampered  and  environed  with 
these  worldly  orders  that  he  cannot  give  his  whole  heart  to 
the  race  that  Christ  has  /set  before  us! 


Digitized  by 


Google 


LAYING  ASIDE  THE  WEIGHTS.  451 

Thei^>  ihere  is  the  Christian  woman  who  is  weighted  down 
with  a  love  for  the  things  of  this  world.  She  expends  so 
much  energy  in  society,  in  attendance  on  the  theater  and 
opera,  in  social  functions  and  worldly  doings,  that  she  brings 
a  poor,  dry,  unresponsive  heart  when  she  comes  to  the  house 
of  God.  The  great  world  lies  out  before  her,  dying  for  the 
comfort  and  healing  of  the  gospel,  and  yet  her  heart  is  taken 
up  in  following  after  the  gaudy,  perishing  things  of  time  that 
live  but  for  a  day. 

A  story  is  told  of  a  ship  at  sea  which  was  laden  with  gold 
and  precious  stones.  .There  came  a  storm,  and  it  seemed 
that  all  would  go  down  before  its  resistless  sweep  and  powrr. 
At  last  a  crisis  came.  The  burden  of  the  ship  must  either 
be  lessened,  or  all  on  board  would  find  a  watery  grave. 
Human  life  was  measured  by  gold  and  precious  stones  and  it 
was  decided  that  these  must  go.  So  they  unloaded  the  ship. 
The  precious  treasures  were  cast  into  the  depths  of  the 
unsounded  sea.  When  this  fatal  burden  was  gone  the  ship 
passed  through  its  danger  and  all  on  board  were  saved. 
There  is  many  a  Christain  man  who  is  so  harassed  and 
harrowed  and  burdened  by  the  things  of  this  world  that  in 
life's  storms  and  tempests  he  seems  every  hour  to  be  on  the 
eve  of  going  down  to  rise  no  more.  Brethren,  with  all  my 
heart,  I  plead  with  you  to-day  to  unload.  Lay  aside  that 
weight,  whatever  it  is.  Cut  the  cord  that  binds  these 
earthly  things  to  your  heart.  Allow  the  manacles  to  be 
stricken  from  your  hands.  Come  out  and  be  free,  untram- 
meled  men  in  the  race  that  our  Savior  has  set  before  us. 

There  is  another  injunction  in  the  verses  quoted  that  we  will 
all  do  well  to  heed.  Paul  enjoins  us  not  only  to  lay  aside 
every  weight,  but  to  lay  aside  the  sin  that  doth  so  easily  beset 
ns.  I  do  not  know  what  your  besetting  sin  is.  Really,  I  do 
not  care  to  know.     I  am  not  concerned  with  yours  so  much  as 
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I  am  harassed  by  mine.  There  are  some  who  are  hampered 
by  more  than  one  besetting  sin.  Indeed,  the  soul  that  has 
one  great  besetting  sin  finds  that  this  great  sin  brings  with  it 
a  company  of  lesser  sins,  and  they  howl  on  the  track  of  the 
soul  like  hungry,  ravening  wolves.  Paul  here  intimates  with 
startling  emphasis  that  sin  can  be  laid  aside.  He  does  not  say 
that  it  can  be  done  in  one's  own  strength.  Before  he  took 
time  to  take  another  breath,  he  added :  "  Ever  looking  unto 
Jesus,  who  is  the  author  and  finisher  of  our  faith." 

Peter's  besetting  sin  was  impetuosity.  He  was  one  of  the 
greatest  of  Christ's  servants,  but  he  was  a  man  of  uneven 
temper.  How  well  do  we  all  remember  when  he  essayed  to 
walk  on  the  water  at  the  command  of  Jesus !  He  started  out 
with  great  self-confidence,  with  his  eyes  fastened  on  his 
Savior,  but  in  a  moment  of  forgetf ulness  he  looked  down  and 
saw  the  boisterous  waves,  and  began  to  sink.  There  was  no 
danger  until  he  took  his  eyes  from  Jesus.  As  long  as  he 
looked  upon  our  Lord  he  walked  bravely  and  boldly  upon  the 
surging  waves.  We  cannot  lay  aside  the  besetting  sin  in  our 
own  strength.  We  must  keep  our  eyes  and  our  hearts  fixed 
on  our  Redeemer  if  we  would  succeed  in  conquering  the  rag- 
ing passions  that  flood  our  hearts.  Satan  is  ever  alert  and 
watchful.  He  knows  our  weaknesses  better  than  we  know 
them  ourselves.  He  lays  in  wait  to  entrap  us  and  to  bring  us 
into  shame.  We  must,  if  we  would  lay  aside  our  besetting 
sin,  keep  a  watch  upon  our  fleshly  nature,  which  has  not  yet 
been  redeemed,  and,  with  eternal  vigilance,  which  is  the  price 
of  a  consecrated  service,  we  must  look  out  for  the  temptations 
of  the  evil  one. 

There  are  those  who  will  read  these  lines  who  have  fought 
a  thousand  battles  with  their  besetting  sin.  Many  a  time 
have  they  gone  down  in  ignomonious  defeat.  They  have  felt 
strong  upon  them  the  sting  of  conscience,  and  have  rested 
mayhap   for  days  and  hours  under  the  disapproval  of  their 
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God.  Sometimes  tliey  have  almost  lost  heart  and  given  up 
the  battle.  They  have  said  with  Paul:  "Oh,  who  shall  de- 
liver me  from  the  body  of  this  death?  "  They  have  felt  the 
thorn  in  the  flesh  piercing  to  their  very  hearts  and  to  the  mar- 
row of  their  bones,  and  in  sad-hearted  disappointment  they 
have  fallen  on  their  faces  and  wept  out  their  grief  and  sorrow 
in  i^enitential  tears.  Our  Lord  urges  us  not  to  give  up  the 
struggle.  Paul  does  not  say  here  that  we  can  lay  aside  this 
besetting  sin  once  and  for  all.  We  must  lay  it  aside  every 
time  it  besets  us.  It  is  a  continuous  process.  There  is  no 
truth  whatever  in  the  theory  that  a  Christian  is  sanctified 
all  at  once.  His  besetting  sin  is  not  likely  to  die  in  a  min- 
ute, but  through  the  strife  and  toil  and  tears  of  many,  many 
years  the  besetting  sin  grows  less  powerful  to  buffet  and 
deceive,  and  at  last  is  pushed  far  back  into  the  background 
to  buffet  God's  saint  with  constantly  lessening  power  as  the 
years  go  by. 

Another  injunction  on  which  a  sermon  might  be  preached 
is  that  we  run  this  race  with  patience.  Impatience  is  one  of 
the  greatest  sins  of  God's  people.  We  get  impatient  con- 
cerning results,  and  concerning  what,  seems  to  us  God's  slow- 
moving  providence.  Let  us  not  give  way  to  this  ungracious 
sin.  God,  the  author  and  finisher  of  our  faith,  will  carry  on 
the  work  which  He  has  begun  in  us.  There  are  some  Chris- 
tians who  get  impatient  at  the  buffetings  and.  persecutions  of 
evil  men.  Let  them  remember  what  David  said:  ^'  Vex  not 
yourself  because  of  evil-doers."  There  never  was  a  great 
saint  on  earth  that  was  not  assailed  by  a  horde  of  traducers 
and  maligners.  We  must  needs  study  the  biography  of  our 
great  saints  with  scrutinizing  care  to  find  out  all  the  buffet- 
ings of  which  they  were  the  victims  while  yet  on  earth.  The 
names  of  their  traducers  and  slanderers  have  rotted  years  ago, 
and  have  found  their  just  oblivion  of  shame,  but  their  names 
r^^-row   brighter   with    Time's   increasing   years.     Let   us   be 
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patient.  Let  no  Christian  ever  think  of  taking  vengeance 
into  his  own  hands.  Let  him  remember  that  God  said,  "  Ven- 
geance is  mine  and  I  will  repay."  These  light  afflictions, 
which  are  but  for  a  moment,  shall  work  out  for  us  a  far  more 
exceeding  and  eternal  weight  of  glory.  God  reigns.  He  has 
not  left  His  throne.  Restless  heart,  be  patient.  Await  the 
revealing  of  His  will.  Not  long  ago  one  wisely  said  that  to 
the  Christian  there  is  no  disappointment.  Take  off  that  letter 
*^d"  and  substitute  the  letter  '^H"  and  then  disappoint- 
ments will  be  transmuted  into  His  appointments.  May  God 
help  us  to  lay  aside  our  cumbering  cares  and  our  besetting 
sins,  and  toil  on  in  faith  and  patience  until  He  shall  call  us 
home. 
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of  the  most  memorable  historic  events  that  have 
ever  taken  place  in  the  history  of  the  American 
people  was  the  call  for  volunteers  pending  the 
late  war  with  Spain.  When  the  call  was  made  there 
was  a  response  from  one  end  of  the  country  to  the 
other.  Many  of  these  brave  lads  left  the  home  nest  to 
come  back  no  more  forever.  On  the  hills  of  Santiago,  on 
the  island  of  Puerto  Rico,  at  Chickamauga,  and  at  other 
camps  and  scenes  of  conflict,  their  bodies  await  the  trumpet 
call  of  God. 

The  other  day  the  thought  of  all  this  patriotism  and  valor 
was  strong  upon  me,  as  I  read  the  call  of  Isaiah.  In  language 
of  child-like  simplicity,  and  yet  in  words  as  sublime  as  were 
ever  penned,  the  royal  prophet  tells  how  God  impressed  his 
heart  and  sanctified  his  lips  for  the  great  service  to  which  he 
was  called.  An  angel  took  from  God's  altar  a  living  coal  of 
fire  and  placed  it  on  the  prophet's  lips.  It  was  not  hard 
thereafter,  when  he  heard  God's  voice,  to  step  out  on  the 
promises  of  his  Lord  and  say,  "  Here  am  I :  send  me.'' 

It  was  a  gracious  thing  for  our  soldier  boys  to  enlist  for 
the  Spanish  war.  It  is  a  greater  thing  for  a  soldier  of  Jesus 
to  anchor  his  heart  upon  God's  promises  and  enlist  for  the 
salvation  of  the  world.  Isaiah  was  but  one  man:  he  was 
surrounded  by  as  dense  and  dangerous  darkness  as  ever  con- 
fronted a  priest  or  prophet.  Idolatry,  forgetfulness  of  God, 
flagrant  and  open  sin  —  these  were  the  fashion,  and  he  took 
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his  life  in  his  hands  Avhcn  he  stood  out  bi-avely  and  boldly 
and  announced  that  he  was  for  righteousness  and  God. 
There  is  a  touch  of  romance  in  the  sound  of  moving  armies 
and  in  the  beat  of  drums.  Armies  go  forth  in  regiments, 
and  the  courage,  patriotism,  and  self-sacrifice  of  one  soldier, 
seen  by  ten  thousand  other  soldiers,  help  them  all.  Jt  was 
different  with  Isaiah,  and  it  has  been  different  with  the  vol- 
unteers in  the  work  for  God  through  all  the  years.  Our 
missionaries  do  not  go  forth  in  regiments.  At  the  first, 
there  were  twelve,  and  later  Jesus  sent  forth  "  other  seventy." 
They  have  gone  forward  in  the  great  work  of  bringing  the 
world  to  Christ  by  ones  and  twos  and  dozens,  but  never  by 
thousands  and  tens  of  thousands,  as  earthly  armies  have  gone 
forth  to  battle  and  to  victory.  ^N'one  the  less,  however,  is  it 
the  duty  of  every  child  of  God  to  say  to  his  Lord,  as  Isaiah 
said  in  the  olden  days,  "  Here  am  I:  send  roe." 

There  are  some  Christians  —  indeed  there  are  many  Chris- 
tians —  who  feel  so  poor  in  talents,  so  lowly  in  their  spheres 
of  life,  so  environed  by  poverty  of  resources  and  opportu- 
nities, that  they  will  not  believe  that  they  have  any  influence 
whatever.  This  is  a  great  mistake.  It  is  a  false  theory  of 
Christianity  that  a  soul  is  saved  simply  for  that  souPs  conve- 
nience or  for  that  souPs  sake.  There  are  but  two  rules  in 
the  arithmetic  of  Christianity,  —  they  are,  addition  and  mul- 
tiplication* In  Christian  service  subtraction  becomes  addition 
and  division  becomes  multiplication.  The  man  who  gives  has, 
and  the  man  who  divides  increases.  And  just  as  soon  as  a 
soul  is  added  to  Christ  the  obligation  rests  upon  that  soul, 
with  all  the  weight  of  a  lost  world,  to  multiply.  God's  cause 
demands  that  every  Christian,  however  weak,  however  halt- 
ing and  stammering  of  speech,  shall  enlist  under  the  stainless 
banner  of  Christ,  our  King,  and  go  forth  to  conquest. 

In  some  sense,  every  man  has  felt  the  coal  of  fire  on  his 
lips  who  has  felt  the  wnrmth  of  God's  love  in  his  heart.     The 
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strongest  evidence  that  a  soul  has  been  redeemed  by  Christ's 
blood  is  the  desire  and  effort  of  that  soul  to  lead  others  out 
into  the  light.  If  there  be  any  one  who  reads  these  lines 
who  has  never  in  all  his  life  spoken  to  another  about  that 
soul's  salvation  ;  who,  in  the  face  of  a  dying  world,  has  been 
content  to  keep  his  knowledge  of  the  Savior  to  himself,  and 
who  is  so  selfish  as  to  wish  to  tread  the  golden  streets 
alone  —  that  soul  may  have  grave  doubt  that  it  ever  really 
knew  the  Lord.  With  all  my  heart  I  believe  that  our 
religion  is  a  missionary  religion.  The  missionary  germ  is 
implanted  in  every  regenerated  soul.  "No  matter  by  what 
name  it  is  called,  this  spirit  of  desire  for  the  salvation  of 
others  is  an  inherent  and  integral  part  of  the  life  of  every 
soul  that  has  felt  the  cleansing  blood  of  our  Redeemer.  In 
the  very  nature  of  things,  this  gospel  cannot  be  hid  in  a  nap- 
kin. In  some  fashion,  through  some  channel,  it  will  be  made 
known  to  some  soul  by  every  heart  that  has  felt  its  touch. 

A  consoling  fact  in  connection  with  this  thought  is  that 
God's  Spirit  works  when  we  work.  Whenever  there  comes 
upon  the  heart  of  a  Christian  an  overwhelming  impression 
and  desire  to  talk  to  an  unsaved  soul,  that  man  may  go  forth 
on  his  mission  of  love  supremely  confident  that  the  same 
Spirit  that  impressed  the  duty  on  his  heart,  has  been  at  work 
in  the  heart  of  the  sinner,  preparing  the  unsaved  to  receive 
the  gospel  message.  The  gospel  is  "  the  power  of  God  unto 
salvation  to  every  one  that  believes."  This  is  Scripture,  and 
this  is  true,  but  the  same  God  that  gives  the  gospel  the  power 
unto  salvation  gives  the  sinner  the  power  to  believe.  There 
are  no  accidents  in  the  work  of  redemption.  The  salvation 
of  each  soul  is  the  unfolding  of  God's  great  plan ;  and  I 
believe  with  all  my  heart  that  if  a  Christian  will  bestir  himself 
in  the  interest  of  the  lost,  God's  Spirit  will  work  mightily 
with  those  whom  God's  servant  seeks  to  save. 

I  bring  the  matter  closer  home.     There    are    homes    into 
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which  these  Thoughts  will  find  a  place,  that  are  divided. 
Some  are  saved,  and  some  are  lost.  It  is  a  sad  picture.  If 
angels  ever  weep,  they  weep  when  they  look  down  upon  a 
home  that  has  within  it  unsaved  souls.  Xight  by  night,  two 
brothers  sleep  together.  If  the  death  angel  should  come  to 
both  during  the  still  and  quiet  hours,  one  would  go  up  to  the 
mansions  prepared  for  him  by  his  Savior,  and  the  other  would 
wake  up  in  hell.  The  inscrutable  thing  about  it  is  that  any 
Christian,  in  any  home  can  close  his  lips,  when  in  that  home 
the  unsaved  go  on  from  day  to  day  in  the  road  that  leads  to 
death.  Either  we  do  not  thoroughly  believe  God's  Word,  or 
else  we  are  sadly  and  criminally  recreant  to  duty,  if  we  fail 
by  every  good  precept  and  example  to  so  impress  unregen- 
erate  hearts  around  us,  that  they  will  cry  out  for  mercy. 

And  yet  there  is  another  side  to  this.  I  have  known  some 
well-disposed  Christians  to  so  talk  to  their  children  that  they 
alienated  them  from  the  God  their  parents  loved.  There  is  a 
vast  expanse  of  room  here  for  blunders,  and  many  blunders 
are  made.  I  do  not  think  that  in  the  home,  the  unsaved  one 
should  be  upbraided  or  criticised  because  he  is  not  religious. 
When  a  parent  talks  to  a  child  about  his  religious  state,  he 
should  talk  to  him  alone,  with  no  witnesses  but  God  and  the 
on-looking  angels.  Not  only  so,  but  there  should  be  a  depth 
of  tenderness  and  pathos  akin  to  the  grief  of  Jesus  when  He 
looked  down  upon  His  beloved  Jerusalem  so  rapidly  approach- 
ing to  its  doom.  With  earnest  prayer,. with  heart- felt  kind- 
ness, with  parental  gentleness,  with  sanctified  good  sense, 
must  this  work  for  Christ  in  our  homes  be  done. 

A  final  thought.  I  press  it  home  to  each  heart.  Has  God 
ever  called  you  to  a  specific  service?  In  the  stillness  and 
quietude  of  your  heart,  has  the  Spirit  ever  asked  you  to  do  a 
service  for  the  Master?  If  He  has,  oh  child  of  God,  be  not 
recreant  to  the  duty  to  which  your  Master  calls  !  If  He  needs 
you  in  far-off  alien  lands,  send  back  to  Him  the  message  He 
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heard  when  the  glow  of  that  live  coal  was  flashing  on  His 
ancient  prophet's  lips:  "Here  am  I:  send  me."  Our  days 
of  journeying  and  sojourning  here  will  soon  come  to  an  end. 
How  small  a  span  is  one  poor  human  life !  How  little  there 
is  in  it  apart  from  Christianity  and  duty  1  I  am  not  better 
than  others  of  our  fallen  race,  but  I  believe  that  I  can  say  of 
a  truth  to-day  that  if  God  should  call  me  to  the  other  side  of 
the  globe,  I  would  leave  all  that  I  have  and  follow  with  a 
thankful  heart.  I  so  counsel  you.  Let  it  be  your  highest 
joy?  your  chiefest  aim,  your  most  loving  service,  to  heed 
God's  call,  to  follow  in  whatever  path  He  lays  out  for  your 
feet,  and  to  do  speedily  the  work  He  has  assigned  to  you  to 
do.  For  in  a  little  while  we  shall  hear  another  call,  and  shall 
fall  on  that  last  sleep  from  which  shall  be  no  awaking  till 
the  resurrection  day. 
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who  are  familiar  with  the  Bible  are  impressed 
^  with  the  frequent  misquotations  and  misapplica- 
tions of  Scripture.  Kot  only  is  there  a  common 
and  fatal  deficiency  in  the  matter  of  correct  quota- 
tions, but  there  is  an  equally  hurtful  tendency  in  the 
^  matter  of  wrongfully  applying  Scripture  texts.  I  am 
led  to  these  reflections  by  an  incident  that  occurred  recent- 
ly. A  brother  who  is  charged  with  a  denominational  inter- 
est received  one  of  the  meanest  letters  I  have  ever  read. 
The  brother  who  wrote  it  evidently  did  not  at  all  compre- 
hend the  far-reaching  and  hurtful  significance  of  his  words. 
After  having  accused  the  receiver  of  the  letter  of  various 
misdemeanors,  he  then  brutally  charged  him  with  falsifying 
his  report  and  with  a  general  inattention  to  his  work  while 
at  the  same  time  drawing  the  salary  that  was  being  paid  him 
for  the  services  he  professed  to  render,  but  was  failing  to 
give.  The  writer  of  the  letter  closed  his  catalogue  of  his 
brother's  shortcomings  and  wrongs  with  this  quotation  from 
Proverbs:  "  Faithful  are  the  wounds  of  a  friend." 

Once  upon  a  time  there  was  a  man  named  Joab.  He  was 
captain  under  David,  King  of  Israel.  It  was  he  who,  pro- 
fessedly for  the  public  good,  murdered  Absalom,  and  later  on 
treacherously  took  the  life  of  Amasa.  His  manner  of  killing 
Amasa  has  had  its  counterpart  in  our  times,  not  only  in  the 
taking  of  the  lives  of  men,  but  in  attempts  to  rob  them  of  their 
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good  name.  "When  I  rciid  the  letter  spoken  ui\  imniediately 
there  arose  up  before  my  mental  vision  the  picture  of  Joab 
meeting  Amasa,  A  salutation  passed  between  these  two  men, 
and  Joab,  with  a  smile  on  his  wicked  face,  came  forward  with 
right  hand  extended  and  with  this  friendly  query :  "  Art 
thou  in  health,  my  brother?  "  While  these  words  of  saluta- 
tion were  still  hot  upon  his  lips,  he  reached  round  with  his  left 
hand  and  stabbed  Amasa  under  the  fifth  rib,  thus  taking  his 
life  I  I  can  imagine  Joab,  after  the  fashion  of  some  of  his 
later  followers,  standing  over  the  prostrate,  bleeding  form  of 
Amasa,  and  quoting  in  his  dying  ears  these  words,  **  Faithful 
are  the  wounds  of  a  friend  I ''  It  is  true  that  the  words  had 
not  then  been  written,  because  the  writer  of  the  Proverbs  had 
not  as  yet  compiled  that  gracious  book  of  the  Old  Testament. 
Doubtless,  if  the  Scripture  mentioned  had  been  current  in 
Joab's  time,  he  would  not  have  failed  to  appropriate  it  and  use 
it  on  the  occasion  to  which  reference  has  been  made. 

One  of  the  most  thrilling  dramas  that  Shakespeare  wrote  is 
the  one  entitled  *'  Othello,  the  Moor.''  In  the  heart  of 
Othello  there  raged  a  constant  tempest  of  jealousies  and 
passions.  His  wife  was  a  sweet,  comely  woman,  and  after  his 
uncouth,  savage  way,  he  loved  her.  His  love  was  not  evinced 
by  any  self-sacrifice  made  for  her,  but  it  took  an  entirely 
different  course  —  that  of  being  jealous  of  the  attentions  and 
of  the  kindnesses  of  others.  Who  can  forget  how  lago  played 
upon  the  weaknesses  and  foibles  of  this  savage  Moor,  until  at 
last,  nagging  him  by  day  and  by  night,  Othello  with  a  pillow 
smothered  his  sweet  wife  to  death.  The  exclamation  that 
Othello  made  when  he  saw  his  victim  prostrate  at  his  feet  has 
intrenched  itself  into  the  English  tongue  as  an  axiom  — 
"Othello's  occupation  gone."  Shakespeare  might  have 
added  this  quotation  from  Proverbs  as  the  next  expression 
that  fell  from  Othello's  lips.  Looking  full  upon  the  pale  face 
of  the  murdered  woman,  it  would  have  been  meet   for   the 
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uncouth  Moor  to  have  explained,  "Faithful  are  the  wounds 
of  a  friend  I  '^ 

On  a  dark  night,  when  the  weight  of  the  sins  qf  the  world 
was  pressing  hard  upon  the  heart  of  the  Son  of  God,  Judas 
approached  him,  and,  falling  upon  His  neck,  kissed  Him. 
Our  Savior  took  time  to  turn  upon  the  traitor,  and  to  say : 
"Betrayest  thou  the  Son  of  Man  with  a  kiss?''  It  is  not 
recorded  what  answer  Judas  made,  but  who  knows  but  what 
he  turned,  and  with  bated  breath  made  answer :  "  Faithful 
are  the  wounds  of  a  friend? ''  There  are  in  our  day  successors 
of  these  Bible  characters,  and  many  a  man  who  professes 
great  friendship  for  his  brother,  under  the  guise  of  that  friend- 
ship plunges  a  dagger  into  the  quivering  flesh  and  makes 
wounds  which  leave  abiding  scars. 

Genuine  friendship  is  one  of  the  loftiest  sentiments  that 
finds  lodgment  in  the  human  heart.  It  has  only  one  supe- 
rior—  its  twin  brother,  Love.  To  be  a  faithful,  constant, 
helpful,  trusting,  and  loyal  friend  is  to  partake  of  the  nature 
of  Jesus,  who  was  the  "  Friend  that  sticketh  closer  than  a 
brother."  How  mai'velous  was  the  gentle,  companionable, 
self-sacrificing,  abiding  friendship  of  our  Lord  I  What  is 
there  tenderer  in  all  the  chronicles  of  the  doings  of  men  than 
the  response  of  Jesus  to  the  summons  of  Mary  and  Martha, 
who  sent  Him  this  gentle  message  :  "  He  whom  Thou  lovest 
is  sick?  "  Our  Savior  trod  over  many  miles  on  that  hot  And 
dusty  road  to  the  bedside  of  Lazarus,  and  coming  into  the 
humble  cottage  home.  He  found  him  dead.  The  Master's 
friendship  paused  not.  Even  at  the  gates  of  death  it  took 
hold  of  the  dead  man's  body  that  lay  decaying  in  the  tomb, 
and  was  so  strong  upon  His  loving  heart  that  it  reached  into 
the  regions  of  immortality  and  brought  the  spirit  of  the  dead 
brother  of  his  weeping  friends  back  into  the  grave-bound 
body,  and  gave  Lazarus  back  to  life  again. 

I   think   tliat  the-  reference  in   Proverbs  is  really  to  the 
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friendship  of  Jesus.  Faithful  indeed  are  the  wounds  of  this 
Friend,  because  His  wounds  are  never  made  except  to  save. 
All  of  us  remember  how  our  hearts  were  broken  when  we 
first  looked  upbn  Him.  We  recall  the  inward  anguish  that 
we  felt  when,  through  the  enlightening  power  of  God's  Holy 
Spirit,  we  first  saw  Jesus  as  the  sinner's  Friend,  and  thus  saw 
our  own  hearts  that  had  long  been  at  enmity  with  our  bleed- 
ing Lord.  Indeed  the  wound  our  hearts  then  felt  was  a 
faithful  one,  and  Christ  was  quick  to  heal.  All  through  His 
early  ministry  He  made  such  wounds  as  these,  but  never  did 
a  wound  that  Jesus  made  rankle  in  any  human  breast.  It 
was  only  made  that  the  oil  and  balm  of  salvation  should  flow 
into  it,  and  reveal  Christ,  the  "  chiefest  among  ten  thousand 
and  the  altogether  lovely." 

One  day  our  Savior  was  sought  out  by  a  sinning  woman. 
She  even  dared  to  face  the  crowd  in  order  that  she  might 
come  near  this  Friend  of  sinners.  There  were  those  standing 
by  who  wished  to  stone  her  to  deaths  but  our  Savior's  voice 
was  raised  in  her  behalf,  and  the  self-righteous  Pharisees 
slunk  away  in  silence  when,  with  majestic  awe,  our  Savior 
said:  "Let  him  that  is  without  sin  cast  the  first  stone."  I 
am  sure  that  this  poor  woman's  heart  was  wounded  that  day, 
because  when  Jesus  looked  upon  her  and  saw  her  penitence, 
He  said,  "  Neither  do  I  condemn  thee :  go  and  sin  no  more." 
The  lif(3  that  had  been  blackened  and  marred  by  sin  was 
regenerated  by  the  wound  of  this  Friend,  and  the  bruised 
and  bleeding  heart  of  the  sinner  was  made  whole  by  the 
•  comforting  and  saving  grace  of  the  only  Friend  that  man- 
kind ever  had. 

I  have  always  loved  to  be  counseled  and  have  often  rejoiced 
to  be  upbraided  by  my  loyal  friends.  It  is  a  gracious  bene- 
diction in  any  man's  life  to  have  friends  to  come  to  him,  lay 
loving  hands  upon  his  head,  and  tell  him  of  his  shortcom- 
ing's and  his  faults.  Most  of  us  are  rich  in  faults  and  it  is 
3u 
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a  help  unspeakable  when  there  are  those  who  love  us  well 
enough  to  anon  remind  us  that  there  are  better  ways  than 
the  one  in  which  our  feet  are  going.  Faithful  indeed  are 
the  wounds  of  such  friends  as  these.  They  are  friends  in- 
deed, and  are  like  unto  our  Savior  who  said  unto  their  prede- 
cessors in  olden  days,  *'  Ye  are  my  friends  if  ye  do  whatsoever 
I  have  commanded  you." 

Some  of  the  most  gracious  experiences  of  my  life  are  those 
in  which  I  have  had  the  counsel,  the  advice,  and  the  loving 
fellowship  of  friends  like  these,  who  would  any  day  lay  them- 
selves out  to  help  and  rightly  guide  my  life.  This  sort  of 
friendship,  however,  is  a  thousand  leagues  removed  from  that 
spurious  friendship  that  carries  a  concealed  dagger,  and  that 
seeks  to  humiliate  and  bruise  and  kill.  I  do  not  want  these 
killing  friends  —  these  friends  that  attempt  to  blacken  and 
scandalize  my  good  name,  and  then  come  with  hypocritic 
smile  and  say,  "Faithful  are  the  wounds  of  a  friend."  Far 
more  faithful  are  the  wounds  of  open  enemies,  who  come  out 
in  the  broad  daylight  and  shoot  their  poisoned  arrows  from 
the  hill-tops,  than  the  malingering  friendship  that  curses 
while  it  assumes  to  save.  God  bless  every  honest,  loyal- 
hearted  friend,  and  may  He  restrain  the  hurtful  and  destroy- 
ing blight  of  that  counterfeit  friendship  that  has  cursed 
mankind  since  the  world  was  young. 
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jIGION,  love,  and  war — this  trinity  has  formed 
the  center  around  which  have  been  grouped  all 
the  great  books  ever  penned.  The  first  finds  its 
expression  in  the  Bible,  that  blessed,  holy,  gracious 
Book  that  has  been  the  pillar  of  cloud  by  day  and  of 
fire  by  night  to  the  millions  who  have  been  born  and 
lived  and  wrought  and  died.  Whatever  are  our  hopes  or 
fears  or  ills,  the  Bible  brings  a  healing  balm  for  all,  and  its 
blessed  words  will  live  to  bless  and  save  when  all  who  read 
these  words  shall  slumber  in  their  graves. 

And  Love.  While  the  birds  were  singing  their  first  sweet 
melodies  amid  Eden's  fragrant  blooms,  and  the  virgin  foun- 
tains were  sending  forth  their  first  grateful  streams  to 
fructify  the  verdant  earth.  Love  took  its  place  in  the  hearts 
of  the  first  man  and  woman  and  there  was  interwoven  with 
the  destiny  of  all  who  ever  should  be  born.  Those  two  loved, 
and,  loving,  were  one  in  their  pristine  purity,  one  in  their 
folly  and  their  sin,  one  in  their  shrinking  shame,  and  one  in 
every  sorrow  that  brooded  over  their  lives.  The  man  was  not 
deceived,  but  with  eyes  wide  open  he  followed  the  woman 
that  he  loved  out  into  death  and  hell.  There  the  two  were 
set  before  him — Eve  and  Eden — and  he  chose  Eve,  because 
there  is  no  Eden  to  the  man  that  loves  apart  from  the  woman 
to  whom  he  has  yielded  up  his  heart  and  life. 

These  thoughts  have  come  to  me  after  having  read  a  heart- 
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breaking  letter  a  brother  sends  me  from  afar.  You  need  not 
know  his  place  or  name;,  it  is  enough  that  he  is  a  man,  and 
that  he  suffers.  It  is  not  so  much  "  one  touch  of  nature  "  as 
it  is  one  touch  of  pain,  that  makes  all  the  world  akin.  A, 
man  in  prosperity  and  health  does  not  stir  the  great  dormant 
love  and  pity  of  his  brother  man,  but  a  wounded  man  —  one 
who  has  fallen  and  been  crushed  by  the  onmoving  Juggernaut 
of  Time  —  be  he  prince  or  pauper,  calls  to  his  aid  the  strong  and 
weak,  and  becomes  the  center  of  uncounted  pitying  hearts. 
I  will  let  you  read  this  sufferer's  words.  IJ^'ot,  indeed,  all  his 
words,  but  I  will  lift  the  veil  that  hides  his  wounded  heart  and 
let  you  join  me  in  sending  him  some  consoling  words*  He 
writes  as  follows :  — 

"  My  sorrow  has  been  so  deep  that  it  seems  to  me  none  can 
comprehend  or  can  really  sympathize.  I  was  raised  without  a 
father — father  having  died  when  I  was  only  four  years  old. 
My  mother  was  poor,  and  we  had  a  hard  time  of  it,  I  had 
but  few  school  advantages,  and  those  when  I  was  very  young. 
Yet  I  was  proud  and  ambitious,  and  determined  to  climb.  I 
joined  the  church.  From  the  very  start  I  took  an  active  part. 
It  seemed  that  the  sun  of  fortune  never  shone  brighter  on  thv- 
path  of  a  young  man  than  on  mine.  It  seemed  that  life  was 
all  a  bright  summer  day.  But  alas  I  how  quickly  the  clouds, 
can  gather  I  About  this  time  I  met  one  —  to  me  one  of  thc^ 
fairest.  She  came  with  the  blushes  of  twenty-two  summers 
on  her  cheeks.  A  sweeter  and  more  pious  young  lady,  I 
think  I  never  met.  I  loved  her.  I  am  sure  I  won  her  heart. 
But  when  the  time  came  for  her  to  decide  whether  or  not  she 
would  fill  that  place  in  my  heart  and  life  that  it  did  not  seem 
then  —  nor  does  it  seem  now  — r  any  other  could  or  can  fill, 
she  obstinately  refused.     Why,  I  never  knew." 

It  isn't  a  long  story,  counted  in  words,  but  counted  in  the 
impress  it  has  left  upon  a  human  heart  it  is  as  long  as  life 
itself,  and  longer,  because  the  love  of  man  or  woman  shall 
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mould  for  good  or  ill  all  after  days.  There  is  nothing  more 
helpful  or  inspiring  than  true  and  genuine  affection  which 
finds  a  full  response.  Every  life  takes  on  the  hue  of  that 
life's  love.  The  daring  deed  the  soldier  did  was  done  in  part 
for  the  love  he  bore  the  flag,  but  back  behind  the  flag  were  a 
pair  of  gentle  eyes  and  a  loving,  patient  face  of  the  woman 
that  he  loved,  and  these  nerved  him  for  the  fray  more  truly 
than  the  call  to  arms  or  the  beat  of  drum.  The  orator  soared 
one  day  to  sublimer  heights  than  he  had  ever  scaled  before, 
and  those  who  heard  him  said  he  was  inspired.  He  was.  His 
inspiration  was  a  quiet  face  down  in  the  crowd  —  the  face  of 
the  woman  that  he  loved.  When  that  face  beams  upon  him 
his  pathos  sweeps  the  skies  and  his  past  orations  are  dust  and 
ashes.  The  writer  sends  out  from  a  little  room  an  immortal 
masterpiece.  Like  the  artist  he  makes  ''  canvas  breathe  and 
marble  speak."  His  words  sound  depths  in  hungering  hearts 
that  were  never  reached  before  and  awake  loves  and  longings 
that  were  aforetime  dead.  The  author's  name  is  breathed  in 
gratitude  from  lip  to  lip  and  all  the  world  is  set  to  sing  his 
praise.  What  made  him  write  so  well?  Love  I  Love  came 
in  and  set  his  heart  to  singing  melodies  hitherto  unknown, 
and  this  key  unlocked  the  world's  waiting,  longing  heart  and 
made  a  man  immortal.  In  the  background  of  his  book,  and 
interwoven  into  every  fiber  of  his  work  is  the  love  of  a  sweet, 
clinging,  trusting  woman.  He  caught  the  sunshine  of  her 
love  and  stored  it  up  until  in  his  immortal  story  it  shone  once 
again  as  the  sunshine  gleams  in  the  long-buried  opal's  tire. 
The  woman's  smile  that  waits  to  greet  the  wayworn  toiler 
when  the  day  is  done;  the  woman's  words  of  love  and  cheer 
that  fall  on  tired  ears  at  set  of  sun ;  the  woman^s  lingering 
kiss  that  means  more  than  any  words  can  tell  —  these  make 
up  the  web  and  woof  of  every  life  of  man  that  blesses  and 
uplifts  the  race.  To  lose  this  boon  is  to  lose  all.  There  are 
those  who  are  content,  when  love's  reverses  come,  to  say, 
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*^  There  are  as  good  fish  in  the  sea  as  ever  were  caught  out," 
and  that  is  true.  But  it  brings  poor  comfort  to  a  heart  that 
truly  loves  when  the  heart  of  lover  proves  untrue.  Far 
more  do  the  gentle  words  of  John  G.  Whittier  find  a  response 
in  the  true  but  disappointed  heart :  — 

"  God  pity  them  both  and  pity  us  all 

Who  vainly  the  dreams  of  youth  recall ; . 
For  of  all  the  sad  words  of  tongue  or  pen 
The  saddest  are  these :  It  miorht  have  l)een." 


*o* 


There  are  those  who  know  the  sad  condition  of  this  dear 
brother's  heart.  There  are  men  and  women  too,  who  will 
read  these  words  whose  feet  have  pressed  the  same  hard, 
heart-breaking  road.  Their  hearts,  once  quick  to  respond  to 
every  touch  of  sympathy  and  love,  are  cold  and  shriveled  now, 
like  some  extinct  volcano  over  whose  lurid  brow  the  hot  lava 
surged  anon  in  countless  years  agone.  Around  its  base  the 
once  molten  mass  now  lies  cold  and  dead.  These  years  there 
no  heat  or  life  has  lived,  and  never  more  shall  there  be  pulse 
or  fire  within  its  rigid  depths.  And  can  love  die?  True 
love?  Yes.  But  when  it  dies  it  leaves  deep,  gaping  scars 
that  mark  the  after  life  forever.  Some  there  are  who  never 
truly  love.  They,  indeed,  love  themselves,  but  these  cold, 
self-centered  hearts  are  never  opened  to  genuine,  abiding 
love.  To  win  such  love  as  they  are  wont  to  give  is  to  win  a 
stone  when  the  heart  starves  for  bread.  Icicles  are  warm 
compared  to  such  love  as  theirs,  and  all  of  them,  with  one 
accord,  will  write  the  brother  down  a  fool  who  suffers  in 
silent  agony  because  the  woman  to  whom  he  gave  his  heart 
has  cast  him  off. 

But  is  there  no  comfort  for  this  lonely  man,  who  is  clothed 
upon  with  a  sorrow  that  no  words  can  tell?  Yes,  great  com- 
fort.    To-day  there  labors  in  a  foreign  land  a  useful  missionaiy 
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who  also  loved  and  lost.  I  knew  him  well,  and  knew  the  girl 
he  loved.  At  last  it  came  about  as  he  all  along  had  feared. 
She  cast  him  off.  Broken-hearted,  but  loving  Jesus  still,  he 
went  on  in  his  heart-sorrowing  way  alone  and  soon  thereafter 
gave  his  life  to  a  thrice  holier  love.  It  is  henceforth  to  him 
as  it  was  to  Jesus  —  his  meat  and  drink  is  to  do  God's  will. 
Once  a  little  friend  of  mine  covered  her  canary's  cage  with  a 
black  cloth.  I  asked  her  why  she  thus  shut  up  the  bird  in 
darkness.  Her  answer  was  that  when  the  bird  was  in  the 
dark  it  sang  its  sweetest  songs.  To  all  who  "  labor  and  are 
heavy-laden  "  I  bring  this  note  of  joy.  There  is  "balm  in 
Gilead  "  for  every  bruised  and  fainting  heart  on  earth,  and 
ofttimes  God  lets  the  darkness  come  so  that  our  songs  may 
be  sweeter  and  more  blest  to  waiting,  hungering  hearts  that 
hear.  There  is  one  Love  that  never  faileth.  It  is  the  love 
of  God,  and  it  shall  abide  when  all  earthly  loves  have  found 
their  disappointment  or  fruition,  and  when  the  ashes  of  the 
things  of  Time  are  blown  by  soughing  winds  above  our 
graves. 

A  very  sad  letter  has  come  to  me  from  a  broken-hearted 
woman.  She  has  abundant  cause  for  her  anxiety.  I  have 
not  space  to  publish  all  that  she  says,  but  the  following  ex- 
tract will  serve  to  give  an  insight  into  the  gaping  wound 
that  abides  in  her  bleeding  heart.     She  says:  — 

"My  one  little  boy,  once  the  most  gentle,  docile,  lovable 
and  loving  of  children  —  veritable  wax  in  his  mother's  hands  — 
is  now  associated  constantly  with,  and  following  faithfully  in 
the  footsteps  of  an  erring  father,  from  whose  hands  I  cannot 
rescue  him.  Pray  for  my  boy.  It  does  not  seem  possible  for 
me  to  live  long,  and  if  I  die  I  leave  my  children  homeless  and 
penniless,  and  in  the  hands  of  a  father  who  cannot  properly 
provide  for  them  *  *  *  Your  grief,  is  the  baby  safe  in 
the  arms  of  Jesus.  My  grief,  is  a  child  whose  soul's  welfare  is 
in  constant  peril.     To  add  to  all  my  other  woes,  my  husband 
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possesses  a  most  violent  temper,  and  frequently  curses  me 
brutally  while  I  lay  helpless  on  my  bed.  And  this,  in  the 
{iresenee  of  my  children  !     God  help  me  1  " 

There  is  a  note  of  sadness  in  these  words  that  must  excite 
sympathy  in  every  Christian  heart.  I  do  not  give  this  weep- 
ing woman's  name.  God  knows  who  she  is.  Her  words  are 
real  and  her  suffering  intense.  In  the  same  letter  she  goes 
on  to  say  that  when  she  and  her  husband  were  married,  he 
seemed  to  possess  a  sweet  and  happy  disposition,  and  in  those 
glad  days  there  was  nothing  too  good  for  him  to  do  for  her. 
It  was  only  after  marriage  that  he  revealed  himself^  and  in 
all  the  hideous  deformity  of  his  unloving  r.nd  cruel  nature. 
She  has  lived  with  him,  and  has  been  to  him  the  best  wife 
that  she  could  be,  and  will  live  with  him  on  to  the  end.  But 
her  letter  shows  most  truly  that  all  the  love  she  ever  had  for 
him  is  dead,  and  that  she  continues  to  abide  in  that  homeless 
home  only  because  she  has  sworn  at  God's  altar  to  remain 
his  wife  until  death  should  separate  them. 

It  seems  to  me  that  the  saddest  of  all  sad  experiences  that 
can  come  into  a  human  life  is  for  a  husband  and  a  wife  to 
find  that,  as  the  years  go  by,  and  each  is  growing  older  and 
more  settled,  they  daily  drift  apart,  and  wake  up  at  last  to 
find  that  the  old  cherished  love  in  which  their  youthful  hearts 
were  blended,  is  forever  gone,  and  left  their  raaturer  years 
hapless  and  bereft  of  all  that  human  love  and  human  sympathy 
can  give. 

It  is  sad  to  see  a  human  being  die.  At  first  the  illness  is 
so  slight  that  its  victim  does  not  notice  it.  A  little  more  than 
the  usual  languor ;  a  weariness  that  lingers  when  the  day  is 
done,  and  does  not  depart  with  the  fading  of  the  restful  hours 
of  the  night;  a  weakness,  which  at  first  was  almost  impercep- 
tible, grows  day  by  day  until  at  last  it  forces  itself  upon  the 
attention  of  the  one  who  is  falling  ill.  Even  then  the  sick 
man  goes  about  his  daily  tasks,  and  to  all  inquiries  after  his 
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health  he  replies  that  his  indisposition  is  but  slight,  and  will 
soon  pass  away.  But  the  sickness  deepens.  It  grows  more 
pronounced  through  every  passing  day,  and  after  weeks  of 
growing  weariness  and  pain,  the  patient  one  day  does  not 
leave  his  room.  He  is  not  yet  so  ill  as  to  have  to  take  his  bed, 
and  the  doctor  hopes  that  ere  long  the  illness  shall  pass  away. 
It  does  not  go.  In  a  little  while  he  cannot  sit  up  all  day, 
and  in  yet  one  week  more  he  takes  to  his  bed,  from  which  he 
never  is  to  rise.  Then  begins  the  battle  royal  with  death. 
Hope  still  lingers  in  the  sufferer's  heart.  He  smiles  cheer- 
fully as  his  loved  ones  sit  around  his  bed,  and  all  their  tokens 
of  affection  he  receives  with  a  happy  heart,  but  he  grows 
weaker  day  by  day.  At  last  the  doctor  calls  twice  each  day, 
when  only  a  few  weeks  ago  he  called  only  twice  a  week.  And 
then,  on  one  lonely,  quiet  night  the  doctor  sits  by  the  sick 
man's  bed  until  the  coming  of  the  dawn.  The  hectic  flush 
has  come.  The  pulses  quicken.  The  fever  rages.  The 
mind  is  delirious,  and  wanders.  The  next  day  is  the  day  of 
gloom  unspeakable  in  that  once  happy  home.  The  wife  sits 
by  the  bed  and  holds  the  sufferer's  hand.  The  doctor  comes 
at  night  and  looks  upon  the  pallid  face  and  shakes  his  head. 
He  whispers  to  the  nurse  and  takes  his  leave,  to  come  back 
soon  again  and  take  his  place  beside  the  patient's  couch  as 
on  the  night  before.  The  battle  royal  goes  on,  but  the  sick 
man  weaker  grows  with  every  undulation  of  the  pendulum 
of  time.  That  night,  a  long  black  night  of  pain  and  woe 
to  those  who  sit  beside  the  dying  bed,  the  heart,  no  longer 
able  to  do  the  work  which  nature  has  assigned,  begins  at 
last  to  fail,  and  when  the  hour  of  midnight  has  passed,  and 
there  intervene  those  lonely  hours  betwixt  the  dying  of  the 
night  and  the  birth  of  the  dawning  day,  the  battle  ends,  and 
the  spirit  of  the  sufferer  flies  from  the  tenement  of  clay  to 
join  the  innumerable  caravan  of  souls  that  dwell  beyond. 
I  say  that  in  other  days  I  have  seen  a  man  die.     His  death 
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was  sad  beyond  words  to  tell,  but  I  write  it  down  as  the  deep 
and  fixed  conviction  of  ray  heart,  that  the  death  of  love  be- 
tween a  man  and  woman  who  have  sworn  for  aye  that  they 
would  live  for  and  love  each  other,  is  the  saddest  of  all  deaths 
in  this  great  universe  of  death.  Once  this  love  which  was 
regnant  in  the  heart,  had  not  even  a  fleck  of  doubt  or  trouble 
upon  its  snow-white  crown.  There  was  happiness  and  joy 
that  no  human  words  could  tell  in  those  bright,  golden  days 
that  passed  so  swiftly  by  when  love  was  young.  And,  ah  me, 
if  he  had  been  as  kind  and  gentle,  and  if  his  after  life  had 
been  as  sweet  and  soothing  as  were  his  low-sounding  words  in 
those  halcyon  hours,  the  wife  would  not  to-day  be  suffering 
on  a  bed  of  pain  and  grief,  not  only  because  her  love  for  him 
was  dead,  but  because  she  had  borne  children  to  him  that, 
when  she  was  called  away,  must  be  left  to  his  harsh  and  cruel 
care.  This  wife,  an  extract  from  whose  letter  I  have  quoted, 
breathes  in  a  living  hell.  It  is  sad  to  have  a  loved  one  die, 
but  I  know  it  would  be  sadder  still  if  that  loved  one's  skele- 
ton hung  in  the  bed-roo.m,  where  it  was  in  open  view  through 
every  hour  of  the  day.  This  woman's  love  is  dead,  but  love's 
skeleton,  grim,  gaunt  and  ghastly,  grins  at  her,  and  mocks 
her  as  she  remembers  the  happy  days  gone  by.  We  hear 
much  of  the  skeleton  in  the  closet,  but  this  skeleton  is  not  in 
the  closet.  It  is  exposed  to  open  view,  and  wherever  the  eye 
rests  it  finds  this  grim  memento  of  a  happier  day,  and  at 
evening  time,  when  the  tinkling  bells  of  lowing  herds  sound 
the  knell  of  parting  day,  and  the  eyes,  tired  with  the  painful 
watching  for  a  form  they  hate  to  see,  are  closed,  this  skeleton, 
like  the  remorseless  raven,  still  is  seen,  and  in  every  vibra- 
tion pierces  the  heart  with  this  one  funereal  sound,  "  ^Never- 
more!  " 

It  is  a  matter  of  opinion  on  which  everyone  may  think  as 
he  pleases,  but  to  me,  a  man  who  would  curse  and  abuse  the 
wife  of  his  heart  is  more  thoroughly  depraved  than  the  tiger 
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that  roams  the  desert  jungle.  There  rises  before  my  miiuV 
as  I  write,  a  picture  of  a  scene  of  long  ago.  Standing  by 
my  side  is  a  gentle,  timid,  shrinking  maiden,  who  has  left 
home,  and  father  and  mother,  and  all  that  her  childish  life 
held  dear,  to  join  heart  and  hand  with  me.  I  hear  her  sweet 
response  as  the  preacher  asks  if  she  will  love  and  cherish 
me  until  death  shall  part  us.  It  ^yas  a  little  timid  word  she 
said,  but  there  was  wrapped  up  in  it  all  the  love  and  fervor 
of  her  life.  How  can  a  man  to  whom  a  confiding  woman  has 
given  her  heart  and  life,  find  it  in  his  nature  to  berate  and 
abuse  her,  and  to  bring  her  into  shame  before  the  children 
which  are  the  offspring  and  heritage  of  them  both? 

I  make  a  plea  to-day  for  more  love  between  those  who 
ought  to  love  each  other  —  for  love  that  endures,  for  kind- 
ness that  grows  gentler  with  the  growing  years.  How 
sweet  it  is  to  see  the  husband  and  wife,  when  they  have 
passed  the  meridian  tide  of  maturer  years,  find  solace  and 
contentment  in  the  love  of  each  beyond  the  power  of  human 
speech  to  tell !  How  honoring  to  God  is  the  atmosphere  of 
such  a  Christian  home,  where  grown-up  children  see  a  never- 
fading,  but  ever-growing  and  deepening  affection  that  abides 
between  the  parents  that  have  loved  and  cared  for  them 
through  all  their  lives !  God  pity  the  cruel  or  neglectful 
husband,  wherever  he  may  be,  and  God  help  the  careless, 
thoughtless  and  unloving  wife  who  has  wandered  far  from 
her  marriage  vow  which,  whatever  else  that  vow  contained, 
pledged  undying  love  for  the  strong  man  who  that  day  stood 
by  her  side. 
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ir/HEK  we  come  to  think  of  it  soberly,  there  is  not 

much  of  the  spirit  of  sacrifice  among  our  people. 

We  give  a  nickel  apiece  in  the  Sunday  school,  a 

%J^  dime  apiece  in  the  incidental  collection  on  Sunday 

morning,  pay  a  small  proportion  of  the  pastor's  salary, 

and  help  in  a  mechanical  way  to  make  up  an  occasion- 
al collection  for  missions.  But  the  vitalizing  power  of  a 
genuine  sacrifice  rarely  finds  lodgment  in  our  hearts.  Paul 
makes  this  touching  appeal  in  his  matchless  letter  to  the 
Romans:  '^I  beseech  you,  therefore,  brethren,  by  the  mercies 
of  God,  that  ye  present  your  bodies  a  living  sacrifice,  holy, 
acceptable  unto  God,  which  is  your  reasonable  service."  The 
great  apostle  bases  his  appeal  on  God's  love  to  us,  from 
which  sirring  all  His  mercies.  There  have  been  times  when 
we  were  all  unconscious  and  unmindful  that  God  shielded 
us  from  harm.  But  though  the  passenger  on  life's  sea  oft 
sleeps  mid  unseen  dangers,  the  Pilot  shmibers  not  and  His 
hand  safely  steers  the  ship  past  rocks  and  shoals  and  over 
all  the  danger  of  the  trackless  and  unsounded  sea  into  the 
haven  tliat  lies  beyond. 

But  Paul  has  asked  us  to  do  a  hard,  hard  duty.  If  he  had 
asked  us  to  present  our  dead  bodies  as  a  sacrifice  to  God  it 
would  not  have  been  so  hard.  Many  a  martyr  who  yielded 
up  his  body  to  be  burned  has  not  felt  the  pain  or  anguish  that 
comes  to  those  other  martyrs  who  fi;;ht  against  sore  trials  and 
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temptations  on  to  the  end.  The  living  body  is  a  body  of  flesh. 
The  hot  blood  bounds  out  from  its  heart,  and  passion  nestles 
on  its  altars.  It  has  a  heart  to  hunger  and  to  feel,  eyes  to 
see  life's  alluring  beauties,  and  ears  to  hear  the  music  that 
every  Circe  sings.  There  was  a  time  when  the  war  with  sin 
did  not  rage  as  it  rages  now.  Then  sin  was  master.  But 
since  Christ  was  formed  in  the  soul  the  hope  of  glory,  the 
battle  has  waxed  strong.  Anon  the  tired  heart  that  never 
seems  to  find  a  place  for  peace  or  rest,  longs  for  the  strife  to 
cease.  The  struggle  has  been  long  and  hard.  Sometimes 
the  spirit  has  gone  down  beneath  the  ponderous  weight  of 
fleshly  lust  and  worldly  longings.  Satan  has  in  that  hour  re- 
joiced. When  our  Savior  said  to  Peter,  "  Satan  has  desired 
you,''  he  did  not  refer  alone  to  Peter,  but  to  all  the  twelve. 
I  believe  with  all  my  heart  that  there  is  not  a  Christian  in  all 
the  world  that  he  has  not  desired,  and  I  believe  as  strongly 
that  he  will  never  be  able  to  pluck  any  of  the  saved  out  of 
our  Father's  hands. 

Willis  says  that  '*  temptation  has  a  music  for  all  ears." 
Christians  are  not  exempt.  Paul  wrote  his  beseeching  words 
to  the  Romans  while  he,  too,  struggled  with  life's  crushing 
burdens.  There  was  to  him  a  daily  trial  —  a  [)iercing  thorn 
that  oft  brought  his  soaring  spirit  low.  On  to  the  end  he 
was  a  sinner.  On  to  the  end  he  labored  to  present  his  own 
body  a  living  sacrifice  to  God.  Like  some  of  us,  he  was  torn 
with  conflicting  emotions.  Anon  we  can  hear  him  exclaim 
in  the  agony  of  his  soul :  "  For  the  good  that  I  would  do  I 
do  not;  but  the  evil  which  I  would  not,  that  I  do.  Ifow, 
when  I  do  that  I  would  not,  it  is  no  more  I  that  do  it,  but 
sin  that  dwelleth  in  me.  I  find  then  a  law  that  when  I 
would  do  good,  evil  is  present  with  me.  For  I  delight  in  the 
law  of  God  after  the  inward  man ;  but  I  see  another  law  in 
my  members  warring  against  the  law  of  my  mind,  and  bring- 
ing me  into  captivity  to  the  law  of  sin  which  is  in  my  mem- 
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bers.  O  wretched  man  that  I  am  1  Who  shall  deliver  me 
from  the  body  of  this  death?  " 

Keaching  back  across  the  intervening  centuries  of  time, 
let  us  take  Paul's  hand.  He  was  indeed  our  brother.  And 
even  when  his  evening  time  had  come  and  his  face  was  shin- 
ing with  the  sheen  of  the  light  beyond,  he  spoke  lovingly 
of  his  warfare  with  self  and  sin.  Out  from  the  bars  of  that 
Koman  dungeon  he  raised  aloft  his  trembling  hand,  and  as 
if  in  benediction  to  us  all,  he  said  these  words:  **  I  have 
fought  a  good  fight."  Even  to  the  end  it  was  a  conflict. 
He  was  subject  to  the  same  temptations  that  anon  encom- 
pass us,  and  at  last,  with  his  face  toward  heaven,  he  died 
fighting. 

I  knew  a  drunkard  once.  He  had  on  him  the  drunkard's 
thirst  that  some  men  do  not  believe  exists  because  they 
never  knew  its  power.  He  told  me  that  when  his  thirst  for 
drink  came  on  if  there  was  liquor  in  his  blood  he  would 
cut  an  artery  and  drink  it  till  he  had  assuaged  his  thirst. 
He  was  converted  to  God,  but  his  appetite  for  drink  was  in 
his  flesh  and  did  not  die  when  his  spirit  died  to  sin.  He 
rose  fighting  his  great  sin.  Years  have  come  and  gone  and 
his  head  is  now  hoary  with  the  frosts  of  time.  He  is  fight- 
ing still  and  will  fight  on  till  death.  But  by  God's  grace  he 
will,  when  God's  trumpet  call  wakes  all  the  sleeping  dead* 
with  a  redeemed  soul  now  forever  joined  to  a  redeemed  body, 
find  an  eternal  welcome  at  the  right  hand  of  the  Redeemer. 
There  are  those  who  never  knew  the  passion  for  strong 
drink.  Each  day  when  they  pray  let  them  lift  up  thankful 
hearts  to  God  and  pity  all  who  fight  like  Trojans  for  every 
sober  breath. 

I  do  not  know,  beloved  reader,  what  your  great  tempta- 
tion is,  nor  can  I  gauge  the  sacrifice  that  God  calls  on  you  to 
make.  You  may  have  a  passion  for  money.  If  so,  God 
pity  you.     I  believe  I'd  rather  have  the  passion  for  drink,  for 
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then  I  could  take  the  Keeley  cure,  while  for  you  no  asylums 
have  been  built.  But  there  is  hope  for  you.  Crucify  your 
covetous  heart  on  the  altar  of  Kberal  giving.  Your  only 
hope  lies  in  giving  back  to  God  what  He  has  so  freely  given 
you.  But  time  would  fail  me  to  catalogue  all  these  sore  beset- 
ments.  They  have  all  the  shapes  of  Proteus.  In  each  life 
there  are  giant  sins  that,  like  Goliath,  overshadow  all  the 
rest.  Your  duty  is  to  kill  this  giant.  It  may  be  like  tak- 
ing out  your  heart.  It  may  be  a  greater  sacrifice  than  hath 
seemed  to  you  to  enter  into  the  heart  of  man.  But  if  there 
is  love  to  God  it  can  be  done.  The  spirit  of  love  is  the 
spirit  of  sacrifice,  and  love  and  sacrifice  both  take  their 
highest  form  when  they  look  up  toward  God. 

Sometimes  there  come  letters  to  me  from  distant  homes 
that  bear  messages  of  love.  They  come  from  strong  men 
and  struggling  women  and  hopeful  youths  and  little  children. 
They  tell  me  that  sometimes  these  Thoughts  have  been  blest 
of  God  to  help  them,  and  their  words  make  me  glad.  It  is 
the  highest  hope  that  finds  lodgment  in  my  heart  that  I  may 
be  able  to  help  some  traveler  on  life's  stormy  sea.  With  this 
hope  strong  upon  me  now,  and  with  heart  uplifted  to  our  God, 
I  send  these  words  to  you.  There  are  sacrifices  you  ought 
to  make.  There  are  darling  sins  you  ought  to  cherish  never- 
more. There  are  temptations  against  which  you  should  close 
youriears  forever.  As  you  think  on  these,  remember  me,  who 
am  a  man  of  like  passions  with  you.  And  when  you  think 
upon  your  burdens  and  sacrifices,  which  as  best  I  could  I  have 
often  helped  you  bear,  then  breathe  a  silent  prayer  for  me. 
If  I  have  been  of  help  to  you,  it  has  been  because  I  have  so 
often,  before  I  wrote,  dipped  my  pen  in  my  own  heart's  blood. 

May  God  help  us  all  to  do  and  be  the  best  we  can,  and  give 
us  grace  to  sacrifice  for  Him  as  we  ought. 

31 
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CE  when  I  was  in  a  Texas  town  a  friend  of  mine 
told  me  about  a  remarkable  inscription    in   the 
cemetery  which  was  carved  on  the  gravestone 
of  a  little  child.     I  went  out  to  see  it: — 
^  "Died  July  31,  1876.     Frozen  to  death." 

1k^^  This  remarkable  epitaph  cannot  fail  to  impress  any 
one  who  sees  it.  The  story  is  that  a  physician,  who  was 
treating  the  child  for  some  sort  of  brain  trouble,  used  what 
doctors  call  the  "  ice-cap,"  and  the  father  of  the  child  thought 
that  the  use  of  this  "ice-cap''  froze  his  boy  to  death. 

However  this  may  be,  there  are  hundreds  upon  hundreds  of 
instances  of  the  freezing  of  people  to  death  in  the  heat  of 
summer,  even  in  this  climate.  I  do  not  now  refer  to  physical 
death.  Physical  death  is  not  as  bad  as  the  death  of  interest 
in  religion,  or  of  the  spirituality  of  a  church,  or  of  the 
affection  of  a  loving  and  devoted  heart. 

I  once  knew  a  pastor  who  froze  a  church  to  death.  He 
preached  to  it  until  it  seemed  that  every  atom  of  Christian 
iwarmth  had  gone.  I  heard  one  of  the  sermons  myself.  It 
was  enough  to  make  a  man  shiver  on  the  4th  of  July.  Dry, 
crusty,  barren,  and  repelling,  his  sermons  absolutely  killed  the 
spiritual  life  of  the  church;  and  the  deacons  might,  without  im- 
position, have  charged  visitors  and  members  for  refrigerator 
privileges.  The  engine  was  there,  but  all  the  fire  was  out. 
There  are  so  many  of  our  preachers  who  preach  back  among 
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the  dry  bones  of  dead  issues,  and  on  the  skeletons  of  whose 
sermons  there  is  no  meat,  that  it  is  a  wonder  that  our  gospel- 
starved  people  get  along  as  well  as  they  do.  What  a  pity  it 
is  when  a  pastor  or  minister  forgets  that  when  he  stands  in 
the  pulpit  he  confronts  living,  breathing,  active,  sinful  men, 
who  are  swayed  by  the  great  tempests  that  have  ever  swept 
the  human  heart,  and  who  have  real  heart-needs,  heart-hunger, 
heart-sorrow,  and  heart-sinfulness,  that  the  minister  of  God 
is  sent  to  help  and  heal. 

Daniel  Webster,  one  of  the  greatest  orators  that  ever  lived, 
whose  towering  intellect  impressed  the  world,  said  that  when 
he  went  to  church  he  wanted  to  hear  a  sermon  that  made  him 
think  deeply  and  contritely  of  his  sins.  Even  this  master 
mind  welcomed  no  literary  disquisitions  in  the  pulpit.  The 
issues  of  life  and  death  pressed  upon  him  as  they  press  upon 
every  thoughtful  man.  On  the  Lord's  day  morning  when 
the  business  man,  the  professional  man  and  the  laborer  go  to 
church,  they  have  a  common  need,  and  that  need  is  to  get 
close  up  to  the  loving  heart  of  a  Christian  man  who  is  him- 
self close  to  the  loving  heart  of  God.  I  heard  a  lecture  once 
on  "  Ice  in  the  Pulpit  and  Who  Put  It  There.''  I  believe 
that  the  devil  provided  the  ice,  but  many  a  time  he  has  made 
carriers  out  of  the  preachers.  How  I  wish  that  all  of  our 
preachers  would,  in  their  preaching,  come  down  to  the  com- 
mon level  of  sinful,  needy  men  and  women,  and  on  that  level, 
dispense  the  truth  of  God  as  Jesus  did.  Let  us  never  forget 
that  it  was  said  of  Him,  "  The  common  people  heard  Him 
gladly."  The  burdened  heart  cares  little  about  the  well 
turned  sentences  of  Shakespeare  or  the  exploits  of  Napoleon. 
What  it  wants  is  warmth  and  life  and  love,  and  it  looks  to  the 
pulpit  for  all  these  gracious  benedictions. 

But  tlure  is  another  side  to  this.  Sometimes  the  church 
freezes  the  preacher  to  death.  I  have  myself  been  in  these 
church-refrigerators,    and    have    preached    in    them.     That 
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preacher  who  has  sensitive  and  intuitive  nerves  can  feel  the 
chilliness  of  such  an  atmosphere  when  he  enters  the  sacred 
walls.  Not  only  can  he  feel  the  chill,  but  he  can  see  it.  It 
settles  on  the  faces  of  the  auditors,  and  peers  at  him  from 
the  empty  pews.  Many  a  preacher  has  been  frozen  in  July 
by  cold-hearted,  inattentive  and  listless  hearers.  A  pastor 
said  to  one  of  his  members  not  long  ago  :  "  It  is  always  a  joy 
to  me  to  see  you  in  the  audience.  Your  sympathetic,  loving 
and  appreciative  face  gives  me  unction  and  utterance  as  I 
present  to  the  people  the  things  of  God."  This  is  true  of 
many  who  are  constant  attendants  at  the  house  of  God ;  but 
the  reverse  is  often  true  that  the  epitaph  which  is  carved  in 
the  slab  of  the  little  child  out  in  the  lonely  graveyard,  might 
properly  be  written  over  the  door  of  many  a  church.  Not 
only  do  they  freeze  the  pastor  to  death,  but  they  freeze  the 
visitor  and  the  stranger  to  death.  In  many  of  our  churches 
the  stranger  comes  in,  is  shown  to  a  seat,  and  when  thr 
church  service  is  over  makes  his  way  quietly  out,  and  never 
knows  that  in  the  whole  audience  there  is  a  single  soul 
interested  in  his  salvation.  True,  he  hears  the  words  of 
the  preacher,  but  those  words  are  for  all  the  people  as  much 
as  they  are  for  him.  He  needs  the  warm  hand-grasp  of  some 
loving  Christian  who  sits  near  him,  and  he  needs  to  hear  the 
words,  '*  We  are  glad  to  see  you  to-day.  We  hope  the 
service  did  you  good.  Come  back  again,  and  may  God 
bless  you.''  Kindness  and  warm-heartedness  are  little 
things,  but  they  are  the  greatest  forces  in  the  world.  When 
the  old  earth  is  trembling  in  its  last  convulsive  throes,  and 
the  heavens  are  being  rolled  together  as  a  scroll,  the  little 
deeds  of  kindness  and  words  of  welcome  given  in  the  name 
of  Jesus  to  the  stranger  within  our  gates  will  be  treasured, 
and  those  who  give  them  will  be  laurel-crowned  beyond  the 
skies. 

There  are  many  loving  hearts  that  are  frozen  to  death.     In 
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many  homes  the  hearts  of  little  children  shrivel,  and  wither, 
and  harden,  because  they  have  no  love.  A  harsh  word,  a 
cuff,  a  kick,  or  an  injunction  to  ''  get  off  to  bed,"  or  "  get 
out  of  the  way,''  are  all  their  little  hearts  have  fed  upon  from 
day  to  day,  and  it  may  be  truly  said  of  them  that  they  are 
frozen  to  death.  In  after  years  they  go  into  the  devious  and 
deadly  ways  of  life,  and  at  last  are  confined  in  prison  walls  or 
executed  for  appalling  crimes. 

Not  only  that,  but  there  is  many  a  wife  who  has  frozen  her 
husband's  love  to  death.  When  he  used  to  go  to  see  her  in 
the  good  old  days,  he  found  her  neatly  dressed,  and  always 
when  he  came,  smiles  of  loving  welcome  glowed  upon  her  face. 
It  is  all  different  now.  When  he  goes  home  after  his  hard 
and  trying  day  of  toil,  he  finds  his  wife  attired  in  an  uncomely 
dress,  her  hair  disheveled,  her  face  disfigured  with  the  fur- 
rows of  anger,  and  the  whole  atmosphere  around  her  one  of 
discouragement  and  discontent.  He  meets  no  kiss  now  at  the 
gate,  as  in  former  times.  He  sees  no  loving  smile  of  wel- 
come. He  only  finds,  as  Rudyard  Kipling  would  say,  **  A 
rag,  a  bone,  and  a  hank  of  hair."  But  the  wife,  which  he 
once  knew  and  loved,  is  gone.  No  wonder  that  his  love  is 
frozen  to  death,  and  that  his  life  has  become  one  of  sordid 
loneliness  and  cankering  care. 

Ofttimes,  perhaps  twice  as  often  as  we  see  this  picture,  we 
may  see  its  counterpart.  A  loving  wife  on  the  wedding  night 
leaned  upon  a  strong  man's  arm.  He  swore  to  cherish,  to 
love  and  to  protect  her  until  death  should  part  them.  To- 
day he  is  a  perjurer.  He  has  not  loved  her,  he  has  not 
cherished  her,  nor  has  he  protected  her.  He  spends  his  even- 
ings away  from  home.  He  belongs  to  the  lodge  or  the  club 
down  town  and  his  chief  business  in  having  a  home  is  to  visit 
it  two  or  three  times  a  day  and  eat  hurried  meals.  His 
smiles,  which  in  the  days  of  old  were  for  his  sweetheart  and 
his  sweet  young  wife,  are  now  for  the  people  on  the  street. 
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the  business  men  and  for  the  wives  of  other  men.  He  does 
not  kiss  her  now  as  he  did  in  the  old  days,  when  he  comes 
home.  Coming  in  with  a  growl  and  a  snarl,  he  throws  his 
hat  and  coat  aside  and  sits  down  at  the  table  to  feed.  He 
does  not  eat.  Eating  carries  with  it  the  idea  of  sociability. 
This  man  has  long  since  ceased  to  be  sociable  or  even  kind  at 
home,  and  he  is  particularly  careful  not  to  say  a  word  of  love 
or  comfort  to  his  patient  wife.  After  he  feeds  he  goes  on  his 
way,  leaving  behind  him  the  coldness  and  chilliness  of  his 
unloving  and  unlovely  heart.  There  is  many  a  wife  who 
knows  that  she  no  longer  has  her  husband's  love.  She  is 
not  to  blame.  By  every  womanly  and  winsome  way  at  her 
command  she  has  sought  to  please  him,  to  help  him,  to  be 
his  loving  companion  and  constant  friend.  It  is  all  in  vain. 
She  has  found  that  she  did  not  marry  a  man,  but  an  animal. 
This  animal  never  had  a  thought  beyond  the  gratification  of 
his  selfish  whims  and  lusts,  and  he  could  no  more  appreciate 
a  wife  than  a  gorilla  could. 

I  know  that  these  are  sad,  sad  pictures,  but  they  are  not 
overdrawn.  I  have  drawn  them  in  order  that  I  might  say  a 
word  of  comfort  to  the  unloved,  and  give  a  note  of  admoni- 
tion to  the  unloving.  Those  who  are  carrying  on  their  hearts 
such  a  constant  and  such  a  cumbering  burden,  need  always 
to  remember  that  God  is  love.  That  when  hearts  that  we 
have  cherished  fail  us  here,  our  Father  in  heaven  remembers 
us,  cares  for  us,  loves  us,  and,  if  we  put  our  trust  in  Him,  will 
gently  guide  us  to  the  end. 

There  is  nothing  as  sad  in  all  the  universe  of  God  as  a 
frozen  love.  That  man  or  woman  who  is  the  object  of  gen- 
uine affection  and  yet  who,  through  coldness  and  neglect, 
freezes  that  love  to  death,  takes  on  a  grave  and  dangerous  re- 
sponsibility. There  are  hearts  which  cannot  survive  the  death 
of  love.  They  do  not  die  in  an  hour  or  a  day,  but  when  they 
find  the  one  whom  they  have  loved  and  cherished  through  the 
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passing  years  no  longer  loves  them  in  return,  life  loses  all  its 
golden  dreams,  and  its  sweetest  music  dies  before  it  finds  a 
responsive  echo  in  such  a  frozen  heart.  It  is  not  strange  to 
me  that  some  people  wish  to  die.  It  is  not  strange  that  the 
broken-hearted  who  are  treading  life's  devious  and  uncertain 
way  alone,  sometimes  sigh  for  the  end.  They  have  risked 
their  all  and  lost.  A  frozen  heart  can  never  love  again.  All 
the  fires  of  all  of  earth's  volcanoes  could  not  warm  a  heart 
like  this  into  its  former,  joyous,  happy,  loving  life.  The 
frost  and  ice  of  coldness  and  neglect  have  withered  all  its 
fiowers  and  caused  its  tender,  God-given  love  to  die. 

My  closing  admonition  to  every  one  who  is  loved  is  that 
you  cherish  that  love,  so  that  it  may  live  on  to  bless  its  giver 
and  to  comfort  you.  If  through  coldness  or  neglect  you 
freeze  the  loving  heart  that  now  lies  prostrate  at  your  feet, 
you  may,  in  some  future  day  of  toil  and  need  and  pain,  cry 
out  in  the  bitterness  of  your  pain  and  isolation  for  the  loving 
heart  to  come,  but  you  will  cry  in  vain.  The  hand  that  can 
kill  cannot  bring  life  back  to  the  cold  and  pallid  form  from 
whose  veins  and  arteries  the  blood  of  life  has  ebbed  away. 
The  man  or  woman  who  is  loved,  can  kill  the  love  which  has 
been  showered  upon  them,  but  when  that  love  is  dead  and 
they  wish  they  had  it  back  again,  they  cannot  fan  its  cold 
and  unresponsive  ashes  into  life.  Let  each  and  all  take  the 
truths  of  the  Thoughts  of  this  day  well  to  heart.  May  it 
help  us  to  be  warm-hearted,  to  be  active,  to  be  brave,  to  be 
self-sacrificing,  and  to  be  true. 
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^he  Trodi^cil  Father. 

the  morning  of  September  25, 1874,  as  father  and  I 
were  saddling  our  horses  to  attend  a  "  barbecue/' 
a  messenger  galloped  up  tb  our  gate  and  told  us 
that  a  neighbor  of  ours  was  dead.  This  sad  an- 
nouncement changed  our  plans,  and  we  both  rode  at 
once  to  the  stricken  home.  He  was  a  drinking  man, 
and  so  I  was  not  surprised  when  I  learned  that  he  had  be- 
come intoxicated,  fallen  from  his  horse,  and  broken  his  neck. 
I  recall  the  heart-rending  scene  that  met  my  eyes  as  I  went 
into  the  house,  as  if  it  were  yesterday.  The  date,  the  balmy 
autumn  weather,  the  funereal  stillness  that  had  settled  on  all 
hearts,  the  broken-hearted  wife,  who  sat  beside  her  husband's 
lifeless  body,  and  the  children  —  some  of  them  grown  up 
men  and  women  —  who  wept  out  their  hopeless  grief,  the 
marble  features  of  the  old  man  who  lay  dead,  and  the  smell  of 
liquor  that  yet  remained  about  the  dead  drunkard's  body  —  all 
this  was  stamped  indelibly  upon  my  heart.  It  was  a  hopeless 
funeral,  and  the  shadow  of  it  never  left  his  widow's  heart,  who, 
a  few  years  after,  fell  on  sleep  and  rests  in  the  bosom  of  her 
God. 

This  man  was  a  prodigal  father,  and  in  varying  degrees  he 
has  his  prototype  in  many  thousand  homes.  In  less  than  two 
years  we  left  that  part  of  Texas,  and  I  have  never  been  there 
since,  but  at  least  one  of  this  prodigal  father's  sons  had  gone 
to  the  bad,  even  then,  and  the  last  I  heard  of  him  he  was  a 
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hopeless  drunkard.  His  father's  tragic  death  did  not  serve 
to  remove  from  him  the  appetite  for  drink  his  father  taught 
him  —  and  the  chances  are  ten  thousand  to  one  that  they 
will  spend  eternity  in  hell  together. 

I  have  preached  on  the  prodigal  son,  and  suppose  that  every 
preacher  has,  but  how  many  of  the  almost  5,000  preachers 
who  will  read  these  words  ever  preached  on  the  prodigal 
father?  He  is  abroad  in  the  land.  He  smokes  his  cigar  or 
his  pipe ;  he  chews ;  he  takes  his  "  toddy  "  when  he  is  down 
town ;  he  has  egg-nogg  on  Christmas ;  he  swears ;  he  over- 
reaches his  neighbor  in  a  horse  trade ;  he  cheats  in  elections ; 
he  stays  out  late  at  nights  and  tells  the  mother  of  his  boys 
that  he  has  been  "at  the  lodge ;  "  he  pokes  fun  at  his  wife 
sometimes  because  she  is  religious,  and  growls  at  her  and  the 
children  because  the  religious  paper  costs  $2.00  a  year,  never 
giving  a  thought  to  the  fact  that  his  "  lodge,"  whisky,  and 
•  tobacco  cost  fifty  times  as  much.  And  the  climax  is  reached 
when  his  Christian  wife  asks  for  a  stipend  to  pay  on  her 
pastor's  salary. 

Boys  who  grow  up  under  such  environments  as  these  are 
the  ones  who  fill  the  jails  and  penitentiaries,  recruit  the  chain 
gangs  and  furnish  the  hangman  work.  When  I  was  a  child 
I  knew  a  boy  whose  father,  while  not  a  steady  drinker,  often 
got  drunk.  Once  a  week  or  oftener  his  father  would  go  to 
town,  and  more  than  half  the  time  he  would  come  home  drunk. 
Full  many  a  day,  when  the  westering  sun  was  low,  and  the 
day  was  almost  done,  I  have  seen  his  little  body  poised  on  the 
big  gate-post  as  he  would  look  across  the  hills  to  catch  a  first 
glimpse  of  his  father  as  he  journeyed  home.  Sometimes  the 
twilight  had  come,  and  the  softening  zephyrs  sang  dirges  to 
the  fast-dying  day  before  his  father's  form  would  come  in 
sight.  With  that  keen  discernment  that  love  lends  to  all  our 
senses,  he  could  tell  as  far  as  eye  could  see  whether  his  father 
was  sober  or  drunk.     If  he  was  sober  he  would  shout  to  him 
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a  welcome  that  seemed  to  give  joy  to  the  stars,  but  if,  when 
he  came  in  sight,  he  sat  unsteady  on  his  horse,  the  lone  but 
loving  sentinel  would  climb  down  from  his  eyrie  and  run  to 
his  mother  crying  like  his  heart  would  break.  I  pity  him  now, 
even  after  the  lapse  of  all  the  intervening  years,  and  my  eyes 
grow  dim  with  gathering  tears  as  I  recall  the  childish  sorrow 
that  overwhelmed  his  loyal  heart. 

I  wonder  if  in  homes  where  these  poor  words  will  go  there 
are  fathers  for  whose  home-coming  sad  and  watchful  eyes 
look  as  did  this  little  friend  of  mine  of  long-past  years,  and  I 
wonder  if  there  are  mothers  who  wept  as  that  mother  wept, 
and  who  clasp  their  boys  closer  to  their  hearts  as  she  clasped 
her  boy,  for  fear  they  will  be  drunkards  too.  I  wish,  if  there 
are  such  fathers  where  these  pages  go,  that  I  could  stand  be- 
side each  one  and  say  some  words  to-day  that  God  would  bless 
to  them.     These  are  such  words  as  I  would  say :  — 

Parental  responsibility  is  an  awful  thing.  God  does  not 
lightly  place  within  our  homes  the  souls  of  little  children  who 
are  thrice  precious  to  His  heart.  Each  one  of  them  holds 
wrapped  up  in  his  little  body  eternal  interests  that  shall  meet 
us  after  all  earth's  clouds  roll  by,  and  we  are  gathered  at  the 
judgment  seat  of  Christ.  Every  father,  who  through  his  dram- 
drinking,  leads  his  boy  to  become  a  drunkard,  is  a  murderer 
far  worse  than  those  murderers  who  crucified  our  Lord.  They 
had  power  only  to  kill  our  Savior's  body,  while  a  drinking  father 
who  leads  his  son  astray  destroys  both  his  soul  and  body  in 
hell.  Every  father  can  set  down  as  certain  that  his  boy  will 
do  like  he  does.  His  admonitions  will  count  for  naught  un- 
less they  quadrate  with  his  life  —  his  real  life  that  he  daily 
lives  at  home.  He  may  think  he  has  bad  habits  of  which  his 
wife  and  boys  are  ignorant,  but  they  know.  He  cannot  con- 
ceal his  wrong-doing  any  more  than  murder  can  be  covered 
up.  If  he  wallows  in  the  mud  he  cannot  wash  it  off,  for  it 
goes  to  the  heart. 
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There  is  another  thing  in  which  many  fathers  —  some 
Christian  fathers  —  do  a  great  wrong  to  their  boys.  They 
will  sit  by  the  hour  and  tell  some  visitor  —  perhaps  they  will 
unload  it  on  the  preacher  when  he  comes  —  about  their  reck- 
less exploits  when  they  were  wild  boys.  Every  detail  of 
brawls  and  carousings  and  fights  will  be  gone  over,  and  when 
the  boys  retire  that  night  they  dream  of  future  years  when  as 
young  men  they  can  carouse  and  swear  and  fight  and  drink 
like  father  did  when  he  was  young. 

I  make  a  plea  to-day  for  better  fathers  —  fathers  who  will 
be  worthy  to  take  pure  and  uncorrupted  children  to  their 
hearts  and  leave  upon  them  no  cankering  stain  ;  fathers  who 
will  be  worthy  to  be  loved  by  pure,  unselfish  Christian 
mothers  and  whose  hearts  and  lives  will  be  examples,  not  to 
their  own  children  only,  but  to  all  the  boys  and  girls  whose 
tender  lives  touch  theirs.  To  me  it  seems  that  if  we  went  into 
a  count  of  prodigal  fathers  and  prodigal  sons  it  would  be  hard 
to  forecast  the  outcome.  But  of  this  I  am  sure,  if  there  were 
fewer  prodigal  fathers  there  would  be  fewer  prodigal  sons. 

When  my  boy  was  five  years  old  I  told  him  he  could  do 
eveiything  his  father  did.  You  will  not  doubt  it  when  I  say 
that  this  brought  to  me  embarrassments.  It  did.  But  it 
helped  me  more  than  it  ever  helped  the  boy.  It  has  made 
me  more  than  careful  to  live  right  at  home  and  set  an  example 
for  my  boy  that  if  it  did  not  lead  him  to  the  Savior  now, 
would  cause  him  to  repent  when  I  am  gone.  I  commend  it 
to  all  fathers,  and  I  do  solemnly  affirm  that  no  man  has  a 
moral  right  to  encourage  his  boy  to  do  a  wrong  by  his  example 
and  forbid  him  to  do  it  with  his  tongue.  Whatever  is  right 
for  a  father  is  right  for  a  son,  and  the  only  way  to  have  good 
sons  is  to  have  good  fathers. 

May  God  help  each  one  of  us  to  so  live  in  our  homes  that 
we  shall  have  no  ghosts  of  our  ruined  children  around  our  beds 
when  we  are  called  to  die. 
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cts  20:37,  38  is  the  pathetic  account  of  Paul's 
^^  farewell  words  to  the  Ephesian  brethren.  They 
^  sorrowed  most  of  all  because  they  would  see  his 
face  no  more.  The  hardest  word  in  all  the  lan- 
"^guage  is  the  word  "good-bye.'*  It  is  said  many  a  time 
with  trembling  lips  and  tearful  voice,  but  deeper  than 
any  but  God's  eye  can  see,  down  in  the  surging  heart,  are 
wounds  our  partings  leave  that  only  Heaven's  touch  can  heal. 
Sometimes  our  parting  words  are  lightly  said,  as  if  we  knew 
reunion  would  come  sure  and  soon;  but  truly  "the  times  are 
in  His  hands,"  and  some  of  our  cheerful  good-bye  words 
would  have  in  them  a  touch  of  funereal  sadness  if  we  only 
knew. 

To-day  our  mind  runs  back  along  life's  checkered  way  and 
the  days  long  dead  come  back  again,  instinct  with  throbbing 
life.  There  is  a  sweet  young  face  in  an  old-fashioned  country 
farm-house  door  —  as  sweet  a  face  as  God's  loving  hand  e'er 
fashioned.  There  are  tears  upon  the  rosy  cheeks  that, 
Ibright  as  diamonds,  fall  to  kiss  her  feet.  There  is  the  ex- 
tended hand,  the  half-smothered,  but  sad  "good-bye,"  and 
then  the  vision  fades  —  fades  out  of  this  poor  life  forevermore. 
A  little  mound  out  in  the  country  churchyard  is  all  there  is 
on  earth  to-day  of  the  sparkling  eyes,  the  tender  voice,  the 
loving  words  of  parting  of  that  youthful  day. 

And  yet  another  scene  of  parting.    It  is  a  death-bed  scene. 
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The  sweetest  mother  that  ever  lived  is  fast  breathing  her  life 
away.  Immortal  splendor  gathers  around  that  death-bed,  and 
angels  linger  near  as  she  takes  up  the  broken,  but  precious 
refrain  of  God's  consoling  word  —  *'I  will  fear  no  evil." 
And  then  the  last,  sad  words  of  parting  —  the  last  words  she 
will  say  to  weeping  loved  ones  until  in  a  brighter  clime  they 
see  her  face  once  more. 

Ah,  the  partings  1  Loved  ones  that  grow  up  by  our  side 
and  so  soon  are  gone  from  us  forever.  Children  whom  God 
sends  to  us,  who  grow  up  in  our  homes  and  so  soon  are  gone 
to  come  back  no  more.  Friends  to  whom  our  hearts  go  out, 
and  around  whom  deepest  tendrils  of  affection  cling  —  real 
friends  unused  to  deceit  and  dissembling  and  treason  —  and 
these  leave  our  pathway  and  trudge  along  life's  uneven  stages 
by  another  road,  and  meet  ours  nevermore  until  they  con- 
verge together  at  the  Jordan's  tide. 

And  so  it  is.  But  Jesus  our  Savior  leaves  us  never.  In 
all  the  darkness  and  tempest  and  pain  and  partings  He  abides. 
When  hearts  are  bursting  because  our  loved  ones  go.  He 
comes  and  binds  up  the  wounds  and  asks  us  to  lay  our  burdens 
on  His  own  loving  heart.  He  sustains  us,  loves  us,  guides  us, 
and  upholds  us  until  at  the  end  of  life's  partings  and  pains  and 
doubtings,  we  shall  blend  our  songs  of  glad  acclaim  with  all 
the  loved  ones  who  before  us  have  gone  on  to  Qt>d. 

Though  near  the  time  of  his  "  departure,"  surrounded  with 
darkness  and  bound  in  chains,  it  must  have  been  a  time  of 
rejoicing  with  the  Apostle  Paul,  when  in  the  Mamertine 
prison  at  Rome,  and  in  view  of  his  early  execution  for  the 
sake  of  the  gospel,  he  reviewed  his  active  and  eventful  life. 

Such  a  time  will  come  to  each  of  us. 

However  much  we  try  to  drown  the  voice  of  memory,  it 
will  revive  and  live  long  after  we  think  it  dead. 

There  will  come  a  time  in  each  human  life  when  its  days 
of  activity  and  usefulness  have  passed,  and  when  there  can 
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be  nothing  but  retrospection  and  introspection  as  regards  the 
past  and  the  heart  that  thinks  upon  that  past. 

It  was  a  glad  time  with  Paul.  In  his  tender,  loving  words 
to  Timothy,  his  son  in  the  gospel,  he  was  made  glad  as  he 
thought  about  the  journey  now  so  nearly  at  an  end.  In 
writing  to  Timothy  he  said :  "  For  I  am  already  being  offered 
and  the  time  of  my  departure  is  come,  I  have  fought  the 
good  fight.  I  have  finished  the  course.  I  have  kept  the 
faith.  Henceforth  there  is  laid  up  for  me  the  crown  of  right- 
eousness which  the  Lord,  the  righteous  Judge,  shall  give 
me  at  that  day,  and  not  only  to  me,  but  to  all  them  that  love 
His  appearing." 

There  were  no  pangs  of  regret  in  Paul's  heart  as  he  wrote 
those  words.  Since  that  day  when  on  his  journey  to  Dam- 
ascus the  Savior  met  him,  Paul's  life  had  been  wholly  conse- 
crated to  God.  Through  it  all  he  had  toiled  and  labored  and 
suffered,  but  now,  at  the  end  of  his  days,  the  most  excruciat- 
ing suffering  of  the  past  had  become  his  greatest  joy.  He 
had  never  failed  to  testify  for  Jesus.  He  had  been  brave  and 
prayerful  and  industrious,  so  that  this  time  of  retrospection 
with  him  was  a  time  of  supreme  joy ;  and  I  believe  with  all  my 
heart  that  in  that  Roman  dungeon  God's  Spirit  came  to  bless* 
and  help  him. 

As  we  think  upon  Paul  let  us  also  take  a  little  time  for 
retrospection.  How  have  our  lives  been  lived?  Since  our 
conversion  have  we  been  loyally  true  to  God,  and  have  we  at 
all  times  fought  the  good  fight  and  kept  the  faith?  I  am 
sure  that  many  who  think  with  me  upon  Paul's  last  days  will 
look  back  regretfully  to  sins  committed  and  to  deeds  of  love 
and  service  omitted,  even  since  they  gave  their  hearts  to  God. 

But  the  past  with  its  opportunities  has  gone  forever.     We 

cannot  recall  the  vanished  years.     But  there  is  one  way  and 

only  one  way  in  which  we  can  in  some  measure  atone  for  our 

neglect  of  duty  in  years  agone.     That  way  is  to  do  our  whole 
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duty  in  the  time  that  now  is  and  to  be  wholly  consecrated  to 
God  in  the  time  to  come.  It  is  well  to  look  at  every  day  of 
life  and  to  do  our  work  in  every  day  of  life  as  though  that 
should  be  our  last  day  on  earth.  While  it  may  not  indeed  be 
our  last  day,  it  will  be  the  last  day  in  which  some  opportuni- 
ties for  good  will  have  come  to  us ;  and  when  we  think  upon 
our  life  and  its  duties,  let  us  weigh  every  action  in  view  of 
life's  finished  work.  Let  us  look  at  things  as  we  shall  wish 
we  had  looked  at  them  when  we  come  to  die.  Let  us  live  in 
the  fear  and  love  of  God  and  under  the  guidance  of  His 
Holy  Spirit,  so  live  that  when  we,  too,  stand  on  the  river's 
bank  and  look  back  on  life's  toilsome  journey,  we  can  say 
with  Paul,  "  I  have  fought  a  good  fight  and  the  time  of  my 
release  is  come." 

But  it  was  not  all  retrospection  with  Paul,  nor  yet  all  intro- 
spection. The  joys  that  came  into  his  heart  as  he  recounted 
the  past,  were  accentuated  and  brightened  as  he  looked  for- 
ward toward  the  future.  As  he  thought  of  the  dust  and  toil 
and  noise  of  battle  his  mind  was  gladdened  with  the  anticipa- 
tion of  the  crown  of  righteousness  that  awaited  him.  This 
should  be  true  of  each  of  us.  Let  us  be  glad  when  we  think 
of  the  hour  of  our  release  from  pain  and  sojourning  and  labor, 
and  of  the  peace  and  joy  and  rest  at  God's  right  hand;  be- 
cause Paul  said  that  there  was  not  only  a  crown  of  righteous- 
ness for  him,  but  that  there  was  a  crown  for  every  one  who 
loved  the  appearing  of  Jesus.  And  while  we  still  toil,  let 
each  of  us  lay  our  whole  heart  and  all  that  we  have  and  are 
and  hope  to  be,  on  God's  altar  to  be  used  for  Him  in  bringing 
sinners  to  the  cross  and  in  comforting  and  edifying  His  saints. 

In  a  little  while  the  battle  will  have  ended.  Soon  we  will 
hear  the  songs  of  the  angels  and  will  indeed  be  with  our  Savior 
and  the  loved  ones  who  have  gone  before.  Surely  such  a 
hope,  which  is  an  anchor  to  the  soul,  ought  to  make  us  active 
and  brave  and  self-sacrificing  in  the  few  days  that  remain  in 
which  to  labor. 
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CoxjLTiterfeils. 

?HE  other  day  a  friend  of  mine   showed   me  two 
counterfeit  pieces  of  money;  one  a  dollar  piece, 
and  the  other  a  half-dollar  piece.     To  a  casual 
observer,  both  of  these  counterfeits  looked  genuine. 
When  examined  closely,  however,  they  are  lighter  than 
silver,  and  when  subjected  to  the  crucial  test  they  lack 
the  clear,  silvery  ring  of  the  true  metal. 

The  examination  and  handling  of  these  counterfeits  awak- 
ened a  train  of  thought  concerning  the  unreal,  the  deceptive 
and  the  misleading  in  all  the  walks  and  ways  of  life.  There 
is  much  real,  genuine,  abiding,  helpful  manhood  and  woman- 
hood among  us,  but  along  with  these,  growing  and  flourish- 
ing with  them  side  by  side,  are  dissimulating  counterfeits  that 
lay  for  unwary  feet  many  a  fatal  snare. 

Indeed,  the  counterfeit  had  its  origin  at  the  very  cradle  of 
the  race.  Satan  was  its  author,  and  from  that  elder  day  till 
now  the  devil  has  gone  up  and  down  the  earth  among  the 
children  of  men,  deceiving  and  ensnaring  those  who  do  not 
take  the  time  or  the  thought  to  differentiate  between  the 
spurious  and  the  real.  In  the  parable,  Jesus  represents  the 
wheat  and  the  tares  as  growing  in  the  same  field  side  by  side. 
Before  maturity  comes,  these  plants  look  for  all  the  world 
alike.  It  would  take  one  so  thoroughly  experienced  and 
trained  in  wheat  culture  as  to  be  an  adept,  to  tell  which  was 
thft  wheat  and  which  were  the  tares.     It  is  so  in  life.     Much 
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of  the  unreal,  the  counterfeit,  the  spurious  grows  and  flour- 
ashes  and  casts  its  baleful  shadow,  while  all  the  time  passing 
for  the  best  and  noblest  among  the  sons  of  men. 

There  is  the  counterfeit  in  religion.  It  is  almost  unthink- 
,able  to  a  real  Christian  that  a  man  would  designedly  enter 
the  church  of  Christ  and  abide  within  its  folds,  and  all  the 
time  knowing  in  his  heart  that  he  was  a  bald  and  blatant 
hypocrite.  And  yet,  this  has  happened  over  and  over  again. 
I  am  persuaded,  however,  that  there  are  many  counterfeits 
who  have  some  sort  of  feeling  that  they  are  real.  The  only 
curse  that  Jesus  ever  pronounced  while  here  on  earth  was 
against  a  counterfeit  fig  tree.  There  it  stood,  with  its  bright 
leaves  kissed  by  the  golden  sunlight  and  absorbing  night  by 
night  the  rain  and  dew.  On  its  branches  the  birds  of  Heaven 
came  and  found  security  and  rest.  Anon  a  passer-by  would 
stop  and  recline  under  its  grateful  shade  ;  but  the  years  passed 
by  and  no  fruit  was  gathered  from  its  deceptive  boughs. 
"  Nothing  but  leaves."  Ah,  no  wonder,  that  as  Jesus  passed 
by  this  cumberer  of  the  ground,  He  cursed  it  that  it  died. 
There  are  many  in  our  churches  who  will  as  certainly  at  last 
receive  the  curse  of  God  as  that  this  withered,  blasted  tree  at 
last  lifted  up  its  shorn  and  shaggy  branches  to  the  unsympa- 
thizing  sky.  How  often  do  we  hear  it,  and  it  is  true,  that 
just  a  few  in  every  church  do  all  the  church  work.  Any  pas- 
tor will  tell  you  if  you  inquire,  that  there  are  a  percentage 
among  his  people  who  can  never  be  depended  on  to  help  the 
cause  of  God.  They  do  not  attend  the  services,  they  do  not 
<;ontribute  to  the  Lord's  work,  they  are  never  in  their  places 
when  a  crisis  comes,  and,  in  short,  they  bear  no  fruit  and 
in  their  lives  there  is  "nothing  but  leaves. '^ 

Bird-hunters  who  seek  for  game  on  the  bayous  and  lakes 
have  what  they  call  "  decoy  ducks. '*  These  ducks  are  made 
of  light  wood  and  look  for  all  the  world  like  real,  genuine 
clucks.     They  are  placed  on  the  water  while  the  hunter  seeks 
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an  ambuscade.  In  a  little  while  some  light-hearted  bird  in* 
flying  over,  sees  his  companion,  as  he  thinks,  snugly  skim- 
ming o'er  the  waters.  He  dips  down  to  join  him,  and  as  be- 
comes near  the  decoy  he  is  shot  and  falls  a  victim  to  the  snare. 
Only  the  Judgment  Book  in  the  last  day  will  reveal  the  count- 
less millions  of  men  who  have  been  as  decoy  ducks  in  our 
churches.  They  have  a  name  to  live,  but  are  dead.  They 
are  like  "  a  painted  ship  upon  a  painted  ocean."  They 
haven't  the  ring  of  the  true  metal,  and  so  far  from  being  use- 
ful in  the  service  of  our  Lord,  they  lead  countless  numbers 
into  hell. 

There  is  a  counterfeit  love.  It  looks  for  all  the  world  like 
the  true  metal.  It  protests  that  it  is  real.  The  counterfeit 
lover  swears  allegiance  to  a  trusting  heart,  and  vows  that  hia 
love  will  last  forever.  But  what  a  short  forever !  Such  love 
is  like  the  apples  of  Sodom :  it  turns  to  ashes  at  a  touch.  It 
is  a  Jonah's  gourd,  in  which  the  weary  heart  may  rest  but 
for  a  day.  Afterwards  mayhap,  it  denies  that  it  was  ever 
love,  and  yet  when  it  first  sheds  its  luster  on  the  heart  that 
trusted  and  believed,  it  looked  for  all  the  world  like  genuine 
affection  that  would  abide  against  the  day  of  fire.  AlasT 
how  many  blasted  hopes  lie  buried  in  unseen  and  unmarked 
graves !  Alas  I  how  many  wounds  lie  hidden  from  the  sight 
of  men  and  are  only  known  to  God  I  These  wounds  have 
come  because  the  love  which  the  faithful,  generous  heart  in 
other  days  had  trusted,  proved  counterfeit,  and  when  the 
time  of  testing  came,  gave  out  its  dull,  deadly  sound.  It  was- 
never  true  metal.  Men  and  women  alike  are  guilty  of  de- 
ceiving hopeful,  trusting,  happy  hearts,  and  at  last  they  leave 
the  trusting  soul  adrift  upon  a  loveless,  cold,  benumbing  sea, 
from  which  they  shall  be  rescued  nevermore.  It  is  of  such 
loves  and  hopes  as  these  that  poets  sing  their  saddest  lays. 
Counterfeit  affection  —  affection  that  endured  for  a  day,  but 
perished  when  night  and  darkness  came  —  has  formed  the  web 
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and  woof  of  many  a  somber  tale.  Musicians,  finding  that 
the  gay  and  happy  music  which  all  nature  sings  too  bright 
for  such  hearts  as  these,  sought  out  the  minor  key,  and,  to 
the  despairing  and  hopeless  notes  of  this  sad  key  in  music, 
love's  death  dirges  oft  are  sung.  In  all  the  universe  there 
is  nothing  so  gracious,  so  grateful,  so  soul-inspiring  as 
true,  genuine,  abiding  love,  but  its  counterfeit  is  spawned 
in  hell,  and  comes  forth  from  its  hideous  home,  like 
the  tentacles  of  the  devil-fish,  only  to  ensnare  and  slime  and 
kill. 

Counterfeit  friendship  is  almost  as  bad.  It  has  produced 
its  Judas  and  its  Brutus,  and  its  horde  of  cringing  traitors 
since  the  world  was  young.  •  Little  did  poor  Abel  think  when 
he  walked  out  into  the  field  with  his  younger  brother  that  his 
blood  was  so  soon  to  crimson  earth's  virgin  soil.  Little  did 
Joseph,  the  pure-hearted  son  of  that  olden  time,  mistrust  his 
brethren  when,  with  them,  he  busied  himself  with  his  father's 
flocks  and  herds.  But  they  sold  him  into  slavery  and  would 
have  taken  his  life  if  their  jealousy  had  not  found  this  less 
dangerous  plan.  Ah  me,  how  the  annals  of  time  are  marred 
and  stained  and  blighted  with  the  history  of  counterfeit  men 
and  women,  who,  with  honey  on  their  lips  and  in  their  words, 
have  sent  the  dagger  deep  into  the  hearts  of  those  who  have 
believed  them  true. 

Delilah,  with  the  head  of  a  strong  and  trusting  Samson  in 
her  lap,  has  had  her  counterpart  in  every  age.  Treachery  on 
the  part  of  these  men  and  women  —  treachery  to  one  another, 
treachery  in  the  face  of  strong  friendship  and  enduring  love  — 
has  been  the  deadliest  curse  that  ever  hovered  o'er  the  world. 
And  yet,  how  pure,  how  good,  how  generous,  how  helpful, 
how  sanctified,  is  a  true,  unyielding,  constant  friendship  —  a 
friendship  that  thinketh  no  evil,  that  listens  not  to  the  hiss  of 
any  slanderous  tongue,  that  strengthens  in  the  hour  of  danger 
and  grows  doubly  vigilant  when  darkness  comes  1     Such  a 
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friendship  was  that  of  Jonathan  and  David,  of  Damon  and 
Pythias,  of  John  and  Jesus,  of  Paul  and  Barnabas.  Oh,  how 
the  world  has  been  gladdened  and  uplifted  by  the  real,  un- 
counterfeited  friendships  that  have  sprung  up  between  the 
noblest  sons  and  daughters  of  our  race !  Thank  God  for  real 
friends  1  I  have  some.  I  know  them.  I  could  send  a  mes- 
sage to  them  any  hour  and  bring  them  to  my  side.  I  would 
trust  my  life  in  their  hands  at  any  moment.  But  oh,  how 
hard  it  is  anon  to  feel  the  sting  of  treachery  and  to  know 
that  our  lips  have  felt  the  touch  of  a  traitor's  kiss  I 

Above  all  and  beyond  all  is  the  friendship  of  Jesus. 
However  many  have  been  the  storms  and  tempests  that  have 
wrested  from  us  other  friends,  this  Friend  remains.  How 
beautiful  the  old  Scriptures  put  it  when  they  say  "  He  will  be 
with  us  in  the  sixth  trouble  and  in  the  seventh  He  will  not 
forsake  us.''  In  all  the  troubles  of  life,  whether  they  be 
troubles  of  sickness  or  bereavement,  of  harrowing  pain,  of 
inconstant  friends,  of  gaunt  and  ghastly  poverty,  of  blind- 
ness, of  tottering  age  —  no  matter  what  trouble  may  come  to 
blast  our  lives,  this  Friend  is  nearest  us  when  our  sorrows  are 
deepest  and  is  most  helpful  in  times  of  greatest  need.  I 
know  the  meaning  of  the  touch  of  His  dear  hand.  I  have 
felt  it  on  my  head.  I  have  felt  His  helpful  and  sanctifying 
love  and  grace  in  my  poor  heart.  I  know  that  He  has  led 
me  all  the  way.  And  when  I,  like  many  of  my  friends  and 
some  of  my  loved  ones,  shall  lie  down  to  die,  this  Friend  will 
come  and  He  will  cool  the  hot  fever  if  it  comes,  and  when 
life's  fleeting  days  are  ended.  He  will  take  my  hand  and  hold 
it  when  I  die,  and  will  receive  me  with  bpen  arms  into  the 
better  land.  God  be  praised  for  every  true  heart  of  love  and 
friendship  on  the  earth,  and  to  His  name  be  all  honor  and 
glory  and  praise  forever,  because  He  sent  His  Son  who  was 
and  is  the  true  and  only  Friend  of  dying  men. 

The  injunction  of  the  Apostle  Paul  to  ^^  prove  all  things" 
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and  to  "  hold  fast  that  which  is  good/'  has  a  wide  signifi- 
cance. The  Prophet  Malachi  quotes  the  words  from  our  Heav- 
ly  Father,  who  asks  us  to  prove  Him.  He  means  that  we 
shall  test  Him  and  discover  to  ourselves  the  tenderness  of  His 
love  and  the  plenitude  of  His  mercy. 

Things  that  will  not  bear  the  test  should  not  retain  our 
adherence.  The  line  and  plummet  of  God's  revealed  Word 
should  be  applied,  not  only  to  God  Himself,  who  is  willing  to 
be  judged  by  it,  but  to  everything  with  which  humanity 
comes  in  touch.  There  are  three  indisputable  evidences  of 
the  truth  of  God's  Word.  The  first  is  God  Himself,  the 
second  the  Book  itself,  and  third  the  upright,  consistent,  con- 
secrated lives  of  those  who  love  God,  who  obey  His  Word 
and  who,  in  season  and  out  of  season,  give  their  lives  for  the 
help  of  others. 

David  asks  that  we  "  taste  and  see  that  the  Lord  is  good." 
That  is  the  best  way  of  proving  Him.  Through  years  of 
toil,  of  weariness,  of  oftentimes  sadness  and  pain,  and  some- 
times bereavement,  we  have  tasted  that  the  Lord  is  good. 
He  came  in  the  darkness  of  the  lowering  cloud,  in  the  roar 
of  the  tempest,  in  the  still  small  voice  that  spoke  of  peace 
and  rest  beyond.  So  God  has  been  proved  to  us  a  thousand 
times  and  each  test  has  led  us  to  love  Him  more  and 
more. 

But  there  is  a  contrast.  We  are  to  taste  of  God  and 
good,  but  (Col.  2:2)  of  evil  we  are  to  "  touch  not,  taste 
not,  handle  not."  It  is  a  vicious  doctrine  that  obtains  with 
some  that  a  boy  must  "sow  his  wild  oats,"  that  some  evil 
must  be  touched  and  tasted  in  order  that  the  soul  be  set 
against  it.  No  greater  poison  than  this  could  germinate  in 
any  heart.  No  child  needs  to  see  a  mad  dog  in  order  to 
shrink  from  the  terrors  of  hydrophobia,  and  no  one  needs  to 
be  bitten  by  the  rattlesnake  in  order  to  dread  its  deadly  fangs. 
We  are  to   abstain   from  every  appearance  of  evil,  for  the 
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blight  and  mildew  of  sin  corrodes  the  soul  as  soon  as  their 
poison  touches  it. 

Paul  goes  on  to  say  that  we  are  to  "  hold  fast  that  which 
is  good."  That  means  that  we  are  to  turn  loose  that  which 
is  eviL  There  is  many  a  professed  Christian  who  is  vainly 
trying  to  hold  fast  to  God  with  one  hand  and  cling  to  the 
devil  with  the  other.  They  go  to  Sunday  school  and  church 
maybe  on  Sunday  and  are  engaged  in  attending  the  dance  or' 
the  theater  on  week  days.  God  on  Sunday;  the  "german  " 
and  the  devil  through  the  week.  God  on  Sunday ;  covetous- 
ness,  debt-dodging,  and  general  looseness  of  living  through 
the  week.  But  it  can't  be  done.  God  asks  for  a  whole  heart 
or  none ;  for  a  life  devoted  singly  to  Him  or  none.  Those 
who  try  to  live  double  lives  —  who  are  Dr.  Jekyll  on  the 
Lord's  day  and  Mr.  Hyde  during  the  week,  —  will  find  at  the 
last  "  nothing  but  leaves."  No  tree  can  bear  both  figs  and 
thistles.  God  grant  that  we  may  give  our  lives  wholly  to 
Him  —  may  prove  Him  day  by  day,  and  by  His  Word  test 
everything,  holding  fast  that  which  is  good  and  abstaining 
from  the  evil  which  stains  and  mars  and  defiles  and  damns 
every  life  in  which  it  is  welcomed  and  abides. 
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God  IKei^n^ — His  Letter. 

?HE  weakness  of  the  enemies  of  God  through  all  the 
ages  has  been  their  failure  to  count  God's  reign- 
ing grace  and  omnific  power  in  their  calcula- 
tions. If  the  world  had  at  any  time  been  left  to  it- 
self, then  verily  would  the  machinations  of  evil  men 
have  annihilated  God's  followers  and  blotted  their 
footprints  from  the  face  of  the  earth.  But  God  reigns. 
The  antediluvians  had  the  world  in  their  power.  Through 
almost  countless  years  they  had  laughed  in  the  face  of  God. 
But  they  perished,  and  not  even  a  marble  column  pierces 
the  sky  to  tell  that  they  have  lived.  They  fell  like  forest 
leaves,  blown  away  by  the  breath  of  an  angry  God. 

So  it  was  with  the  five  cities  of  the  plain.  Sodom  flourished. 
It  was  a  goodly  town  for  trade,  and  no  worse  in  its  day  than 
New  York  or  Chicago  is  in  our  day.  It  had  its  dens  of  sin 
and  its  haunts  of  vice  for  all  the  world  like  those  that  flourish 
unmolested  in  our  so-called  Christian  towns  to-day.  God 
was  forgotten  and  despised. 

But  the  deluge  of  fire  that  came  down  from  Heaven  left 
of  that  city  and  its  Godless  environs  nothing  but  sulphurous 
ashes.     The  Lord  God  omnipotent  reigneth. 

It  was  so  at  the  crucifixion.  The  hosts  of  hell  were  mar- 
shaled on  that  dark,  funereal  day.  Satan  and  his  army 
camped  on  Calvary,  and,  with  demoniac  mien,  were  wild  with 

joy  when  the  earth  was  crimsoned  with  our  Savior's  blood. 
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It  was  the  one  and  only  decisive  battle  of  the  world.  When 
the  rocks  were  rending  and  the  sun  was  veiled  in  inky  dark- 
ness it  seemed  that  all  was  lost.  But  God  reigned.  And  on 
the  resurrection   morning,  the   men    who   had  stained   their  I 

hands  in  the  Savior's  blood  fell  as  dead  men,  and  the  hosts  ! 

of  the  abyss  slunk  back  into  their  abode  of  darkness.  ' 

It  has  been  so  full  many  a  time  since  then.  God's  ene- 
mies, arrayed  sometimes  for  all  the  world  like  unto  His 
friends,  fight  against  Him  and  His  cause —  hurl  their  brands 
of  fire  and  hate  and  death  at  His  very  heart,  but  the  reigning 
God  brings  all  their  plans  to  naught,  and  strengthens  His 
cause  by  the  very  efforts  that  were  made  to  tear  it  down. 

The  most  remarkable  thing  about  the  story  of  Joseph  was 
not  his  almost  miraculous  rescue  from  the  pit  into  which  his 
brethren  cast  him,  nor  his  power  to  interpret  dreams,  finding 
favor  in  Pharaoh's  sight,  nor  yet  his  sudden  exaltation  to  the 
position  of  prime  minister  of  the  realm.  These  were  great 
things,  but  they  were  only  parts  of  the  greatest  things,  which 
he  tersely  stated  to  his  brethren  when  he  made  himself 
known  to  them.  "  So,  now,  it  was  not  you  that  sent  me 
hither,  but  God." 

Despite  the  cruelties  of  his  jealous  brethren,  his  long  term 
of  slavery,  and  his  unjust  incarceration  in  prison,  God's  over- 
ruling providence  was  over  him  every  day  to  bring  about  the 
great  results  that  were  worked  out  in  his  life.  This  inspired 
record  is  a  wonderful  evidence  of  the  weakness  and  impo- 
tence of  mere  human  power,  and  brings  out  in  clearest  out- 
line the  beneficence  and  strength  of  our  Father  in  Heaven, 
Joseph  could  not  be  killed ;  his  slavery  did  not  serve  to  de- 
stroy him,  and  his  prison  life  only  endued  him  with  patience, 
because  through  all  his  trials  and  in  his  deepest  distress  the 
divine  purpose  was  gleaming  out  in  his  life.  And  really  this 
is  true  of  every  Christian.  There  are  times  of  especial  danger, 
especial  trial  and  especial  heart-longings  to  us  all.     Ofttimes 
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we  are  utterly  powerless  to  read  the  lianclwriting  of  God  as  it 
arches  our  sky,  bat  we  may  be  sure  that  whether  we  are  jour- 
neying iu  sunshine  or  shadow  or  storm,  God's  love  and  mercy 
is  over  us  and  His  guiding  hand  is  leading  our  lives.  When- 
ever we  are  prone  to  worry  or  complain,  whenever  there  is 
unusual  darkness,  whenever  sickness  comes  to  weaken  our 
physical  powers,  or  business  reverses  fall  heavily  iipon  us,  we 
may  be  sure  that,  although  we  cannot  see  the  hand  that 
guides,  there  is  a  Pilot  who  will  steer  us  in  those  waters 
where  we  are  safest,  and  that  at  last  He  will  guide  us  into 
the  haven  of  eternal  rest. 

If  we  could  untangle  the  web  that  we  weave,  and  follow 
each  slender  thread,  no  matter  how  much  they  diverge  here, 
we  would  find  them  all  converging  together,  and  when  so 
united,  held  fast  in  the  Father's  hand.  The  darkness  and 
the  gloom  will  one  day  melt  as  snowflakes  before  the  warmth 
and  the  light  of  the  summer  sun. 

Then  let  us  cast  all  our  care  on  God.  Let  us  pillow  our 
heads  on  our  Savior's  breast  and  find  peaceful  rest.  With 
Job  let  each  one  of  us  say,  "  I  know  that  my  Redeemer  liveth 
and  that  He  shall  stand  at  the  latter  day  upon  the  earth.  And 
though  in  my  skin  worms  destroy  this  body,  yet  in  my  flesh 
shall  I  see  God."  This  thought  will  cheer  us  in  every  lonely 
hour,  will  fill  saddest  moments  with  joy  and  consolation, 
will  fill  our  hungering  and  thirsting  souls  with  the  bread  of 
heaven,  and  make  the  pillow  soft  when  we  come  to  die. 
May  God  help  each  one  of  us  to  read  the  signs  of  His 
providence  and  observe  the  rainbows  of  His  promise.  His 
smiling  face  is  in  every  cloud  and  His  tender  voice  is  in 
every  storm,  if  only  our  faculties  shall  be  quickened  to  see 
Him  and  to  recognize  His  voice. 

In  the  autumn  of  1892  T  was  making  speeches  in  Alabama. 
One  of  those  speeches  was  delivered  at  Anniston.  While 
there  I  was  the  guest  at  the  "Anniston  Inn,"  a  large,  pictur- 
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esque  and  commodious  hotel.  Kight  over  the  clerk's  desk  at  the 
Inn  was  an  autograph  letter  from  Grover  Cleveland,  encased 
m  a  beautiful  frame.  I  asked  no  questions,  but  read  the  let- 
ter. It  answered  all  the  questions  that  arose.  The  letter 
was  written  to  the  keeper  of  the  hotel,  and  he  was  justly 
proud  of  it.  Wishing  to  do  it  all  the  honor  that  he  could,  it 
was  framed'and  left  for  all  the  world  to  read. 

As  I  looked  at  the  letter,  and  as  I  thought  upon  the  honor 
its  recipient  essayed  to  place  upon  it,  my  mind  began  to 
dwell  upon  God's  letter  to  me.  Great  as  was  the  honor 
President  Cleveland  conferred  upon  this  Alabama  friend,  it 
is  a  grain  of  dust  in  greatness  as  compared  with  the  honor 
my  heavenly  Father  has  conferred  on  me.  His  letter  to  me 
is  longer,  and  goes  more  into  detail,  sounding  as  it  does 
every  note  in  the  gamut  of  human  destiny. 

I  do  not  feel  that  I  have  rightly  appreciated  this  unspeak- 
able gift ;  I  am  sure  that  my  mind  has  never  fully  grasped 
the  great  fact  that  God  thought  so  much  of  me  that  he  wrote 
me  this  letter.  Not  only  has  he  written  this  to  me,  but  he 
has  written  also  to  you.  And  there  are  many  who  prize  the 
honor  so  slightly  that  they  never  so  much  as  open  God'i^ 
letter. 

I  recall  as  I  write  these  lines  what  my  father  said  to  me 
when  I  was  a  little  boy.  I  may  have  mentioned  it  before, 
but  it  is  worth  repeating.  He  said  to  me  that  if  I  did  not 
study  God's  word  as  a  child  that  the  chances  were  that  I 
never  would  as  a  man.  He  told  me  how  it  would  happen 
that  in  after  years  there  would  scarce  be  more  than  time  to 
battle  with  life's  sterner  realities,  and  that  the  time  to  study 
God's  blessed  Book  would  be  hard  to  find. 

And  I  have  found  it  so.  The  things  of  life  that  close  in 
upon  us  like  an  army  shut  out  that  study  of  God's  word  that 
could  have  been  ours  in  youthful  years.  But  I  am  persuaded 
that  we  could  find  more  time  for  study  if  we  would.     There 
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never  were  such  favorable  opportunities  for  a  coiTect  under- 
standing of  the  sacred  text  as  now.  The  accumulating  light 
of  almost  twenty  centuries  of  time  is  focused  on  its  illumined 
pages.  And  it  seems  to  me  that  if  we  love  God  as  we  should 
we  will  make  opportunities  to  read  over  and  again  His  tender 
words  to  us. 

I  read  one  time  of  a  poor  widow  who  washed  the  live-long 
day  and  in  this  way  barely  earned  enough  to  keep  the  little 
ones  in  food.  Her  only  time  to  read  the  Bible  was  at  night, 
and  her  pittance  allowed  her  only  a  candle  by  which  to  read. 
She  would  read  a  little  while  and  then  put  out  the  candle, 
while  she  fixed  her  heart  on  the  hope-inspiring  words.  After 
meditating  thus  for  many  minutes  she  would  light  her  candle 
again  and  read  more  of  God's  precious  promises.  And  she 
was  only  one  of  many,  who  in  poverty  and  want  have  made 
a  way  to  read  God's  loving  words. 

I  fear  that  many  family  Bibles  are  opened  in  the  home  only 
when  there  is  a  birth  to  chronicle  or  a  death  to  record.  The 
dust  accumulates,  and  the  touch  of  time  stains  the  blessed 
pages,  but  no  deep,  abiding  study  marks  the  leaves  or  cheers 
the  hearts  of  the  growing  family.  It  seems  to  me  that  since, 
if  Christians,  we  are  to  spend  eternity  with  God,  we  should 
be  striving  daily  to  know  more  about  Him.  Our  sojourn  here 
is  short  at  best,  and  yet,  poor,  short-sighted  mortals  that  we 
are,  we  bind  our  hearts  to  things  of  earth  and  utterly  neglect 
to  seek  after  the  higher  things  of  God  and  heaven. 

There  is  a  wide  difference  in  believing  God  and  believing 
in  God.  None  but  "The  fool  hath  said  in  his  heart,  *  There  is 
no  God,'"  the  avowal  of  Atheism;  and  the  utter  foolishness 
of  the  declaration  is  recognized  by  the  whole  earth.  The  few 
exceptions  are  just  enough  to  emphasize  the  ovei  whelming 
unanimity  of  the  world's  belief  in  God,  in  some  form  and 
under  some  name.  Even  Herbert  Spencer's  scie;?tific 
Agnosticism  persistently,  even  clamorously,  recogrx:zei^^  lilm 
under  the  name  of  Unknowable  Force. 
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But  while  all  believe  in  God,  comparatively  few  believe 
God — accept  the  Bible  as  His  very  Word,  and  trust  Him  for 
the  promises  He  has  made.  Millions  of  professed  Christians 
have  a  sort  of  far-away  hope  that  all  is  as  the  Bible  declares, 
that  God  will  do  as  it  promises;  but  many — alas,  how  many ! — 
do  not  put  their  trust  in  it,  confidently  looking  for  its  fulfill- 
ment. 

Reader,  you  not  only  believe  in  the  existence  of  John  D. 
Rockefeller,  the  man  of  colossal  wealth,  you  not  only  believe 
there  is  such  a  man;  but  if  he  were  to  make  you  a  promise, 
you  would  believe  him,  you  would  confidently  rely  upon  his 
word,  feeling  sure  that  his  every  pledge  would  be  redeemed. 
If  Mr.  Rockefeller  were  to  send  you  a  telegram  requesting 
you  to  buy  a  tract  of  land  or  a  given  line  of  railway,  agree- 
ing to  furnish  you  with  the  capital,  and  promising  to  pay 
you  ten  thousand  dollars  for  your  services,  you  would  open 
negotiations  for  the  property  at  once.  You  readily  admit 
that  you  would  act  promptly,  showing  your  confidence  in  the 
ability  and  integrity  of  the  great  capitalist* 

Our  historical  evidence  of  God's  existence  is  far  stronger 
than  that  of  Mr.  Rockefeller's,  besides  the  visible  proofs 
abounding  in  nature.  Greater  than  either  or  both  is  that  in- 
ner monitor  which  warns  and  assures  us  ^'  that  God  is,  and 
that  he  is  a  re  warder  of  them  that  diligently  seek  Him."  He 
is  the  only  being  in  the  universe  who  has  never  broken  a 
promise;  since  the  world  began.  His  obligation  has  never 
gone  to  protest.  "It  is  impossible  for  God  to  lie."  He  is 
the  Capitalist  of  the  universe — His  ability  to  perform  is  in- 
finitely greater  than  that  of  all  the  earth  combined;  yet  Mr. 
Rockefeller's  check  is  good  for  a  hundred  millions,  while 
God's  orders  and  promises  are  dishonored  a  billion  times  a 
day,  because  man,  the  pensioner,  this  doubting  denizen  of 
the  dust,  though  believing  in  Ilim,  does  not  believe  Him. 
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